Locked Room, the harrator confesses how he faked
census returns, parodying the activity of a novelist:

Mu mM__M M%.ommmﬂoﬂnm m.um Impossibility of pinning the signifier to the
i m:v Mq ?w.m_moﬁ_ﬁwm that E.%Eh.om_, prelapsarian state of inno-
el o_& m_mzum and its name were Eﬁmaorm:mmmza_ is
Pawde e msw_. of plot by the futility of the routines of

etection. Each narrative ends with the death or despair of the

detective-figure, faced wi :
of names, gure, taced with an insoluble mystery, lost in a labyrinth
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9 The Stream of Consciousness

Mrs Dalloway said she would buy the flowers herself. For Lucy
had her work cut out for her. The doors would be taken off
their hinges; Rumpelmayer’s men were coming. And then,
thought Clarissa Dalloway, what a morning - fresh as if issued
to children on a beach.
What a lark! What a plunge! 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. How fresh, how calm, stiller than
this of course, the air was in the early morning; like the flap of
a wave; the kiss of a wave; chill and sharp and yet (for a girl of
eighteen as she then was) solemn, feeling as she did, standing
there at the open window, that something awful was about to
happen; looking at the flowers, at the trees with the smoke
winding off them and the rooks rising, falling; standing and
looking until Peter Walsh said, “Musing among the vegetables?”
— was that it? — “I prefer men to cauliflowers” — was that it? He
must have said it at breakfast one morning when she had gone
out on to the terrace — 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 — how strange it was! —a
few sayings like this about cabbages.

VIRGINIA WOOLF Mrs Dalloway (1925)
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THE STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS

[(3
u%“mm mwwi\,ms_om.no%mnuocmz_wmms Wwas a phrase coined by William
> PSychologist brother of the novelist H
the continuous flow of th on i the g rcterize
ought and sensation in th h i
! ; : € human mind,
EMMM m:E Mwmm Mﬂomﬂo%oa N wHEQ critics to describe a particular
ction which tried to imitate th; i
: S process, exempli-
<wm.c.ua among others, James Joyce, Dorothy Richards " d
irginia Woolf, o
nﬁ“w.a. novel m?\w..u\m was, of course, notable for its interiorized
ering of experience. Cogito, ergo sum (“I think, therefore [ am”)

- could be its motto, though the novelist’s cogito includes not only

reasoni i i
UmmMMEm but .m_mo émotions, sensations, memories and fantasies
e s m:ﬂwgomnmvrmnm“ and Richardson’s letter-writers, at nro.
s b
ocmmw:b_b. m o the :owm_ s development as a literary form were
mqoBm.ﬂ:a w>5n.8v8n§. The classic E.bnﬁn:&-no:EQ ,noé_
ane Austen to George Eliot, comb; ,
. ombined the i
its characters as social bej ith 2 Firea
eings with a subtle and iti i
thetr ] : nd sensitive analysis of
v émotional inner lives, To
- Lowards the turn of th
century, however (you can see it happening in Henry James) H.mm:%
N b

”Mﬁoummwnmuw _M_Muowmmmm by offering us imaginative access to the
€s of other human beings, even if the i
¢ hu s Yy are fictions.
EnGM%o:gm&w this HE.E of novel tends to generate sympathy for
aracters whose inner selves are exposed to view, however

THE STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS

Here, for instance, is Mrs Dalloway in her earlier incarnation
preparing to be introduced to a scholar called Ambrose and his

wife:

Mrs Dalloway, with her head a little on one side, did her best to
recollect Ambrose — was it a surname? — but failed. She was
made slightly uneasy by what she had heard. She knew that
scholars married anyone — girls they met in farms on reading
parties; or little suburban women who said disagreeably, “Of
course I know it’s my husband you want, not me.” But Helen
came in at that point, and Mrs Dalloway saw with relief that
though slightly eccentric in appearance, she was not untidy, held
herself well, and her voice had restraint in it, which she held to

be the sign of a lady.

We are shown what Mrs Dalloway is thinking, but the style in
which her thoughts are reported puts them and her at an ironic
distance, and passes silent judgment on them. There is evidence
that when Virginia Woolf began writing about this character again,
it was originally with the same quasi-satirical intention; but by that
time she had become committed to the stream-of-consciousness
novel, and the method inevitably led her into a much more
sympathetic portrait of Clarissa Dalloway.

