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Dalloway is a unique novel in that it takes place in a single day â€” a Wednesday in mid-June The novel
interweaves two seemingly unconnected storylines during this day. At the beginning, Clarissa Dalloway,
fiftyish and recently recovering from an illness, is preparing for a party she will host that evening. She begins
her day running an errand to purchase the flowers for the party. Throughout the morning, Clarissa reflects on
her past, including her decision to marry Richard Dalloway thirty years earlier, rather than her more fiery
suitor Peter Walsh. Meanwhile, the second storyline begins with Septimus Smith, a shellshocked war veteran,
out on the street with his wife, Lucrezia. Septimus struggles with the aftereffects of the war, hearing voices
and feeling that life has little meaning. A car backfiring paralyzes him, and he reflects on his life. Septimus
lost his good friend and commanding officer Evans in the war and continues to carry on conversations with
this lost friend. Clarissa has returned home and begins to remember a special friendship she shared in her
youth with Sally Seton, a vivacious, slightly scandalous young woman. The two shared a special bond,
bordering on a crush, and Clarissa remembers a kiss they shared. Clarissa begins mending her green silk dress
for the evening when she receives an unexpected visit from Peter Walsh, her former suitor. Peter had once told
Clarissa disparagingly that one day she would become "the perfect hostess," and it becomes more and more
clear that his prediction was accurate. Clarissa and Peter talk to each other easily about the present, but both
are thinking of their past and the decisions they made to get them to the place they are now. Peter goes to a
park where Septimus and Lecrezia are also walking. The couple get into a heated discussion about suicide, and
Peter sees them as a young and in love couple quarreling. Meanwhile, Richard Dalloway has been to lunch
with Lady Bruton. Richard has realized during this lunch that he wants to come home and tell Clarissa that he
loves her. Unfortunately, he never finds the words, as he has gone so many years without saying them.
Clarissa goes to see Elizabeth, who is studying with her tutor, Doris Kilman. Clarissa despises Doris, who she
sees as a monster with "hooves" taking her daughter from her. Doris also despises Clarissa, largely for her
bourgeois ways and financial means. Septimus and Lecrezia go to their apartment to wait for the attendants
who will take him to the asylum. When they arrive, Septimus decides to escape from them, and not wanting to
leave life but not wanting to meet the attendants, he jumps out the window to his death. Richard has still been
unable to tell her that he loves her. Very late into the party, Sir William and Lady Bradshaw arrive, very
apologetic for their tardiness. The party ends with Clarissa surprisingly disappointed at the success of her
party.
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law varies in other countries, and the work may still be under copyright in the country from which you are
accessing this website. It is your responsibility to check the applicable copyright laws in your country before
downloading this work. Dalloway said she would buy the flowers herself. For Lucy had her work cut out for
her. And then, thought Clarissa Dalloway, what a morning â€” fresh as if issued to children on a beach. For so
it had always seemed to her, when, with a little squeak of the hinges, which she could hear now, she had burst
open the French windows and plunged at Bourton into the open air. He must have said it at breakfast one
morning when she had gone out on to the terrace â€” Peter Walsh. He would be back from India one of these
days, June or July, she forgot which, for his letters were awfully dull; it was his sayings one remembered; his
eyes, his pocket-knife, his smile, his grumpiness and, when millions of things had utterly vanished â€” how
strange it was! A charming woman, Scrope Purvis thought her knowing her as one does know people who live
next door to one in Westminster ; a touch of the bird about her, of the jay, blue-green, light, vivacious, though
she was over fifty, and grown very white since her illness. There she perched, never seeing him, waiting to
cross, very upright. For having lived in Westminster â€” how many years now? First a warning, musical; then
the hour, irrevocable. The leaden circles dissolved in the air. Such fools we are, she thought, crossing Victoria
Street. For it was the middle of June. The War was over, except for some one like Mrs. Foxcroft at the
Embassy last night eating her heart out because that nice boy was killed and now the old Manor House must
go to a cousin; or Lady Bexborough who opened a bazaar, they said, with the telegram in her hand, John, her
favourite, killed; but it was over; thank Heaven â€” over. The King and Queen were at the Palace. But how
strange, on entering the Park, the silence; the mist; the hum; the slow-swimming happy ducks; the pouched
birds waddling; and who should be coming along with his back against the Government buildings, most
appropriately, carrying a despatch box stamped with the Royal Arms, who but Hugh Whitbread; her old friend
Hugh â€” the admirable Hugh! Was Evelyn ill again? Evelyn was a good deal out of sorts, said Hugh,
intimating by a kind of pout or swell of his very well-covered, manly, extremely handsome, perfectly
upholstered body he was almost too well dressed always, but presumably had to be, with his little job at Court
that his wife had some internal ailment, nothing serious, which, as an old friend, Clarissa Dalloway would
quite understand without requiring him to specify. Ah yes, she did of course; what a nuisance; and felt very
sisterly and oddly conscious at the same time of her hat. Not the right hat for the early morning, was that it?
