Prose (10)
Mrs. Dalloway
· In Mrs. Dalloway we have certain features in the novel with emphasis on the stream of consciousness. 
· Regarding The Portrait of a Lady, you maybe requested to write on: the important characters, the stream of consciousness, pathos, the loss of family ties, incidence versus experience, world war, or feminist characters. 
· In her essay “Modern Novels”, Virginia Woolf talks about the stream of consciousness technique. 
· In Mrs. Dalloway, Virginia Woolf speaks about the negative influence of WWI on individuals, on families and on nature. The character of Septimus got crazy and unbalanced because he saw his close friend Evans killed in the war. Septimus and his wife Lucrezia were separated; they loved each other and were a very much beautiful couple. Septimus became shattered and started to suffer from Schizophrenia and was misdiagnosed as having loss of proportions; the doctor also decided that Septimus should stay away from his wife because he might kill her or kill himself. Virginia Woolf herself was so frustrated by the war; she was upset with the civilization which led to the destruction of innocents. 
Happily Rezia put her hand with a tremendous weight on his knee so that he was weighted down, transfixed, or the excitement of the elm trees rising and falling, rising and falling with all their leaves alight and the colour thinning and thickening from blue to the green of a hollow wave…. Septimus!” said Rezia. He started violently. People must notice.

“I am going to walk to the fountain and back,” she said.

For she could stand it no longer. Dr. Holmes might say there was nothing the matter. Far rather would she that he were dead! She could not sit beside him when he stared so and did not see her and made everything terrible;… And it was cowardly for a man to say he would kill himself, but Septimus had fought; he was brave; he was not Septimus now. She put on her lace collar. She put on her new hat and he never noticed; and he was happy without her. Nothing could make her happy without him! Nothing! He was selfish. So men are. For he was not ill. Dr. Holmes said there was nothing the matter with him. She spread her hand before her. Look! Her wedding ring slipped — she had grown so thin. It was she who suffered — but she had nobody to tell.
Far was Italy and the white houses and the room where her sisters sat making hats, and the streets crowded every evening with people walking, laughing out loud, not half alive like people here, huddled up in Bath chairs, looking at a few ugly flowers stuck in pots!
· This part is between Septimus and Rezia. We see that Rezia and Septimus are a loving couple. After the war Septimus was so excited by the trees with its leaves rising and falling. Rezia couldn’t stand the idea that Septimus became mad even when Dr. Holmes confirmed that Septimus is ok. She prefers if Septimus was dead instead of mad. This was very frustrating for Rezia. 
· Septimus was brave and honest. Now he is different and he became selfish. This shows the influence of the war on individuals. Rezia also was affected and she lost weight beause she kept waiting for long nights; but she couldn’t tell others how she suffered. There were no close ties with others now. Here we see pathos as we feel sorry for Rezia and Septimus. 
I am alone; I am alone! she cried, by the fountain in Regent’s Park (staring at the Indian and his cross), as perhaps at midnight, when all boundaries are lost, the country reverts to its ancient shape, as the Romans saw it, lying cloudy, when they landed, and the hills had no names and rivers wound they knew not where — such was her darkness; when suddenly, as if a shelf were shot forth and she stood on it, she said how she was his wife, married years ago in Milan, his wife, and would never, never tell that he was mad! Turning, the shelf fell; down, down she dropped. For he was gone, she thought — gone, as he threatened, to kill himself — to throw himself under a cart! But no; there he was; still sitting alone on the seat, in his shabby overcoat, his legs crossed, staring, talking aloud…
There was his hand; there the dead. White things were assembling behind the railings opposite. But he dared not look. Evans was behind the railings!
· We understand and her husband loved each other. We notice the stream consciousness technique where Woolf portrays exactly what’s going on in their minds. 
“What are you saying?” said Rezia suddenly, sitting down by him.
Interrupted again! She was always interrupting.

Away from people — they must get away from people, he said (jumping up), right away over there, where there were chairs beneath a tree and the long slope of the park dipped like a length of green stuff with a ceiling cloth of blue and pink smoke high above, and there was a rampart of far irregular houses hazed in smoke, the traffic hummed in a circle, and on the right, dun-coloured animals stretched long necks over the Zoo palings, barking, howling.
· Septimus starts to hallucinate and he wants to get away from people. 
“Look,” she implored him, for Dr. Holmes had told her to make him notice real things, go to a music hall, play cricket — that was the very game, Dr. Holmes said, a nice out-of-door game, the very game for her husband.

