	
	Mohamed Kheider University of Biskra
	

	Module: Literature: Theory & Practice
	Faculty of Letters and Languages
	Academic Year: 2025-2026

	Teacher: Mr A. Boulegroune
	Dept. of English Language & Literature
	Level: L 3

	Academic Year: 2025-2026
	
	Semester: 01


	Tutorial Five: Characteristic Features of Modernism: Style
  


In this passage, Clarissa Dalloway has just come back home after a long walk in London. Mrs Dalloway describes one day in the life of Clarissa Dalloway, who is that evening giving a party at her house. As she walks through London and prepares her reception, the reader follows her thoughts and memories as well as the feelings and sensations generated by what happens around her. Through this stream-of-consciousness technique, the reader learns about her husband Richard, a kind, sedate MP, her daughter Elizabeth, and Peter Walsh, whom she refused to marry because he would have been too possessive. For within her there is a constant tension between a need for privacy and a gift for empathy with others. The reader also follows the thoughts of several other characters whose paths never meet, but who, on that day, respond to the same outside events. 

Like a nun withdrawing, or a child exploring a tower, she went upstairs, paused at the window, came to the bathroom. There was the green linoleum and a tap dripping. There was an emptiness about the heart of life; an attic room. Women must put off their rich apparel. At midday they must disrobe. She pierced the pincushion and laid her feathered yellow hat on the bed. The sheets were clean, tight stretched in a broad white band from side to side. Narrower and narrower would her bed be. The candle was half burnt down and she had read deep in Baron Marbot’s Memoirs. She had read late at night of the retreat from Moscow. For the House sat so long that Richard insisted, after her illness, that she must sleep undisturbed. And really she preferred to read of the retreat from Moscow. He knew it. So the room was an attic; the bed narrow; and lying there reading, for she slept badly, she could not dispel a virginity preserved through childbirth which clung to her like a sheet. Lovely in girlhood, suddenly there came a moment—for example on the river beneath the woods at Clieveden—when, through some contraction of this cold spirit, she had failed him. And then at Constantinople, and again and again. She could see what she lacked. It was not beauty; it was not mind. It was something central which permeated; something warm which broke up surfaces and rippled the cold contact of man and woman, or of women together. For that she could dimly perceive. She resented it, had a scruple picked up Heaven knows where, or, as she felt, sent by Nature (who is invariably wise); yet she could not resist sometimes yielding to the charm of a woman, not a girl, of a woman confessing, as to her they often did, some scrape, some folly. And whether it was pity, or their beauty, or that she was older, or some accident—like a faint scent, or a violin next door (so strange is the power of sounds at certain moments), she did undoubtedly then feel what men felt. Only for a moment; but it was enough. It was a sudden revelation, a tinge like a blush which one tried to check and then, as it spread, one yielded to its expansion, and rushed to the farthest verge and there quivered and felt the world come closer, swollen with some astonishing significance, some pressure of rapture, which split its thin skin and gushed and poured with an extraordinary alleviation over the cracks and sores! Then, for that moment, she had seen an illumination; a match burning in a crocus; an inner meaning almost expressed. But the close withdrew; the hard softened. It was over—the moment. Against such moments (with women too) there contrasted (as she laid her hat down) the bed and Baron Marbot and the candle half-burnt. Lying awake, the floor creaked; the lit house was suddenly darkened, and if she raised her head she could just hear the click of the handle released as gently as possible by Richard, who slipped upstairs in his socks and then, as often as not, dropped his hot-water bottle and swore! How she laughed!
Short Biography of the Author:

Virginia Woolf (1882–1941) was one of the most important English writers of the twentieth century and a central figure in the Modernist movement. She was born in London into a highly cultured family; her father, Leslie Stephen, was a well-known scholar, and their home attracted many intellectuals. Woolf did not attend school formally but was educated at home, where she had access to her father’s large library. After the death of her parents, Woolf and her siblings moved to the Bloomsbury area of London. There, she became part of the Bloomsbury Group, a circle of writers, artists, and thinkers known for their progressive ideas about art, society, and politics. Woolf is best known for her experimental narrative techniques, especially stream of consciousness, and for exploring the inner lives of her characters. Her major novels include Mrs Dalloway (1925), To the Lighthouse (1927), and The Waves (1931). She also wrote important essays such as A Room of One’s Own (1929), where she argues for women’s intellectual and financial independence. Throughout her life, Woolf struggled with periods of mental illness. Despite this, she produced some of the most innovative and influential literature of the twentieth century. In 1941, during a severe depressive episode, she died by suicide.

Questions:
1. How does Woolf show Clarissa’s thoughts moving quickly from the room around her to memories from the past?
2. Why do Clarissa’s thoughts change direction so suddenly? What simple things in the room seem to trigger her memories?
3. How does Woolf make Clarissa’s thoughts feel natural and lifelike? Can you find a sentence that sounds like someone thinking rather than speaking?

4. In this passage, Clarissa thinks about ordinary things (bed, candle) and deep feelings (love, desire) at the same time. How does this mix show the flow of her mind?

5. How does Woolf let us “hear” Clarissa’s private feelings without Clarissa saying them out loud?
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