When his old mother wanted him to give up shooting or to take her to Bath he did it, without a word; he was
really unselfish, and as for saying, as Peter did, that he had no heart, no brain, nothing but the manners and
breeding of an English gentleman, that was only her dear Peter at his worst; and he could be intolerable; he
could be impossible; but adorable to walk with on a morning like this. June had drawn out every leaf on the
trees. The mothers of Pimlico gave suck to their young. Messages were passing from the Fleet to the
Admiralty. Arlington Street and Piccadilly seemed to chafe the very air in the Park and lift its leaves hotly,
brilliantly, on waves of that divine vitality which Clarissa loved. To dance, to ride, she had adored all that. For
they might be parted for hundreds of years, she and Peter; she never wrote a letter and his were dry sticks; but
suddenly it would come over her, If he were with me now what would he say? But Peter â€” however
beautiful the day might be, and the trees and the grass, and the little girl in pink â€” Peter never saw a thing of
all that. He would put on his spectacles, if she told him to; he would look. How he scolded her! She would
marry a Prime Minister and stand at the top of a staircase; the perfect hostess he called her she had cried over
it in her bedroom , she had the makings of the perfect hostess, he said. So she would still find herself arguing
in St. For in marriage a little licence, a little independence there must be between people living together day in
day out in the same house; which Richard gave her, and she him. Where was he this morning for instance?
Some committee, she never asked what. But with Peter everything had to be shared; everything gone into. And
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it was intolerable, and when it came to that scene in the little garden by the fountain, she had to break with him
or they would have been destroyed, both of them ruined, she was convinced; though she had borne about with
her for years like an arrow sticking in her heart the grief, the anguish; and then the horror of the moment when
some one told her at a concert that he had married a woman met on the boat going to India! Never should she
forget all that! Cold, heartless, a prude, he called her. Never could she understand how he cared. But those
Indian women did presumably â€” silly, pretty, flimsy nincompoops. And she wasted her pity. For he was
quite happy, he assured her â€” perfectly happy, though he had never done a thing that they talked of; his
whole life had been a failure. It made her angry still. She had reached the Park gates. She stood for a moment,
looking at the omnibuses in Piccadilly. She would not say of any one in the world now that they were this or
were that. She felt very young; at the same time unspeakably aged. She sliced like a knife through everything;
at the same time was outside, looking on. She had a perpetual sense, as she watched the taxi cabs, of being out,
out, far out to sea and alone; she always had the feeling that it was very, very dangerous to live even one day.
