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‘ Yes, of course, if it’s fine to-morrow,” said Mrs. Ramsay.
 But you’ll have to be up with the lark,” she added.

To her son these words conveyed an extraordinary joy, as if it were settled the expedition were bound to take place,
and the wonder to which he had looked forward, for years and years it seemed, was, after a night’s darkness and a day’s
sail, within touch. Since he belonged, even at the age of six, to that great clan which cannot keep this feeling separate
from that, but must let future prospects, with their joys and sorrows, cloud what is actually at hand, since to such people
even in earliest childhood any turn in the wheel of sensation has the power to crystallise and transfix the moment upon
which its gloom or radiance rests, James Ramsay , sitting on the floor cutting out pictures from the illustrated catalogue
of the Army and Navy Stores, endowed the picture of a refrigerator as his mother spoke with heavenly bliss. [T] To the
Lighthousel p.70]
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‘But,’ said his father, stopping in front of the drawing-room window, ‘it won’t be fine.” [ Ibid., p.80

(0o0obooOoo0o0boooUOOoooo00oOoOoU0oOODOoOoooOOOoDoOoOoO0n) Oivbid., pod

Had there been an axe handy, a poker, or any weapon that would have gashed a hole in his father’s breast and killed
him, there and then, James would have seized it (Ibid., p.8)
gooooooobobooooooooobobobooooooooboboboooboooooDoDbOon
0000DO0000bO0obO00o0O0DO0obOOooDOobDObD ™ (Ibid., po)

What he said was true. It was always true. He was incapable of untruth; never tampered with a fact; never altered a
disagreeable word to suit the pleasure or convenience of any mortal being, least of all of his own children, who, sprung
from his loins, should be aware from childhood that life is difficult; (Ibid., p.8)
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There wasn’t the slightest possible chance that they could go to the Lighthouse to-morrow, Mr. Ramsay snapped out
irascibly.

How did he know? She asked. The wind often changed. The extraordinary irrationality of her remark, the folly of
women’s minds enraged him. He had ridden through the valley of death, been shattered and shivered; and now she flew
in the face of facts, made his children hope what was utterly out of the question, in effect, told lies. (Ibid., p.37)
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(Ibid., p.40)
* No, going to the Lighthouse, James,” he said, as he stood by the window, speaking awkwardly, but trying in deference
to Mrs.Ramsay to soften his voice into some semblance of geniality at least.
Odious little man, thought Mrs. Ramsay, why go on saying that? (Ibid., p.19)
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‘Perhaps you will wake up and find the sun shining and the birds singing,” she said compassionately, smoothing the
little boy’s hair, for her husband, with his caustic saying that it would not be fine, had dashed his spirits she could see.
This going to the Lighthouse was a passion of his, she saw, and then, as if her husband had not said enough, with his
caustic saying that it would not be fine to-morrow, this odious little man went and rubbed it in all over again. (Ibid.,
p-19)
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But he kept looking back over his shoulder as Mildred carried him out, and she was certain that he was thinking, we
are not going to the Lighthouse to-morrow; and she thought, he will remember that all his life. (Ibid.,[J .68)
gooooooobOoboobooooooOOobOobUoboooOUoOoUoOOobUobDobOoobooboOoDOoDbOoo
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gooooboog) (dbid, p.79)

No, she thought, putting together some of the pictures he had cut out — a refrigerator, a mowing machine, a
gentleman in evening dress —children never forget. For this reason, it was so important what one said, and what one
did, (Ibid., p.69)
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O hich had lasted now half an hour and had taken its place soothingly in the scale of sounds pressing on top of her,
such as the tap of balls upon bats, the sharp, sudden bark now and then, ‘How's that? How's that? of the children playing
cricket, had ceased; so that the monotonous fall of the waves on the beach, (Ibid., p.20)
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p.20)
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One moment more, with her head raised, she listened, as if she waited for some habitual sound, some regular
mechanical sound; and then, hearing something rhythmical, half said, half chanted, beginning in the garden, as her
husband beat up and down the terrace, something between a croak and a song, she was soothed once more, assured