· Dr. Holmes asked her to get Septimus involved in life. But Septimus is in a mental depressive and melancholic state and he is schizophrenic. We notice that with the stream of consciousness writers are interested in the psychological and mental cases; they are concerned with the inside of characters. 
Look the unseen bade him, the voice which now communicated with him who was the greatest of mankind, Septimus, lately taken from life to death, the Lord who had come to renew society, who lay like a coverlet, a snow blanket smitten only by the sun, for ever unwasted, suffering for ever, the scapegoat, the eternal sufferer, but he did not want it, he moaned, putting from him with a wave of his hand that eternal suffering, that eternal loneliness.
“Look,” she repeated, for he must not talk aloud to himself out of doors.

“Oh look,” she implored him. But what was there to look at? A few sheep. That was all.

· In Schizophrenic cases the patient imagines seeing things and hearing voices. Virginia Woolf is the mother of stream of consciousness because she portrays the inner feelings and the inside of characters. 
· Rezia was embarrassed because Septimus talks to himself and with the unseen. We feel sorry for him and for her. 
· On page 96: 
The War had taught him. It was sublime. He had gone through the whole show, friendship, European War, death, had won promotion, was still under thirty and was bound to survive. He was right there. The last shells missed him. He watched them explode with indifference. When peace came he was in Milan, billeted in the house of an innkeeper with a courtyard, flowers in tubs, little tables in the open, daughters making hats, and to Lucrezia, the younger daughter, he became engaged one evening when the panic was on him — that he could not feel.
· Septimus was an officer but he read Shakespeare and used to like flowers because he was an artist. That is why his beautiful spirit cannot stand the war. When we speak about the cause of his illness and his psychological disturbance, we will find that Septimus’s best friend Evans was killed in the war. 
· We notice that there is no direct relation between the sentences; this is the stream of consciousness technique. This is the internal monologue.  
· When he lost his friend and saw him die, Septimus was shell shocked and lost concentration. One of the negative influences of war was that Septimus could no longer feel anything. 
he was assured of safety; he had a refuge. But he could not sit there all night. There were moments of waking in the early morning. The bed was falling; he was falling.

· He went to the garden, to nature, to the beautiful place, but he could not feel and can’t sleep at night. 
· On page 99: 
At tea Rezia told him that Mrs. Filmer’s daughter was expecting a baby. SHE could not grow old and have no children! She was very lonely, she was very unhappy! She cried for the first time since they were married. Far away he heard her sobbing; he heard it accurately, he noticed it distinctly; he compared it to a piston thumping. But he felt nothing.
· We see the negative influence of the war. Rezia cared about nothing but Septimus; she loved her husband. Septimus also was a flower loving person. She cried for the first time but he was gone, he was not there. We feel pathos for them; we feel sympathy and compassion towards them. Pathos teaches us to be good and compassionate with each other when we see the suffering of others. 
At last, with a melodramatic gesture which he assumed mechanically and with complete consciousness of its insincerity, he dropped his head on his hands. Now he had surrendered; now other people must help him. People must be sent for. He gave in…
outraged Miss Isabel Pole, and was so pocked and marked with vice that women shuddered when they saw him in the street. The verdict of human nature on such a wretch was death.

· We see the negative influence of the war that Septimus lost his care for others. 
He opened Shakespeare — Antony and Cleopatra; pushed Shakespeare aside. Some hobby, said Dr. Holmes, for did he not owe his own excellent health (and he worked as hard as any man in London) to the fact that he could always switch off from his patients on to old furniture? And what a very pretty comb, if he might say so, Mrs. Warren Smith was wearing!

· Septimus lost his interest in Shakespeare. This is one of the influences of war on him. He was thinking of killing himself. 
He had actually talked of killing himself to his wife, quite a girl, a foreigner, wasn’t she?

Their only chance was to escape, without letting Holmes know; to Italy — anywhere, anywhere, away from Dr. Holmes.