Not that she thought herself clever, or much out of the ordinary. She knew nothing; no language, no history;
she scarcely read a book now, except memoirs in bed; and yet to her it was absolutely absorbing; all this; the
cabs passing; and she would not say of Peter, she would not say of herself, I am this, I am that. Her only gift
was knowing people almost by instinct, she thought, walking on. Devonshire House, Bath House, the house
with the china cockatoo, she had seen them all lit up once; and remembered Sylvia, Fred, Sally Seton â€” such
hosts of people; and dancing all night; and the waggons plodding past to market; and driving home across the
Park. She remembered once throwing a shilling into the Serpentine. But every one remembered; what she
loved was this, here, now, in front of her; the fat lady in the cab. Did it matter then, she asked herself, walking
towards Bond Street, did it matter that she must inevitably cease completely; all this must go on without her;
did she resent it; or did it not become consoling to believe that death ended absolutely? What was she trying to
recover? What image of white dawn in the country, as she read in the book spread open: Tears and sorrows;
courage and endurance; a perfectly upright and stoical bearing. Think, for example, of the woman she admired
most, Lady Bexborough, opening the bazaar. Ever so many books there were; but none that seemed exactly
right to take to Evelyn Whitbread in her nursing home. How much she wanted it â€” that people should look
pleased as she came in, Clarissa thought and turned and walked back towards Bond Street, annoyed, because it
was silly to have other reasons for doing things. Much rather would she have been one of those people like
Richard who did things for themselves, whereas, she thought, waiting to cross, half the time she did things not
simply, not for themselves; but to make people think this or that; perfect idiocy she knew and now the
policeman held up his hand for no one was ever for a second taken in. Oh if she could have had her life over
again! She would have been, in the first place, dark like Lady Bexborough, with a skin of crumpled leather
and beautiful eyes. She would have been, like Lady Bexborough, slow and stately; rather large; interested in
politics like a man; with a country house; very dignified, very sincere. That she held herself well was true; and
had nice hands and feet; and dressed well, considering that she spent little. But often now this body she wore
she stopped to look at a Dutch picture , this body, with all its capacities, seemed nothing â€” nothing at all.
She had the oddest sense of being herself invisible; unseen; unknown; there being no more marrying, no more
having of children now, but only this astonishing and rather solemn progress with the rest of them, up Bond
Street, this being Mrs. Dalloway; not even Clarissa any more; this being Mrs. Bond Street fascinated her;
Bond Street early in the morning in the season; its flags flying; its shops; no splash; no glitter; one roll of
tweed in the shop where her father had bought his suits for fifty years; a few pearls; salmon on an iceblock.
And her old Uncle William used to say a lady is known by her shoes and her gloves. He had turned on his bed
one morning in the middle of the War. Not a straw, she thought, going on up Bond Street to a shop where they
kept flowers for her when she gave a party. Elizabeth really cared for her dog most of all. The whole house
this morning smelt of tar. Still, better poor Grizzle than Miss Kilman; better distemper and tar and all the rest
of it than sitting mewed in a stuffy bedroom with a prayer book! Better anything, she was inclined to say. But
it might be only a phase, as Richard said, such as all girls go through. It might be falling in love. But why with
Miss Kilman? Anyhow they were inseparable, and Elizabeth, her own daughter, went to Communion; and
how she dressed, how she treated people who came to lunch she did not care a bit, it being her experience that
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the religious ecstasy made people callous so did causes ; dulled their feelings, for Miss Kilman would do
anything for the Russians, starved herself for the Austrians, but in private inflicted positive torture, so
insensitive was she, dressed in a green mackintosh coat. Year in year out she wore that coat; she perspired; she
was never in the room five minutes without making you feel her superiority, your inferiority; how poor she
was; how rich you were; how she lived in a slum without a cushion or a bed or a rug or whatever it might be,
all her soul rusted with that grievance sticking in it, her dismissal from school during the War â€” poor
embittered unfortunate creature! For it was not her one hated but the idea of her, which undoubtedly had
gathered in to itself a great deal that was not Miss Kilman; had become one of those spectres with which one
battles in the night; one of those spectres who stand astride us and suck up half our life-blood, dominators and
tyrants; for no doubt with another throw of the dice, had the black been uppermost and not the white, she
would have loved Miss Kilman! But not in this world. It rasped her, though, to have stirring about in her this
brutal monster! She advanced, light, tall, very upright, to be greeted at once by button-faced Miss Pym, whose
hands were always bright red, as if they had been stood in cold water with the flowers. There were roses; there
were irises. Ah yes â€” so she breathed in the earthy garden sweet smell as she stood talking to Miss Pym who
owed her help, and thought her kind, for kind she had been years ago; very kind, but she looked older, this
year, turning her head from side to side among the irises and roses and nodding tufts of lilac with her eyes half
closed, snuffing in, after the street uproar, the delicious scent, the exquisite coolness. And as she began to go
with Miss Pym from jar to jar, choosing, nonsense, nonsense, she said to herself, more and more gently, as if
this beauty, this scent, this colour, and Miss Pym liking her, trusting her, were a wave which she let flow over
her and surmount that hatred, that monster, surmount it all; and it lifted her up and up when â€” oh! The
violent explosion which made Mrs. Passers-by who, of course, stopped and stared, had just time to see a face
of the very greatest importance against the dove-grey upholstery, before a male hand drew the blind and there
was nothing to be seen except a square of dove grey. But now mystery had brushed them with her wing; they
had heard the voice of authority; the spirit of religion was abroad with her eyes bandaged tight and her lips
gaping wide.