again that all was well,  (Ibid., O .21)
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but like a ghostly roll of drums remorselessly beat the measure of life, made one think of the destruction of the island
and its engulfment in the sea, and warned her whose day had slipped past in one quick doing after another that it was all
ephemeral as a rainbow - this sound which had been obscured and concealed under the other sounds suddenly thundered
hollow in her ears and made her look up with an impulse of terror. (Ibid.,[] .20)
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Directly one looked up and saw them, what she called “being in love’ flooded them. They became part of that unreal
but penetrating and exciting universe which is the world seen through the eyes of love. The sky stuck to them; the birds
sang through them. And, what was even more exciting, she felt, too, as she saw Mr.Ramsay bearing down and retreating,
and Mrs. Ramsay sitting with James in the window and the cloud moving and the tree bending, how life, from being
made up of little separate incidents which one lived one by one, became curled and whole like a wave which bore one
up with it and threw one down with it, there, with a dash on the beach.
(Ibid., p.53)
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He said nothing. He took opium. The children said he had stained his beard yellow with it. Perhaps. What was obvious
to her was that the poor man was unhappy, came to them every year as an escape; and yet every year, she felt the same
thing; he did not trust her. She said,‘I am going to the town. Shall I get you stamps, paper, tobacco? and she felt him
wince. He did not trust her. (Ibid.,[] .46)
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Always, Mrs.Ramsay felt, one helped oneself out of solitude reluctantly by laying hold of some little odd or end,
some sound, some sight. She listened, but it was all very still; cricket was over; the children were in their baths; there
was only the sound of the sea. She stopped knitting; she held the long reddish-brown stocking dangling in her hands a
moment. She saw the light again. With some irony in her interrogation, for when one woke at all, one’s relations
changed, she looked at the steady light, the pitiless, the remorseless, which was so much her, yet so little her, which had
her at its back and call (she woke in the night and saw it bent across their bed, stroking the floor), but for all that she
thought, watching it with fascination, hypnotised, as if it were stroking with its silver fingers some sealed vessel in her
brain whose bursting would flood her with delight, she had known happiness, exquisite happiness, intense happiness,
and it silvered the rough waves a little more brightly, as daylight faded, and the blue went out of the sea and it rolled in

waves of pure lemon which curved and swelled and broke upon the beach and the ecstasy burst in her eyes and waves



of pure delight raced over the floor of her mind and she felt, It is enough! It is enough! (Ibid.,[] .71-72)
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[Prue Ramsay, leaning on her father’s arm, was given in marriage that May. What, people said, could have been more
fitting? And, they added, how beautiful she looked!]  (Ibid., p.143)
(tbooooob0oboooo0oOo0obOUobOobUobooOoUoOoUooOobobDobOooOoobooDOoDbOoo
oooooO0o0o0oOobOobOooOo0ooOOobOoooobDOobooboOoDbOoboo] goiv4

[Prue Ramsay died that summer in some illness connected with childbirth, which was indeed a tragedy, people said.

They said nobody deserved happiness more.] (Ibid., p.144)
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[Mr.Ramsay stumbling along a passage stretched his arms out one dark morning, but, Mrs.Ramsay having died rather
suddenly the night before, he stretched his arms out. They remained empty.] (Ibid., p.140)
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All of a sudden, would Mrs. McNab see that the house was ready, one of the young ladies wrote: would she get this
done; would she get that done; all in a hurry. They might be coming for the summer, had left everything to the last;
expected to find things as they had left them. Slowly and painfully, with broom and pail, mopping, scouring, Mrs.
McNab, Mrs. Bast stayed the corruption and the rot; rescued from the pool of Time that was fast closing over them now
a basin, now a cupboard; (Ibid., p.151-152)
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the taste and smell that places have after long absence possessing her, the candles wavering in her eyes, she had lost
herself and gone under. It was a wonderful night, starlit; the waves sounded as they went upstairs; the moon surprised
them, enormous, pale, as they passed the staircase window. She had slept at once. (Ibid., p.163)
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for she could not, this first morning with the Ramsays, contract her feelings, could only make a phrase resound to
cover the blankness of her mind until these vapours had shrunk. For really, what did she feel, come back after all these
years and Mrs. Ramsay dead? Nothing, nothing-nothing that she could express at all.  (Ibid., p.159)
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Mrs. Ramsay had given. Giving, giving, giving, she had died — and had left all this. Really, she was angry with Mrs.
Ramsay. With the brush slightly trembling in her fingers she looked at the hedge, the step, the wall. It was all Mrs.
Ramsay’s doing. She was dead. Here was Lily, at forty-four, wasting her time, unable to do a thing, standing there,
playing at painting, playing at the one thing one did not play at, and it was all Mrs. Ramsay’s fault. She was dead. The
step where she used to sit was empty. She was dead. (Ibid., p.163-164)
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It was some such feeling of completeness perhaps which, ten years ago, standing almost where she stood now, had