But Rezia could not understand him. Dr. Holmes was such a kind man. He was so interested in Septimus. He only wanted to help them, he said. He had four little children and he had asked her to tea, she told Septimus.
·  The doctor said that Septimus should be kept in an asylum. But Septimus thought that the only chance was escaping to Italy. 
So he was deserted. The whole world was clamouring: Kill yourself, kill yourself, for our sakes. But why should he kill himself for their sakes? Food was pleasant; the sun hot; and this killing oneself, how does one set about it, with a table knife, uglily, with floods of blood,— by sucking a gaspipe? He was too weak; he could scarcely raise his hand.

· He was thinking of which way to kill himself. His wife tried to convince him but she failed.
She had had to buy the roses, Rezia said, from a poor man in the street. But they were almost dead already, she said, arranging the roses.

So there was a man outside; Evans presumably; and the roses, which Rezia said were half dead, had been picked by him in the fields of Greece. “Communication is health; communication is happiness, communication —” he muttered.

· After a few pages:
It was a case of complete breakdown — complete physical and nervous breakdown, with every symptom in an advanced stage, he ascertained in two or three minutes (writing answers to questions, murmured discreetly, on a pink card).

How long had Dr. Holmes been attending him?

Six weeks.

Prescribed a little bromide? Said there was nothing the matter? Ah yes (those general practitioners! thought Sir William. It took half his time to undo their blunders. Some were irreparable).

“You served with great distinction in the War?”

The patient repeated the word “war” interrogatively.

He was attaching meanings to words of a symbolical kind. A serious symptom, to be noted on the card.

“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.
“Yes, he served with the greatest distinction,” Rezia assured the doctor; “he was promoted.”

“And they have the very highest opinion of you at your office?” Sir William murmured, glancing at Mr. Brewer’s very generously worded letter. “So that you have nothing to worry you, no financial anxiety, nothing?”
He had committed an appalling crime and been condemned to death by human nature.

· Septimus is so affected by the war to the extent that he lost concentration. Septimus wanted to leave the war, but he had to obey his commanders. 
Her husband was very seriously ill, Sir William said. Did he threaten to kill himself?

Oh, he did, she cried. But he did not mean it, she said. Of course not. It was merely a question of rest, said Sir William; of rest, rest, rest; a long rest in bed. There was a delightful home down in the country where her husband would be perfectly looked after. Away from her? she asked. Unfortunately, yes; the people we care for most are not good for us when we are ill. But he was not mad, was he? Sir William said he never spoke of “madness”; he called it not having a sense of proportion. But her husband did not like doctors. He would refuse to go there. Shortly and kindly Sir William explained to her the state of the case.
· Septimus’s condition was very serious. He had schizophrenia. He refused to go to the asylum. 
· On page 155:
· Virginia Woolf divided the novel into chapters because it is similar to life with its chapters. She represents what is going on exactly in the mind of her characters. 
Rezia, sitting at the table twisting a hat in her hands, watched him; saw him smiling. He was happy then. But she could not bear to see him smiling. It was not marriage; it was not being one’s husband to look strange like that, always to be starting, laughing, sitting hour after hour silent, or clutching her and telling her to write. The table drawer was full of those writings; about war; about Shakespeare; about great discoveries; how there is no death. Lately he had become excited suddenly for no reason… He knew everything! That man, his friend who was killed, Evans, had come, he said. He was singing behind the screen. She wrote it down just as he spoke it. Some things were very beautiful; others sheer nonsense. And he was always stopping in the middle, changing his mind; wanting to add something; hearing something new; listening with his hand up.
· She sees her husband smiling at nothing and telling her to write things. He would get excited for no real cause. Rezia was afraid of his psychological case because she is not used to find him in such situation. 
And once they found the girl who did the room reading one of these papers in fits of laughter. It was a dreadful pity. For that made Septimus cry out about human cruelty — how they tear each other to pieces. The fallen, he said, they tear to pieces. “Holmes is on us,” he would say, and he would invent stories about Holmes; Holmes eating porridge; Holmes reading Shakespeare — making himself roar with laughter or rage, for Dr. Holmes seemed to stand for something horrible to him. “Human nature,” he called him. Then there were the visions. He was drowned, he used to say, and lying on a cliff with the gulls screaming over him.
· The room maid saw what Septimus wrote and went into fits of laughter. Septimus became very sad and was so emotional when he saw this. 
· We see the unrelated thoughts that come to his mind. Septimus was upset with Holmes because he wanted to take him away and separate him from his wife. Although he is ill and unbalanced, yet he is a loving husband. Separation was so bad to him. 
· On page 162:
She had never seen him wild or drunk, only suffering sometimes through this terrible war, but even so, when she came in, he would put it all away…
But he remembered Bradshaw said, “The people we are most fond of are not good for us when we are ill.” Bradshaw said, he must be taught to rest. Bradshaw said they must be separated.