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Plot summary[ edit ] Clarissa Dalloway goes around London in the morning, getting ready to host a party that
evening. The nice day reminds her of her youth spent in the countryside in Bourton and makes her wonder
about her choice of husband; she married the reliable Richard Dalloway instead of the enigmatic and
demanding Peter Walsh, and she "had not the option" to be with Sally Seton. Peter reintroduces these conflicts
by paying a visit that morning. Septimus Warren Smith, a First World War veteran suffering from deferred
traumatic stress , spends his day in the park with his Italian-born wife Lucrezia, where Peter Walsh observes
them. Septimus is visited by frequent and indecipherable hallucinations , mostly concerning his dear friend
Evans who died in the war. Later that day, after he is prescribed involuntary commitment to a psychiatric
hospital, he commits suicide by jumping out of a window. It is attended by most of the characters she has met
in the book, including people from her past. This section needs additional citations for verification. Please help
improve this article by adding citations to reliable sources. Unsourced material may be challenged and
removed. Bradshaw notes that Septimus has had a complete nervous breakdown and suggests spending time in
the country as a cure. Clarissa Dalloway Clarissa Dalloway is the year-old [3] protagonist of the novel. She is
self-conscious about her role in London high society. She is said to look "oriental" and has great composure.
Compared to her mother, she takes great pleasure in politics and modern history, hoping to be either a doctor
or farmer in the future. He is immersed in his work in government. She has a degree in history and during the
Great War was dismissed from her teaching job because "Miss Dolby thought she would be happier with
people who shared her views about the Germans". She dislikes Clarissa intensely but loves to spend time with
Elizabeth. She once could be described as feisty as well as a youthful ragamuffin, although she has become
more conventional with age. She is burdened by his mental illness and believes she is judged because of it.
During most of the novel she is homesick for her family and country, which she left to marry Septimus after
the Armistice. Educated and decorated in the war, he is detached from society and believes himself to be
unable to feel. He is married to Lucrezia, from whom he has grown distant. In the past, Clarissa rejected his
marriage proposal. He plans to marry Daisy, a married woman in India, and has returned to try to arrange a
divorce for his current wife. Like Clarissa, he places great importance on his place in society. Although he
believes he is an essential member of the British aristocracy, Lady Bruton, Clarissa, Richard, and Peter find
him obnoxious. Style[ edit ] In Mrs Dalloway, all of the action, aside from the flashbacks , takes place on a
day in June It is an example of stream of consciousness storytelling: Woolf blurs the distinction between
direct and indirect speech throughout the novel, freely alternating her mode of narration between omniscient
description , indirect interior monologue , and soliloquy. Woolf laid out some of her literary goals with the
characters of Mrs Dalloway while still working on the novel. A year before its publication, she gave a talk at
Cambridge University called "Character in Fiction," revised and retitled later that year as "Mr. In her essay "
Modern Fiction, " Woolf praised Ulysses, saying of the scene in the cemetery, "on a first reading at any rate, it
is difficult not to acclaim a masterpiece. While in the initial reading process, she recorded the following
response to the aforementioned passages, "I. An illiterate, underbred book it seems to me: When one can have
cooked flesh, why have the raw? But I think if you are anaemic, as Tom is, there is glory in blood. Being fairly
normal myself I am soon ready for the classics again. I may revise this later. I do not compromise my critical
sagacity. I plant a stick in the ground to mark page ," [9] D 2: She summed up her thoughts on the work as a
whole: Genius it has I think; but of the inferior water. The book is diffuse. It is underbred, not only in the
obvious sense, but in the literary sense. A first rate writer, I mean, respects writing too much to be tricky;
startling; doing stunts. The Hogarth Press , run by her and her husband Leonard , had to turn down the chance