made her say that she must be in love with the place. Love had a thousand shapes. There might be lovers whose gift it
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was to choose out the elements of things and place them together and so, giving them a wholeness not theirs in life,
make of some scene, or meeting of people (all now gone and separate), one of those globed compacted things over
which thought lingers, and love plays. (Ibid., p.208-209)
cooooo0oboooOooooOobooO0OooOoOoOdOoOooU0OoDOoUOOoDOoOO0O0oDOOoOobObOOoOoDbDboOO
godoOo000ooO0o0oo0oO0oOo0o00ooOodOoooUOOoDooUOUoDoUOUOoDoOOOobOoOoODooOod
godoOo000ooO0o0oo0oO0oOo0o00ooOodOoooUOOoDooUOUoDoUOUOoDoOOOobOoOoODooOod
godoOo000ooO0o0oo0oO0oOo0o00ooOodOoooUOOoDooUOUoDoUOUOoDoOOOobOoOoODooOod
godoOo000ooO0o0oo0oO0oOo0o00ooOodOoooUOOoDooUOUoDoUOUOoDoOOOobOoOoODooOod
ooo0ob0o0o0O0bO0b0oU0oO0ob0oU0oO00obDOobO0O0OOObOoU0OO0OODOnDOd(vid., p.255-256)

oooooooooboboooboobooobooboobooooDbo

he was growing famous. People said that his poetry was ‘so beautiful.” They went and published things he had written
forty years ago. There was a famous man now called Carmichael, she smiled, thinking how many shapes one person
might wear, how he was that in the newspapers, but here the same as he had always been. He looked the same - greyer,
rather. (Ibid., p.210)
gooooooooboboooooooooboboboooooooobobDobooooooooDoDbOon
DDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD
gooooooobOobooooooooOUobOoboboUoOoUoOoUoOOobUobDUobOoobOOobOUoDOoDOoo
o000bO0000bO0ob0o0oO0obO0b0O0OOoDOobDOobbOObOObOoddbid., p.258)

00000000000 O0oO0bOOo0obOOoDbOOobOoOooDOo0obOoDbOOoDOoOooOoOoOooOooDbOoon
Charles Tansley did that too: it was part of the reason why one disliked him. He upset the proportions of one’s world.
And what had happened to him, she wondered, idly stirring the plantains with her brush. He had got his fellowship. He

had married; he lived at Golders Green.

and making it his business to tell her women can’t write, women can’t paint, not so much that he believed it, as that for
some odd reason he wished it? There he was, lean and red and raucous, preaching love from a platform (there were ants
crawling about among the plantains which she disturbed with her brush[l red, energetic ants, rather like Charles
Tansley) (Ibid., p.213)

(dboooooooooboOoooUobo0boUobOUobOUobObOobobOOoUoOo0boobOoDbDOobDbooboOo
gooooooobOobooooooooOUobOobUoboUoboUooOooOOobobDUobOoOobOOobOoDOoDbOoo
gooooooobOobobooooooUobOoboboUoboUooOUooOOobobDobOoobOOobooDOoDbOoo
O00@mooooolo0ogonoOon0 .e..o.... ooodoobOobooOooOOobOobOooooooooobooo
gooooooobOobooooooooOOobOobobOoUooOUooOUooOOobobobOooboOobOOoDOoDbOoo
goooooooboboooooooooobobobooooooooboboboooboobooDoDbOon
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ooodobo O00oobobooooobOoooooOobOobobOOobOOobOoooOobDOobbOOoboOobOooon
(Ibid., p.261)

