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Another Mind: Virginia Woolf and Cognitive Perspectives

"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." (Mrs. Dalloway, 1)

"She stiffened a little on the kerb, waiting for Durtnall’s van to pass. A charming woman, Scrope Purvis
thought her (knowing her as one does know people who live next door to one in Westminster); a touch
of the bird about her, of the jay, blue-green, light, vivacious, though she was over fifty, and grown very
white since her illness. There she perched, never seeing him, waiting to cross, very upright." (Mrs.
Dalloway, 2)

"Mrs Dalloway, coming to the window with her arms full of sweet peas, looked out with her little pink
face pursed in inquiry. Everyone looked at the motor car. Septimus looked. Boys on bicycles sprang
off. Traffic accumulated. And there the motor car stood, with drawn blinds, and upon them a curious
pattern like a tree, Septimus thought, and this gradual drawing together of everything to one centre
before his eyes, as if some horror had come almost to the surface and was about to burst into flames,
terrified him. The world wavered and quivered and threatened to burst into flames. It is I who am
blocking the way, he thought. Was he not being looked at and pointed at; was he not weighted there,
rooted to the pavement, for a purpose? But for what purpose?

‘Let us go on, Septimus,’ said his wife, a little woman, with large eyes in a sallow pointed face; an
Ttalian girl. |...]

People must notice; people must see. People, she thought, looking at the crowd staring at the motor
car; the English people, with their children and their horses and their clothes, which she admired in
a way; but they were ‘people’ now, because Septimus had said, ‘I will kill myself’; an awful thing to
say. Suppose they had heard him? She looked at the crowd. Help, help! she wanted to cry out" (Mrs.
Dalloway, 12 f.)

"with her weak eyesight, Ellie Henderson craned rather forward, and it wasn’t so much she who minded
not having any one to talk to (she hardly knew anybody there), for she felt that they were all such
interesting people to watch" (Mrs. Dalloway, 158)

"looking, straining, till the colour of the wall and the jacmanna beyond burnt into her eyes, [Lily| was
aware of someone coming out of the house, coming towards her; but somehow divined, from the footfall,
William Bankes" (To the Lighthouse, 17)

"One wanted fifty pairs of eyes to see with, she reflected. Fifty pairs of eyes were not enough to get
round that one woman with, she thought." (To the Lighthouse, 190)

"thinking up and down and in and out of the old familiar lanes and commons, which were all stuck about
with the history of that campaign there, the life of this statesman here, with poems and with anecdotes,
with figures too, this thinker, that soldier; all very brisk and clear; but at length the lane, the field, the
common, the fruitful nut-tree and the flowering hedge led him on to that further turn of the road where
he dismounted always, tied his horse to a tree, and proceeded on foot alone." (To the Lighthouse, 41)

"the light poured in; her thoughts became mysteriously tightened and strung up as if a piano tuner had
put his key in her back and stretched the nerves very taut; at the same time her hearing quickened;
she could hear every whisper and crackle in the room so that the clock ticking on the mantelpiece beat
like a hammer. And so for some seconds the light went on becoming brighter and brighter, and she
saw everything more and more clearly and the clock ticked louder and louder until there was a terrific
explosion right in her ear. Orlando leapt as if she had been violently struck on the head. Ten times she
was struck. In fact it was ten o’clock in the morning. It was the eleventh of October. It was 1928. It
was the present moment." (Orlando, 195)

"For the first time the whole battery of a London street on a hot summer’s day assaulted his nostrils.
He smelt the swooning smells that lie in the gutters; the bitter smells that corrode iron railings; the
fuming, heady smells that rise from basements—smells more complex, corrupt, violently contrasted and
compounded than any he had smelt in the fields near Reading; smells that lay far beyond the range of
the human nose; so that while the chair went on, he stopped, amazed; smelling, savouring, until a jerk
at his collar dragged him on." (Flush, 30)
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"For instance, in the matter of scenery. To Flush all scenery was insipid. He had never, all these years,
learnt to focus his eyes upon mountains. When they took him to Vallombrosa all the splendours of its
woods had merely bored him." (Flush, 120)

"Pungent and unfamiliar smells tickled his nostrils and made him sneeze. The light, infinitely sharp and
clear, dazzled his eyes. He had never been in a room — if this were indeed a room — that was so hard, so
bright, so big, so empty." (Flush, 103)

"Tt was the human scene that stirred him, not beauty. Beauty, so it seems at least, had to be crystallised
into a green or violet powder and puffed by some celestial syringe down the fringed channels that lay
behind his nostrils before it touched Flush’s senses" (Flush, 122)

"He knew Florence in its marmoreal smoothness and in its gritty and cobbled roughness. Hoary folds of
drapery, smooth fingers and feet of stone received the lick of his tongue, the quiver of his shivering snout.
Upon the infinitely sensitive pads of his feet he took the clear stamp of proud Latin inscriptions. In
short, he knew Florence as no human being has ever known it; as Ruskin never knew it or George Eliot
either. He knew it as only the dumb know. Not a single one of his myriad sensations ever submitted
itself to the deformity of words." (Flush, 124)
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