to publish the novel in because of the obscenity law in England, as well as the practical issues regarding
publishing such a substantial text. Themes[ edit ] The novel has two main narrative lines involving two
separate characters Clarissa Dalloway and Septimus Smith ; within each narrative there is a particular time and
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place in the past that the main characters keep returning to in their minds. For Septimus, the "continuous
present" of his time as a soldier during the "Great War" keeps intruding, especially in the form of Evans, his
fallen comrade. Time and Secular Living[ edit ] This section does not cite any sources. Please help improve
this section by adding citations to reliable sources. May Learn how and when to remove this template message
Time plays an integral role in the theme of faith and doubt in Mrs. The overwhelming presence of the passing
of time and the impending fate of death for each of the characters is felt throughout the novel. A constant
stream of consciousness from the characters, especially Clarissa, can serve as a distraction from this passing of
time and ultimate march towards death but each character has a constant reminder of the inevitability of these
facts. However evident time and death may be throughout the novel, only a day passes over the course of the
entire story, not nearly enough to be worried about death that much. Although it seems random, it only
demonstrates the infinite number of possibilities that the world can offer once connected by the individuality
of each person inside. Mental illness[ edit ] Septimus, as the shell-shocked war hero, operates as a pointed
criticism of the treatment of mental illness and depression. Rezia remarks that Septimus "was not ill. Dr
Holmes said there was nothing the matter with him. By never having these characters meet, Woolf is
suggesting that mental illness can be contained to the individuals who suffer from it without others, who
remain unaffected, ever having to witness it. Her use of Septimus as the stereotypically traumatised veteran is
her way of showing that there were still reminders of the First World War in London in Dalloway and readers
spanning generations. Shell shock, or post traumatic stress disorder , is an important addition to the early 20th
century canon of post-war British literature. Both hallucinate that birds sing in Greek , and Woolf once
attempted to throw herself out of a window as Septimus does. Woolf committed suicide by drowning, sixteen
years after the publication of Mrs Dalloway. In this original version, Septimus whom Woolf called Mrs. Most
of the plot in Mrs Dalloway consists of realisations that the characters subjectively make. Her love of
party-throwing comes from a desire to bring people together and create happy moments. Her charm, according
to Peter Walsh who loves her, is a sense of joie de vivre, always summarised by the sentence: She keeps up
with and even embraces the social expectations of the wife of a patrician politician, but she is still able to
express herself and find distinction in the parties she throws. Thirty-four years later, Clarissa still considers the
kiss they shared to be the happiest moment of her life. She feels about Sally "as men feel," [16] but she does
not recognise these feelings as signs of bisexuality. Similarly, Septimus is haunted by the image of his dear
friend Evans. Evans, his commanding officer, is described as being "undemonstrative in the company of
women.
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Mrs. Dalloway is a unique novel in that it takes place in a single day â€” a Wednesday in mid-June The novel
interweaves two seemingly unconnected storylines during this day. At the beginning, Clarissa Dalloway, fiftyish and
recently recovering from an illness, is preparing for a party she.

A day in the life of a London society hostess is used as the structure for her experiments in multiple points of
view. The themes she explores are the nature of personal identity; memory and consciousness; the passage of
time; and the tensions between the forces of Life and Death. The novel abandons conventional notions of plot
in favour of a mosaic of events. This novel is now seen as a central text of English literary modernism. As the
novel opens she walks through the streets of London in the morning, getting ready to host a party that evening.