ggboopoooobooobooboooo
* He must have reached it,” said Lily Briscoe aloud, feeling suddenly completely tired out. For the Lighthouse had
become almost invisible, had melted away into a blue haze, and the effort of looking at it and the effort of thinking of
him landing there, which both seemed to be one and the same effort, had stretched her body and mind to the utmost. Ah,
but she was relieved. What-ever she had wanted to give him, when he left her that morning, she had given him at last.
(Ibid., p.225)
MooobooboobooooooooooboooooooOOoooobobobOoobbOoboooobooooo
DDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD
goooooooobobooooooooobobobooooooooboboboobooobooDoDbOon
goooooooobobooooooooobobobooooooooboboboobooobooDoDbOon
oooobooooboboooooD (Ibid., p.275-276)

ooboobooooboooooooboobooooboooooboboboooobOoobooboboboooDoooD O
ooooobooooboboooooobooooooboboooooboooobDobDooboobobooooDOoo
‘It will rain,” he remembered his father saying “You won’t be able to go to the Lighthouse.” The Lighthouse was then a
silvery, misty-looking tower with a yellow eye that opened suddenly and softly in the evening. Now-

James looked at the Lighthouse. He could see the white-washed rocks; the tower, stark and straight; he could see that it
was barred with black and white; he could see windows in it; he could even see washing spread on the rocks to dry. So
that was the Lighthouse, was it?

No, the other was also the Lighthouse. For nothing was simply one thing. The other was the Lighthouse too. It was
sometimes hardly to be seen across the bay. In the evening one looked up and saw the eye opening and shutting and the
light seemed to reach them in that airy sunny garden where they sat.  (Ibid., p.201-202)
MoooooboobooooooomuoooboooobooooDboDbo

oobooobooooooooooooboobooooboooooooooobbooDoboooDoDbo

ooooo—

ooooooboboboooooooooboooooooooDoboboobooooDobOobOoon
oooooooobOobOoooO0ooooOobOobOobOOoUoOoUooOoOoOobOobDobOooboobooDOoDOoo
oooob0ooO0O0obOobO0oobOOobooboobOoboobo

oobooboobooooOOooOOoOoo0oOobOobOobO0o0obOO0bOOoOobOUbOobOOoOboobDOobobobOoboo
oooooooobOobOoooO0ooooOobOobOobOOoUoOoUooOoOoOobOobDobOooboobooDOoDOoo
oooooooobOobOoooO0ooooOobOobOobOOoUoOoUooOoOoOobOobDobOooboobooDOoDOoo

ooooDom (dbid., p.247)

Indeed they were very close to the Lighthouse now. There it loomed up, stark and straight, glaring white and black,
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and one could see the waves breaking in white splinters like smashed glass upon the rocks. One could see lines and
creases in the rocks. One could see the windows clearly; a dab of white on one of them, and a little tuft of green on the
rock. A man had come out and looked at them through a glass and gone in again. So it was like that, James thought, the
Lighthouse one had seen across the bay all these years; it was a stark tower on a bare rock. It satisfied him. It confirmed
some obscure feeling of his about his own character. The old ladies, he thought, thinking of the garden at home, went
dragging their chairs about on the lawn. Old Mrs.Beckwith, for example, was always saying how nice it was and how
sweet it was and how they ought to be so proud and they ought to be so happy, but as a matter of fact James thought,
looking at the Lighthouse stood there on its rock, it’s like that.  (Ibid., p.219-220)
(booooooooboUooO0bD0ob0@obDooOOooo0oX@oooooobboooobooboo
gooooooobOoboobooooooOOobOobUoboooOUoOoUoOOobUobDobOoobooboOoDOoDbOoo
goooooooboboooooooooobobobooooooooboboboooboobooDboDbOon
gooooboooobobooobobobooooooooooooooobUobb0bobooboobDubObooDbOon
goooooooboboooooooooobobobooooooooboboboooboobooDboDbOon
gooooooobobooooooooooboboboooooooobobDobooobooooDoDbOon

DDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD
Uooobooobobobobmm dbid., p.269-270)

gboobooobooobooooooobooboobooboobooboobbooboboooboboo
gooobobooobooboboobooboobooobDbooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
gooobooboboboobooobooboobobbooboobooboobooboooo

why was it so short, why was it so inexplicable, said it with violence, as two fully equipped human beings from
whom nothing should be hid might speak, then, beauty would roll itself up; the space would fill; those empty flourishes
would form into shape; if they shouted loud enough Mrs.Ramsay would return. ‘Mrs,Ramsay!’ she said aloud,
‘Mrs.Ramsay!’ The tears ran down her face.  p.195-196
(booooooooooOoooodoboogoooooooo0ooDooboooOoooogoDooDoo
goooooooboboooooooooboboboooooooobobobooobooooDoDbOon
gooooooobobooooooooooboboboooooooobobDobooobooboooDoDbOon
goooooobobooOooOOobOooobOoooobOobO0o0oDobDOob0o0oboooOoDobDOoDbDboOoo
oooOo[obooogojoooopoooooo) (Ibid., p.239)

Suddenly the window at which she was looking was whitened by some light stuff behind it. At last then somebody
had come into the drawing-room; somebody was sitting in the chair. For Heaven’s sake, she prayed, let them sit still
there and not come floundering out to talk to her. Mercifully, whoever it was stayed still inside; had settled by some

stroke of luck so as to throw an odd-shaped triangular shadow over the step. It altered the composition of the picture a
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little.  (Ibid., p.218)
(00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000
0000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000
000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000
0000C00000000000O000000000000000000000000000000000
00000000000000000000000000000M (Ibid., p.267)

Ah, but what had happened? Some wave of white went over the window pane. The air must have stirred some flounce
in the room. Her heart leapt at her and seized her and tortured her.

‘Mrs.Ramsay! Mrs.Ramsay! she cried, feeling the old horror come backl] to want and want and not to have. Could she
inflict that still? And then, quietly, as if she refrained, that too became part of ordinary experience, was on a level with
the chair, with the table. Mrs[Ramsay —it was part of her perfect goodness to Lily —sat there quite simply, in the chair,
flicked her needles to and fro, knitted her reddish brown stocking, cast her shadow on the step. There she sat. (Ibid.,
p.-218-219)

(0oobooooOooooooooooUoooOoUoOoDooOooDOoo0oDooOoOoDboDOoooDoo
oooooboooobobooogooooobooooooobooooobobobooooboOoDbOoDL MmO
gooooOo booooooboooobOoooOooboogobOobOooOoobuobOoobo—0O0b0OoDboOoo
goooooobooooobooooOooobOoOoOoooobDOobob0ooO0obOooboobobboo Obooo
gooooooobOobooooooooOOobOobobOoUooOUooOUooOOobobobOooboOobOOoDOoDbOoo
goooooooboboobooooUoo0d— boboUooOooOUooOOobOobOobOoOoboUoboobOoDbOono
gooooooobOobooooooooOOobOobobOoUooOUooOUooOOobobobOooboOobOOoDOoDbOoo
O000DO0o00O0bO0O00oOoDoOoDoO)  (Ibid., p.268)

Quickly, as if she were recalled by something over there, she turned to her canvas. There it was—her picture. Yes,
with all its greens and blues, its lines running up and across, its attempt at something. It would be hung in the attics, she
thought; it would be destroyed. But what did that matter? She asked herself, taking up her brush again. She looked at
the steps; they were empty; she looked at her canvas; it was blurred. With a sudden intensity, as if she saw it clear for a
second, she drew a line there, in the centre. It was done; it was finished. Yes, she thought, laying down her brush in
extreme fatigue, I have had my vision.  (Ibid., p.225-226)
gooooooobOoboobooooooOOobOobUoboooOUoOoUoOOobUobDobOoobooboOoDOoDbOoo
gooooooobOoboobooooooOOobOobUoboooOUoOoUoOOobUobDobOoobooboOoDOoDbOoo
gooooooobOoboobooooooOOobOobUoboooOUoOoUoOOobUobDobOoobooboOoDOoDbOoo
gooooooobOoboobooooooOOobOobUoboooOUoOoUoOOobUobDobOoobooboOoDOoDbOoo
gooooooobOoboobooooooOOobOobUoboooOUoOoUoOOobUobDobOoobooboOoDOoDbOoo

ooooo
oo0o0obooboboob0o0obob b Oo0oboobOnOdvid, p.276-277)
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oooooao
gboobooboobooooooboobooobooboobooboobooboobobobo

goboobooobbobobooboobooboobooobboobooboobooboooboooog

goooboboooboobobooboobooboboobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo

oooo

gbooboboooboobooobobboboobboobooboobooboobobboboog
goooboboooboobobooboobooboboobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo

goooboboooboobobooboobooboboobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
goooboboooboobobooboobooboboobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
gooobobooobooboboobooboobooboob0booobooboobooboobooobDooooo
gooobgbobobboobooboobobooboo

gboobooboooboooboobbobobooboobooboobobooobboobooboong
gooobgboboboobobooboobon

oooooon
gobooooobooobobooobobobooboobooboobOooboobDoobDoobobooooo
ooooboobobobooboooboobooboooboo
gobooooobooobobooobobobooboobooboobOoob0OoobDoobDoobobooobo
ooooboobobobooboooboobooboo

So with the house empty and the doors locked and the mattresses rolled round, those stray airs, advance guards of
great armies, blustered in, brushed bare boards, nibbled and fanned, met nothing in bedroom or drawing-room that
wholly resisted them but only hangings that flapped, wood that creaked, the bare legs of tables, saucepans and china
already furred, tarnished, cracked. What people had shed and left U a pair of shoes, a shooting cap, some faded skirts
and coats in wardrobes [ those alone kept the human shape and in the emptiness indicated how once they were filled
and animated; how once hands were busy with hooks and buttons; how once the looking-glass had held a face; had held
a world hollowed out in which a figure turned, a hand flashed, the door opened, in came children rushing and tumbling;
and went out again. Now, day after day, light turned, like a flower reflected in water, its clear image on the wall opposite.
Only the shadows of the trees, flourishing in the wind, made obeisance on the wall, and for a moment darkened the pool
in which light reflected itself; or birds, flying, made a soft spot flutter slowly across the bedroom floor.  (Ibid., p
140-.141)
gooooooobOoboobooooooOUobOoboboUoOoUooOUoOOobUobDobOoobOobOoDOoDOoo
gooooooobOoboobooooooOUobOoboboUoOoUooOUoOOobUobDobOoobOobOoDOoDOoo
gooooooobobooooooooooboboboooooooobobDobooobooooDoDbOoo
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gooooooobobooooooooooboboboooooooobobDobooobooboooDoDbOon
oooooooooooobooooobobooooooboobooboboboooboboooobooobooooo
gooooooobobooooooooooboboboooooooobobDobooobooboooDoDbOon
gooooooobobooooooooooboboboooooooobobDobooobooboooDoDbOon
gooooooobOoboobooooooOOobOoboboUoOoUoOoOooOOobUobOobOooboobOoDOoDbOoo
gooooooobOoboobooooooOOobOoboboUoOoUoOoOooOOobUobOobOooboobOoDOoDbOoo
DDEJDDDDDDDDDDDDD]
(Ibid., p.170)
gooooobobobooooOoDOoobDOobOoOooOoOoUOoOObDObOoboOU0ObOOobOUOoDODbOobooo
ooooboooobobooonboo
It might well be, said Mrs. McNab, wantoning on with her memories; they had friends in eastern countries; gentlemen
staying there, ladies in evening dress; she had seen them once through the dining-room door all sitting at dinner. Twenty
she dared say in all their jewellery, and she asked to stay help wash up, might be till after midnight.
Ah, said Mrs. Bast, they’d find it changed. She leant out of the window.  (Ibid., p.153)
(CooooooOooooOoooooOoOobooOoUobooOoo0ooDooUOooOoOoOoDooooDboooO
goooooooboboooooooooboboboooooooobobobooobooooDooDbOon
gooooooobOobobooooooOobOoboboUooOUoOoooOOobobDobOoobOOoboOoDOoDOoo
ooooboooobobooooobooooooo
oboobobooobOooboobobboobo0oboboboOobD0o0obOo0obOoo0obdIbid,d . 186)

