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not over

He sang. Evans answered from behind the tree. The dead were in
Thessaly, Evans sang, among the orchids. There they waited till the
War was over, and now the dead, now Evans himself— (68)

When Evans was killed, just before the Armistice, in Italy, Septimus,
far from showing any emotion or recognising that here was the end
of a friendship, congratulated himself upon feeling very little and very
reasonably. The War had taught him…. For now that it was all over,
truce signed, and the dead buried, he had, especially in the evening,
these sudden thunderclaps of fear. He could not feel. (84–85)

It was at that moment (Rezia gone shopping) that the great revelation
took place. A voice spoke from behind the screen. Evans was speaking.
The dead were with him. (91)



Discussion

▶ Is it over? What is Septimus’s relation to the war? And what is
the novel’s relation to that relation?



diagnosis: uncertain

As a moralist, Woolf works by indirection, subterraneously undermin-
ing the officially accepted code, mocking, suggesting, calling into ques-
tion, rather than asserting, advocating, bearing witness: the satirist’s art.
Like other Bloomsbury writers, [E.M.] Forster and [Lytton] Strachey,
the target of her satire was essentially the English social system, with
its hierarchies of class and sex, its complacency, its moral obtuseness.

Alex Zwerdling, “Mrs. Dalloway and the Social System,” PMLA 92, no. 1
(January 1977): 70.

http://www-jstor-org.proxy.libraries.rutgers.edu/stable/461415


love is (not) the answer

Then came the most exquisite moment of her whole life passing a stone
urn with flowers in it. Sally stopped; picked a flower; kissed her on the
lips. The whole world might have turned upside down! The others
disappeared; there she was alone with Sally. And she felt that she had
been given a present, wrapped up, and told just to keep it, not to look
at it—a diamond, something infinitely precious, wrapped up, which, as
they walked (up and down, up and down), she uncovered, or the ra-
diance burnt through, the revelation, the religious feeling!—when old
Joseph and Peter faced them. (35)



city life in common
And Elizabeth waited in Victoria Street for an omnibus. It was so nice
to be out of doors. She thought perhaps she need not go home just
yet. It was so nice to be out in the air. So she would get on to an
omnibus….

Buses swooped, settled, were off—garish caravans, glistening with red
and yellow varnish. But which should she get on to? She had no pref-
erences. Of course, she would not push her way. She inclined to be
passive. (131–32)

She liked the geniality, sisterhood, motherhood, brotherhood of this
uproar. It seemed to her good. The noise was tremendous; and sud-
denly there were trumpets (the unemployed) blaring, rattling about in
the uproar. (134–35)

To change, to go, to dismantle the solemn assemblage was immediately
possible. (136)



building it up

She [Rezia] built it up; first one thing, then another, she built it up,
sewing. (142)

She must assemble. (182)



“head-hopping”

Mr. Fletcher, retired, of the Treasury, Mrs. Gorham, widow of the
famous K.C., approached Him simply, and having done their praying,
leant back, enjoyed the music (the organ pealed sweetly), and saw Miss
Kilman at the end of the row, praying, praying, and, being still on the
threshold of their underworld, thought of her sympathetically as a soul
haunting the same territory; a soul cut out of immaterial substance; not
a woman, a soul. (130–31; qtd. by ER and tagged “head-hopping”)

https://e20fic21.blogs.rutgers.edu/woolf-mrs-dalloway-topic-connections/


from empathy to…telepathy

Clarissa…could have bitten her tongue for thus reminding Peter that
he had wanted to marry her.

Of course I did, thought Peter; it almost brokemy heart too, he thought.
(41)

Every power poured its treasures on his [Septimus’s] head, and his hand
lay there on the back of the sofa….Fear no more, says the heart in the
body; fear no more. (136)

She [Clarissa] read in the book spread open:
Fear no more the heat o’ the sun
Nor the furious winter’s rages. (9; cf. 29, 39, 182)
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Always her body went through it first, when she was told, suddenly, of
an accident….But why had he done it?…

Death was defiance. Death was an attempt to communicate; people
feeling the impossibility of reaching the centre which, mystically, evaded
them. (179)



resolution?

Fear no more the heat of the sun. She must go back to them. But what
an extraordinary night! She felt somehow very like him—the young
man who had killed himself. She felt glad that he had done it; thrown
it away. The clock was striking. The leaden circles dissolved in the air.
He made her feel the beauty; made her feel the fun. But she must go
back. She must assemble. (182)

Discussion
Consider the full paragraph quoted in part above (“It held, foolish as
the idea was…,” 181–82). What kind of alternative to the frozen social
system—and the barren postwar mindset—does this propose? Think
about form, not just what it says.
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next

▶ Faulkner, As I Lay Dying, 3–81.