The pleasant day reminds her of her youth at Bourton and makes her wonder about her choice of husband. She
married the reliable Richard Dalloway instead of the enigmatic and demanding Peter Walsh, and she had not
the option to be with Sally Seton towards whom she felt a strong attraction. Peter reintroduces these conflicts
by paying a visit that morning, having returned from India that day. He is spending his day in the Park with his
Italian-born wife, Lucrezia, waiting for an appointment with Sir William Bradshaw, a celebrated psychiatrist.
Septimus is visited by frequent and indecipherable hallucinations, mostly concerning his dear friend Evans
who died in the war. He cannot see anything of worth in the England he fought for, and he believes his lack of
feeling is a crime. He proposes to send Septimus to a mental institution. After lunch, Richard returns home to
Clarissa with a large bunch of roses. He intends to tell her that he loves her but finds that he cannot. Clarissa
considers the void that exists between people, even between husband and wife. Clarissa sees off her daughter
Elizabeth and her history teacher, Miss Kilman, who are going shopping. The two older women dislike one
another quite passionately, each believing the other to be an oppressive force over Elizabeth. Meanwhile,
Septimus and Lucrezia are in their apartment, enjoying a moment of happiness together before the men come
to take Septimus to the asylum. Holmes, arrives, and Septimus fears the doctor will destroy his soul. In order
to avoid this fate, he jumps from a window to his death on the railings below. It turns out to be a big success,
but Clarissa cannot help feeling wistful about her friends and the fact that most of them have not achieved the
dreams of their youth. She feels that even her daughter Elizabeth will be the same. When Sir William
Bradshaw arrives late his wife explains that one of his patients has committed suicide. Hearing this, Clarissa
gradually identifies with Septimus, and feels that she understands his motives. She retires to reflect on the
matter, seeing people such as Sir William Bradshaw antithetical to life, and admiring Septimus for his courage
in resisting medical bullying. This fills Peter Walsh with awe, for despite his criticisms of Clarissa for
leadingthe shallow life of a society hostess, he is forced to admit to himself that he admires her.
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preparation for a party and that is punctuated, toward the end, by the suicide of a young man she has never met.

Symbols are objects, characters, figures, or colors used to represent abstract ideas or concepts. The Prime
Minister The prime minister in Mrs. When Peter Walsh wants to insult Clarissa and suggest she will sell out
and become a society hostess, he says she will marry a prime minister. Dalloway takes place after World War
I, a time when the English looked desperately for meaning in the old symbols but found the symbols hollow.
The old pyramidal social system that benefited the very rich before the war is now decaying, and the symbols
of its greatness have become pathetic. He is armed with the knife, in a sense, when he pays an unexpected visit
to Clarissa, while she herself is armed with her sewing scissors. Their weapons make them equal competitors.
Knives and weapons are also phallic symbols, hinting at sexuality and power. Peter cannot define his own
identity, and his constant fidgeting with the knife suggests how uncomfortable he is with his masculinity.
Characters fall into two groups: Her ambiguous relationship with her friend Edith also puts her at a
disadvantage in society, leaving her even less able to defend herself. Septimus, psychologically crippled by the
literal weapons of war, commits suicide by impaling himself on a metal fence, showing the danger lurking
behind man-made boundaries. Clarissa sees the future in the old woman: She herself will grow old and
become more and more alone, since that is the nature of life. As Clarissa grows older, she reflects more but
communicates less. Instead, she keeps her feelings locked inside the private rooms of her own soul, just as the
old woman rattles alone around the rooms of her house. Nevertheless, the old woman also represents serenity
and the purity of the soul. Before Septimus jumps out the window, he sees an old man descending the staircase
outside, and this old man is a parallel figure to the old woman. Though Clarissa and Septimus ultimately
choose to preserve their private lives in opposite ways, their view of loneliness, privacy, and communication
resonates within these similar images. She is oblivious to everyone around her as she sings, beyond caring
what the world thinks. Peter hears the song first and compares the old woman to a rusty pump. Women in the
novel, who have to view patriarchal English society from the outside, are generally more attuned to nature and
the messages of voices outside the mainstream. Rezia, therefore, is able to see the old woman for the life force
she is, instead of simply a nuisance or a tragic figure to be dealt with, ignored, or pitied.