Thinking no harm, for the family would not come, never again, some said, and the house would be sold at Michaelmas
perhaps, Mrs. McNab stooped and picked a bunch of flowers to take home with her. She laid them on the table while
she dusted. She was fond of flowers. It was a pity to let them waste. Suppose the house were sold (she stood arms
akimbo in front of the looking-glass) it would want seeing to — it would. There it had stood all these years without a
soul in it. The books and things were mouldy, for, what with the war and help being hard to get, the house had not been
cleaned as she could have wished. It was beyond one person’s strength to get it straight now. She was too old. Her legs
pained her. All those books needed to be laid out on the grass in the sun; there was plaster fallen in the hall; the
rain-pipe had blocked over the study window and let the water in; the carpet was ruined quite. But people should come
themselves; they should have sent somebody down to see. For there were clothes in the cupboards; they had left clothes
in all the bedrooms. What was she to do with them? They had the moth in them [ Mrs. Ramsay’s things. Poor lady!
She would never want them again. She was dead, they said; years ago, in London.  (Ibid., p.147-148)
(00O0oOooOobOobOobooo0ooOUoOU0bOobUoboUobOUoOUoOOobUbDobOoOUobOobOOoDOoDOoo
gooooooobOobooooooooOOobOobobOoUooOUooOUooOOobobobOooboOobOOoDOoDbOoo
gooooooobOobooooooooOOobOobobOoUooOUooOUooOOobobobOooboOobOOoDOoDbOoo
gooooboooooobooooobooboobooooooooooobob0obobooomooboobboon
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goboobooobbobobooboobooboobooobboobooboobooboooboooog
goboobooobbobobooboobooboobooobboobooboobooboooboooog
goboobooboboboboobooboobooboobbooboobooboobooboooog
goboobooobbobobooboobooboobooobboobooboobooboooboooog
goooboboooboobobooboobooboboobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
goooboboooboobobooboobooboboobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
goooboboooboobobooboobooboboobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
gooobobooobooboboobooboobooobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
ooooooooooOooooDooOooooog) (dbid., P179-180)

gobooboooboooboobobobobooboobooboobooboobooboobooooo
gbooobgoobobobooboobuooboobooobobooboobooobooooboon

Why the dressing-table drawers were full of things (she pulled them open), handkerchiefs, bits of ribbon. Yes, she
could see Mrs. Ramsay as she came up the drive with the washing.‘Good-evening, Mrs. McNab,” she would say. She
had a pleasant way with her. The girls all liked her. But dear, many things had changed since then (she shut the drawer);
many families had lost their dearest. So she was dead; and Mr. Andrew killed; and Miss Prue dead too, they said, with
her first baby; but every one had lost some one these years. Prices had gone up shamefully, and didn’t come down again
neither. She could well remember her in her grey cloak. (Ibid., p.148-149)
(dboboobooooUooOOobOobOobOoUoOoU0UbOU0UO0obO0@muooOobobDooooboobooDbOobDoOoo
goooboooobOoOoooobDOoboooOOobOoU0ooU0DOobooOObOooboOoDbobooo

oooooobOoboOooooOoDooDOobOoOooOooOOoOOobDObOoboOU0obOOobOOoDODbOoboOooo
goooooooboboooooooooboboboooooooobobobooobooooDoDbOon
ooomooooooooboobooboooooooooooobobooboooooOoDOobobbooo
goooooooboboooooooooboboboooooooobobobooobooooDoDbOon
goooooooboboooooooooboboboooooooobobobooobooooDoDbOon
OoOoO0ooooO0oO0oooOoooooOooooo) (Ibid., P180)

And rats in all the attics. The rain came in. But they never sent; never came. Some of the locks had gone, so the doors
banged. She didn’t like to be up here at dusk alone neither. It was too much for one woman, too much, too much. She
creaked, she moaned. She banged the door. She turned the key in the lock, and left the house shut up, locked, alone.
(Ibid.,0 .149)
(dboobobooooUooOobOobOobOooOobOoOUoOOobDOobO0bOobOoUobOUoDOobO0oDbDOoboDbboOoo
gooooooobOoboobooooooOOobOoboboUoOoUoOoOooOOobUobOobOooboobOoDOoDbOoo
ooooooooboooooooooobooooooooooobobobooobboooobooDbOoDbbooo
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000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000
000O0000) (Ibid,O.181)