There are two staple techniques for representing consciousness
in prose fiction. One is interior monologue, in which the gramma-
tical subject of the discourse is an “I”, and we, as it were, overhear
the character verbalizing his or her thoughts as they occur. I shall
discuss this method in the next section. The other method, called
free indirect style, goes back at least as far as Jane Austen, but was
employed with ever-increasing scope and virtuosity by modern
novelists like Woolf. It renders thought as reported speech (in the
third person, past tense) but keeps to the kind of vocabulary that is
appropriate to the character, and deletes some of the tags, like “she
thought,” “she wondered,” “she asked herself” etc. that a more
formal narrative style would require. This gives the illusion of

intimate access to a character’s mind, but without totally surren-
dering authorial participation in the discourse.
“Mrs Dalloway said she would buy the flowers herself,” is the
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The next sentence, “For Lucy had her work cut out for her,”
moves the focus of the narrative into the character’s mind by
adopting free indirect style, omitting an intrusjye authorial tag,
such as “Mrs Dalloway reflected”; referring to the majd familiarly
by her first name, as Mrs Dalloway herself would, not by her
function; and using a casual, colloquial €xpression, “cut out for

her”, that belongs to Mrs Dalloway’s own style of speech. The

name, as well as her Pleasure in the fine Summer morning: “And
then, thoughs Clarissa Dalloway, what 5 morning — fresh as if issued
to children on a beach_” talics mine.)

The ejaculations, “What g lark! What 4 plunge!” that follow look
superficially like interjor monologue, but they are not the mature
heroine’s responses to the morning in Westmingter as she goes out

image “fresh ag if issued to children on a beach”, evoked by the
Westminster morning, reminds her of how similar metaphors, of
_children larking in the $ea, would come to mind as she “plunged”
into the fresh, calm air of 4 summer morning, “ljke the flap of 5
wave; the kiss of 5 wave,” at Bourton (some Country house, we
presume), where she would meet someone called Peter Walsh (the

next, Womr.mmom:%

memory: ““Musing among the vegetables?’ — was that it? — prefer
men to cauliflowers’ — wag that it?”

meummnbm the sentences may be, but they are, apart from the
licence of free indirect style, well-formed and elegantly cadenced.
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THE STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS

Virginia W ical m~0@ﬁoﬂnm

gL e of her own w%ﬂom :

irgini oolf has maﬁm.m—om SOm ] / .

Euu 0 Mrs Dalloway’s stream of consciousness without its Gmﬁuw

i IS y h

Odn““ﬁ.c_.um Hﬂmﬁmﬁ.Omn these sentences into the first person, NEQm _..T.n|<

would mmuﬂﬁ& far too Eﬁﬂﬂ&n% and considered to pass for m. tran O:.—u
n h y wo sound mdaee €

tio ? H—.-Oﬁm.w:nm. The uld d Q d Eh

of someone’s random i : - .
s:.&.‘s% in a rather UﬂoanEm mnﬁn of mﬂﬁoﬁuuomﬂm@gnﬁh reminiscence
)

it always seemed to me when,
gmﬁ m_wwmw_ mswﬁ»hwm%m _MMM QWMMMMQ&W% Womb rom:.. :oéﬁrH wcmﬂ
e Nr_ % Mnr windows and plunged at Bourton Eﬂmw e wc o
air. How H.nr how calm, stiller than this of course, the air s
i 1 o W_nm “H.Ebm. Ennuﬁrn flap of a wave; the kiss of a Smwmv,
E.ﬁro n_Mn wﬁMS mun_.%mﬁ (for a girl of eighteen as H. ﬁwg M\r )
MWWHMM- mmwmnnmm.v as I did, standing there at the open window,

something awful was about to happen . . .

L L The
The interior monologues of Virginia <<.oo_.m ’s _mﬁn_.mmH%MMnm Ihe
Waves, suffer from such artificiality, to my EE&N.F.S s s
Eoww resourceful exponent of that way of rendering
a

of consciousness.
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