“Must,” “must,” why “must”? What power had Bradshaw over him? “What right has Bradshaw to say ‘must’ to me?” he demanded.

“It is because you talked of killing yourself,” said Rezia. (Mercifully, she could now say anything to Septimus.)

· Virginia Woolf was sensitive and killed herself due to the suffering from the influences of the war. She saw that modern civilization had been destroyed. She felt sorry for humanity because she lived in the spirit, like most men of letters, artists who appreciate of nature, literature…etc. All beauty in life is from God. The spirit appreciates beauty and beauty is divine. Artists are beautiful at heart, but the destruction of the war shattered their world. 
· Septimus was like an artist and that’s why his spirit was fragile. Septimus was in love with his wife but they had to be separated. 
· On the next page:
And, she said, nothing should separate them. She sat down beside him and called him by the name of that hawk or crow which being malicious and a great destroyer of crops was precisely like him. No one could separate them, she said.

Then she got up to go into the bedroom to pack their things, but hearing voices downstairs and thinking that Dr. Holmes had perhaps called, ran down to prevent him coming up.
Septimus could hear her talking to Holmes on the staircase.

“My dear lady, I have come as a friend,” Holmes was saying.

“No. I will not allow you to see my husband,” she said.

He could see her, like a little hen, with her wings spread barring his passage. But Holmes persevered.

“My dear lady, allow me . . .” Holmes said, putting her aside (Holmes was a powerfully built man).
Holmes was coming upstairs. Holmes would burst open the door. Holmes would say “In a funk, eh?” Holmes would get him. But no; not Holmes; not Bradshaw. Getting up rather unsteadily, hopping indeed from foot to foot, he considered Mrs. Filmer’s nice clean bread knife with “Bread” carved on the handle. Ah, but one mustn’t spoil that. The gas fire? But it was too late now. Holmes was coming. Razors he might have got, but Rezia, who always did that sort of thing, had packed them. There remained only the window, the large Bloomsbury-lodging house window, the tiresome, the troublesome, and rather melodramatic business of opening the window and throwing himself out.
· He was a loving husband and she was a loving wife. She didn’t want them to be separated from each other. This is emotional and pathetic to the readers. 
· The doctor is coming to take Septimus to an asylum. We feel sorry and sympathetic for the couple; we feel pathos because this is a pathetic scene. 
· Rezia wanted to prevent the doctor from coming up to take Septimus to the asylum. 
· We notice the stream of consciousness in the unrelated thoughts in the mind of Septimus. He thinks which way to kill himself and then he decides to jump off the window. 
But he would wait till the very last moment. He did not want to die. Life was good. The sun hot. Only human beings — what did THEY want? Coming down the staircase opposite an old man stopped and stared at him. Holmes was at the door. “I’ll give it you!” he cried, and flung himself vigorously, violently down on to Mrs. Filmer’s area railings.
· This is a pathetic situation. Septimus killed himself because he did not want to be separated from his wife.
· At the end of the novel: 
A young man (that is what Sir William is telling Mr. Dalloway) had killed himself. He had been in the army.” Oh! thought Clarissa, in the middle of my party, here’s death, she thought.
· Bradshaw mentions the death of Septimus as a topic for talking. 
· Flowers, trees and Shakespeare are recurring symbols in the novel and are all associated with love. The characters in the novel are affected by these symbols: we have Mrs. Dalloway, Septimus, and Rezia his wife. These three characters love flower, trees and Shakespeare. When Clarissa speaks about Shakespeare Bradshaw says that he is illicit and immoral. 
· In the novel we have this contrast between life and death, between natural love and principles. 
· Septimus, Mrs. Dalloway and Rezia are protagonists, whereas Mr. Dalloway and Bradshaw are antagonists. The difference between Mrs. Dalloway and Septimus is that she protects himself while Septimus failed to protect himself. 
IMP: questions will be in three parts:

1- The first part is two quotations to choose only one

2- The second part is on The Portrait of a Lady (two questions to choose one)
3- The third part is on Mrs. Dalloway (two questions to choose one)
Good Luck …[image: image1.png]











































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