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Fear no more, says the heart. Fear no more, says the heart, committing its burden to some sea, which sighs
collectively for all sorrows, and renews, begins, collects, lets fall. And the body alone listens to the passing
bee; the wave breaking; the dog barking, far away barking and barking. It is similar to meeting someone at a
party and then meeting them again several years later. I might have a sliver of memory of meeting them
before. I always find it awkward to decide to confess that I do have a vague memory of them, potentially
subtly unintentionally insulting them, or brazen it out with of course I remember you potential minefield if my
slender memory is in fact wrong. There is always the option of hitting the restart button by saying what a
pleasure it is to meet them. Some of this, of course, is entirely up to how they play it and if they remember
meeting me before. Clarissa Dalloway would know exactly how to handle that situation. If she did bungle it,
she would recover the situation with a little laugh and say something along the lines of how silly she is about
names and faces. Clarissa is "a tall slight woman, her body wrapped in furs, her face in veils, with artistic
tastes and inclinations, but no brain whatsoever. She has become Mrs. Richard Dalloway, and her identity
beyond that has become a series of sepia toned memories of her brief life before marriage. If you were to look
in any phone book for Phillips County, Kansas, from to , you would find listed a Mrs. My grandfather died in ,
but when she checked herself into the hospital in , for what became the last time, she still registered as Mrs. I
can only think that she was well aware of the powerlessness of women and wanted people to believe that if
they irritated her they would have to deal with her husband, ghostly though he was. Clarissa has trepidations
over the changes in herself. She is feeling older. June morning; soft with the glow of rose petals for some, she
knew, and felt it, as she paused by the open staircase window which let in blinds flapping, dog barking, let in,
she thought, feeling herself suddenly shrivelled, aged, breastless, the grinding, blowing, flowering of the day,
out of doors, out of the window, out of her body and brain which now failedâ€¦. He is haunted by the war, in
particular his memories of his friend Evans who died in the closing months of the war. He is certainly
suffering from acute shell shock. The world has raised its whip; where will it descend? I like the idea because
if he is a true doppelganger of Clarissa, then her thoughts and memories of Sally Seton tie in so nicely. I
would say Clarissa was smitten at first sight. There is the hope that an unruly child will act better with others
than they do with their own family. A kiss shared between the two girls is remembered by Clarissa as one of
the most passionate moments in her life. Sally does come to the party, now married, now Lady Rosseter with
five sons. Clarissa also has an old flame, Peter Walsh, who is back from India just in time to attend her party.
She has not seen Sally or Peter for many years so her party is infused with a certain level of warped nostalgia.
Though really one gets the impression that Clarissa might have preferred leaving them both suspended in time
when they were who she remembered them to be. Peter is still in love with her. As she analyzes her thoughts
of Peter, it is certainly on a more practical level than a romantic one. She considers, without any gossamer
wrapped sentimentality, what her life would have been like if she had married him. In his pockets Peter carries
a menagerie of totems. This trait so annoys Clarissa. It is potentially comparable to fondling oneself into
arousal. I had the impression that if he were to lose everything he owned except for those few things he carried
on his person, he would be fine. If he were to lose those precious items, he would be out of sorts for quite
some time and would be slow to recover from their loss. Peter has trouble with women, leaving scandals in his
wake wherever he goes. He falls in love too easily, which could be attributed to a naturally romantic manner.
