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review: “let us record the atoms as they fall”

▶ the “transfer of confidence”
▶ from exterior stimuli to interior events
▶ “no plot, no comedy, no tragedy, no love interest”
▶ …or is there?

▶ stream of consciousness
▶ bound and free indirect discourse
▶ parataxis
▶ association
▶ parenthesis



review: an ordinary mind?

▶ collective perception: no person has the whole picture
▶ the totality is instead ambiguous, casual, ephemeral
▶ related to consumer culture, urban experience
▶ the only unambiguous symbols are the ones that sell you

something
▶ (autonomy)



pop quiz

The leaden circles dissolved in the air.

It was precisely twelve o’clock; twelve by Big Ben; whose stroke was
wafted over the northern part of London…—twelve o’clock struck as
Clarissa Dalloway laid her green dress on her bed, and the Warren
Smiths walked down Harley Street. Twelve was the hour of their ap-
pointment. Probably, Rezia thought, that was Sir William Bradshaw’s
house with the grey motor car in front of it. The leaden circles dis-
solved in the air. (91–92)
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Woolf

Virginia Woolf, c. 1927.
Wikimedia Commons

1882 b. London
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1925 Mrs. Dalloway (Hogarth);
1927 To the Lighthouse
1928 Orlando
1929 A Room of One’s Own
1931 The Waves
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The War was over.

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…but it was over; thank Heaven—over. It was June. The
King and Queen were at the Palace. (4–5)



1914 opens the age of massacre….

[The Western front was] a machine for massacre such as had probably
never before been seen in the history of warfare. Millions of men faced
each other across the sandbagged parapets of the trenches under which
they lived like, and with, rats and lice. From time to time their generals
would seek to break out of the dealock. Days, even weeks of unceasing
artillery bombardment…were to ‘soften up’ the enemy and drive him
underground, until at the right moment waves of men climbed over the
parapet, usually protected by coils and webs of barbed wire, into ‘no-
man’s land’, a chaos of waterlogged shell-craters, ruined tree-stumps,
mud and abanonded corpses, to advance into the machine-guns that
mowed them down. As they knew they would. The attempt of the
Germans to break through at Verdun in 1916 was a battle of 2 millions,
with 1 million casualties. It failed.

Eric Hobsbawm, The Age of Extremes: A History of the World, 1914–1991
(New York: Vintage, 1994), 24–25.



What passing-bells for those who die as cattle?
—only the monstrous anger of the guns.
Only the stuttering rifles’ rapid rattle

Can patter out their hasty orisons.
No mockeries now for them; no prayers nor bells;
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs,—
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells;
And bugles calling for them from sad shires.

Wilfred Owen, “Anthem for Doomed Youth” (1917; Poems [London:
Chatto & Windus, 1920; HathiTrust], 11)

https://babel.hathitrust.org/cgi/pt?id=njp.32101037020839;view=1up;seq=25


but it was over

Why not? Really it was a miracle thinking of the War, and thousands of
poor chaps, with all their lives before them, shovelled together, already
half forgotten; it was a miracle. Here he [Mr. Dalloway] was walking
across London to say to Clarissa in so many words that he loved her.
(112)



Those five years—1918 to 1923—had been, he suspected, somehow
very important. People looked different. Newspapers seemed different.
Now for instance there was a man writing quite openly in one of the
respectable weeklies about water-closets. (70)

Boys in uniform, carrying guns, marched with their eyes ahead of them,
marched, their arms stiff….It is, thought PeterWalsh, beginning to keep
step with them, a very fine training. (50)



a very fine training

Septimus was one of the first to volunteer. He went to France to save
an England which consisted almost entirely of Shakespeare’s plays and
Miss Isabel Pole in a green dress walking in a square. (84)



If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,—
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est
Pro patria mori.

Wilfred Owen, “Dulce et Decorum est” (1917; Poems, 15)

https://babel.hathitrust.org/cgi/pt?id=njp.32101037020839;view=1up;seq=29


something happened

Something happened which threw out many of Mr. Brewer’s calcula-
tions, took away his ablest young fellows, and eventually, so prying and
insidious were the fingers of the European war, smashed a plaster cast
of Ceres, ploughed a hole in the geranium beds, and utterly ruined the
cook’s nerves at Mr. Brewer’s establishment at Muswell Hill. (84)



that little shindy

“The War?” the patient asked. The European War—that little shindy
of schoolboys with gunpowder? Had he served with distinction? He
really forgot. In the War itself he had failed. (93–94)

They were talking about his [Mr. Dalloway’s] Bill. Some case, Sir
William was mentioning, lowering his voice. It had its bearing upon
what he was saying about the deferred effects of shell shock. There
must be some provision in the Bill. (179)

She had failed him, once at Constantinople. (115)
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over

(but that might be her heart, affected, they said, by influenza) (4)

▶ war casualties
▶ 10,000,000 dead
▶ 21,000,000 wounded

▶ 1918 influenza pandemic
▶ 30,000,000–50,000,000 dead
▶ 2,300,000 in Europe
▶ 26,000,000–36,000,000 in Asia (western India, Iran)

CDC, 1918 Pandemic (H1N1 Virus), March 20, 2019.

Mike Davis, “In a Plague Year,” Jacobin, March 14, 2020.

https://www.cdc.gov/flu/pandemic-resources/1918-pandemic-h1n1.html
https://jacobinmag.com/2020/03/mike-davis-coronavirus-outbreak-capitalism-left-international-solidarity
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thank Heaven—over

It rasped her, though, to have stirring about in her this brutal mon-
ster!…never to be content quite, or quite secure, for at any moment
the brute would be stirring, this hatred, which, especially since her ill-
ness, had power to make her feel scraped, hurt in her spine; gave her
physical pain, and made all pleasure in beauty, in friendship, in being
well, in being loved and making her home delightful rock, quiver, and
bend as if indeed there were a monster grubbing at the roots, as if the
whole panoply of content were nothing but self love! this hatred! (12)



proportion, conversion

Worshipping proportion, Sir William not only propsered himself but
made England propser, secluded her lunatics, forbade childbirth, pe-
nalised despair…

But Proportion has a sister, less smiling, more formidable, a Goddess
even now engaged—in the heat and sands of India, the mud and swamp
of Africa, the purlieus of London, wherever in short the climate or the
devil tempts men to fall from the true belief which is her own—is even
now engaged in dashing down shrines, smashing idols, and setting up
in their place her own stern countenance. Conversion is her name
and she feasts on the wills of the weakly, loving to impress, to impose,
adoring her own features stamped on the face of the populace. (97–98)

▶ What implicit judgments does the narrative make here? On what
grounds?



next

▶ Finish the novel if you haven’t
▶ Commonplacing: group B:

▶ Find a moment of connection: how does it happen; what does it
consist in?