He once followed a girl for a half hour and, from the scant information he gained about her, nearly fell in love
with her. Easy to do when you have only flipped through the pages very quickly without taking the time to
actual read the narrative. Nothing else will ever be as real for him anyway. Of course, the woman he loved no
longer exists either. Clarissa shares some of her thoughts on death after she hears the chatter at her party about
the suicide of Septimus Smith. Death was an attempt to communicate, people feeling the impossibility of
reaching the centre which mystically, evaded them; closeness drew apart; rapture faded; one was alone. There
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was an embrace in death. Woolf admitted that she had difficulty writing about the madness of Septimus. She
used some of her own depression inspired hallucinations to describe his distressing anxiety. She had planned
for Clarissa to die at the end of the novel, but shifted that role to Septimus. Not that I think Clarissa is
Virginia, but there are certainly aspects to her thought processes that are shared with Woolf. It may have been
too bold, too frightening for those who knew Virginia to have Clarissa kill herself. The treatment, if you call it
that, of Septimus is a condemnation of psychology in post WW1 British society. Woolf was treated by several
incompetent doctors for her own struggles with depression. Obviously, his respect for his own profession is
rather cavalier, and certainly his dismissive attitude to the true nature of mental illness is reprehensible.
Virginia Woolf put stones in her pockets, walked into the river Ouse, and drowned herself sixteen years after
the publication of this novel. I often think how long she had been considering suicide before she actually made
that final decision. I had planned to start this book and then set it aside while I finished another book. That
turned out to be impossible. Dalloway would not tolerate any rivals. I was hers for the duration. It is a modest
book in regards to size, but so packed with so many wonderful observations that I could continue, with ease, to
write several more thousand words regarding other aspects of this novel. I loved the style. There is a bounce to
the writing as if springs have been attached to the words to keep them from miring down in meditative
thought. The characters, though possessing few characteristics that I admire, were likeable, and today I
actually find myself missing them as if I had toddled off to India or the West Indies. The ending was superb.
Peter thought to himself. What is it that fills me with extraordinary excitement? It is Clarissa, he said. For
there she was.
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7: Mrs. Dalloway by Virginia Woolf
Test your knowledge of Mrs. Dalloway with our quizzes and study questions, or go further with essays on the context
and background and links to the best resources around the web. Context Full Book Quiz.

A lot of us. Despite her fragile elegance, Woolf is no quaint Edwardian. On one level, it is accessible as a
novel about class, unrequited love, and madness. On another level, though, the book is a more adventuresome
read. LitLovers LitPick - Oct. Dalloway, yet she contrives to enmesh all the inflections of Mrs. Virginia Woolf
stands as the chief figure of modernism in England and must be included with Joyce and Proust in the
realization of experiments that have completely broken with tradition. Last night I opened Mrs. I read until
two in the morning and woke at eight to read until eleven I first read Mrs. Dalloway when I was sixteen; and
each timeâ€”this was the fourthâ€”it has seemed like a different book. This time I thought it more
extraordinary, more original, even stronger than I remembered. Susan Sontag - author Mrs. Dalloway was the
first novel to split the atom. If the novel before Mrs. Dalloway aspired to immensities of scope and scale, to
heroic journeys across vast landscapes, with Mrs. Dalloway Virginia Woolf insisted that it could also locate
the enormous within the everyday; that a life of errands and party-giving was every bit as viable a subject as
any life lived anywhere; and that should any human act in any novel seem unimportant, it has merely been
inadequately observed. The novel as an art form has not been the same since. Dalloway also contains some of
the most beautiful, complex, incisive and idiosyncratic sentences ever written in English, and that alone would
be reason enough to read it. It is one of the most moving, revolutionary artworks of the twentieth century.
Michael Cunningham - author.
8: SparkNotes: Mrs. Dalloway: Symbols
Mrs Dalloway really is a perfectly structured novel in the English literature. It is also a magnificently precise and a vivid
portrait of life in England after the World War 1. It is also a magnificently precise and a vivid portrait of life in England
after the World War 1.

9: Mrs. Dalloway - Book Reviews
"Mrs. Dalloway will see me," said the elderly man in the hall. "Oh yes, she will see ME," he repeated, putting Lucy aside
very benevolently, and running upstairs ever so quickly. "Yes, yes, yes," he muttered as he ran upstairs.
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