ooooooboboboooooooooboooooooooobOoboobooooDobOobOoon
gooobo0o0oobOoboUoooboUobOOobOobUoooOOobOooogDOobDoo
The house was left; the house was deserted. It was left like a shell on a sandhill to fill with dry salt grains now that life
had left it. The long night seemed to have set in; the trifling airs, nibbling, the clammy breaths, fumbling, seemed to
have triumphed. The saucepan had rusted and the mat decayed. Toads had nosed their way in . Idly, aimlessly, the
swaying shawl swung to and fro. A thistle thrust itself between the tiles in the larder. The swallows nested in the
drawing-room; the floor was strewn with straw; the plaster fell in shovelfuls; rafters were laid bare; rats carried off this
and that to gnaw behind the wainscots.
Tortoise-shell butterflies burst from the chrysalis and pattered their life out on the window-pane. Poppies sowed
themselves among the dahlias; the lawn waved with long grass; giant artichokes towered among roses; a fringed
carnation flowered among the cabbages; while the gentle tapping of a weed at the window had become, on winters’
nights, a drumming from sturdy trees and thorned briars which made the whole room green in summer. (Ibid.,
P.149-150)
gooooooobOobooooooooOOobOobobOoUooOUooOUooOOobobobOooboOobOOoDOoDbOoo
gooooooobOobooooooooOOobOobobOoUooOUooOUooOOobobobOooboOobOOoDOoDbOoo
0000000000000 0000000000000000000000000000000000
gooooooobOobooooooooOobOobobooOoUoOoooOobobDobOooOoobOOoDOoDbOoo
DDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDJDJDDDDDDD
gooooooobOobooooooooOOobOobobOoUooOUooOUooOOobobobOooboOobOOoDOoDbOoo
00M0O00000000000000000000000000000000000000000000
ooooooooboboooooooooboboboooooooobobDobooobooooDboDbOon
ooooooooboboooooooooboboboooooooobobDobooobooooDboDbOon
goooooooboboooooooooboboboobooooooboboboooboobooDoDbOon
ooooboooobobooooooboobooboboooooDO (Ibid.,O.182)

For now had come that moment, that hesitation when dawn trembles and night pauses, when if a feather alight in the
scale it will be weighed down. One feather, and the house, sinking, falling, would have turned and pitched downwards
to the depths of darkness. (Ibid., p.151)
(bobooboobOobooooOoUbOoboOoobDOobo0obOobObO0U0oDOD0obOobbOOobOobbooboobooo

ooo
goboobogoooobboobooboobooooobooboboobooboobooboobDooboo
ooo0obo0o0O0bOobOoUooO0obDOobOoOooDOobDOoboboOoboDOoboOoog) (Ivbid,O.183)
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If the feather had fallen, if it had tipped the scale downwards, the whole house would have plunged to the depths to lie
upon the sands of oblivision. But there was a force working;  (Ibid., p.151)
cooooo0oboooOooooOobooO0OooOoOodOoOooUoOoDOoOOoDODOO0O0oDOoOo0obObOOoOoDboOO
Oo00ooooO00oOOoOoU0OooOoOo0oooOo0OoooOoOoOom (bid, p.184)

good —Oo0ooo0ooboooooan
gbooboooboobooobbooboobooboobooboboobDboobooboobooog
ooooboboboboobooobobooobooobooo
gbooboooboobooobbooboobooboobooboboobDboobooboobooog
goooboboooboobobooboobooboboobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
goboobooobbobobooboobooboobooobboobooboobooboooboooog
goboobgoobobooboboobuoobooboobooboboobooboobooo
DDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD
gboobuoobooboobuooboobooboobooboobooooobobobboooo
gbooboobooboobooboobooboobooooboobooooobobobboooog
gboobuoobooboobooboobooboobooboobooboooooboboboboooboog
gboobooboobooboobooboooboobooooboboooboboboboboobo
obooboobo—[0ooboobooboooboobooobobobooobooboboboboobo
obooooobooog OO0o0goOdo dbid., p.100)

gbooboobooobooobobooboobooboobbooboboboboobooboobooog
gooobobooobooboobooboobooboobDbooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
goboobgobobobooboobooboboobooboobooboobooboobooDbo
gboobooboooboooboobbooboobooboobooboobboobooboong
goooboooboboboboobooboobooboobbobobooboobooboobooooo
goooboooboboboboobooboobooboobbobobooboobooboobooooo
goooboooboboboboobooboobooboobbobobooboobooboobooooo
goooobgo
gboooboboooboobooboobooobbooboobooboooboboobboobOon
gbooboooboooobobooboobooboooboobooboobobooboobooono
gboobooobobobobooobooboobooooboobooboobooooon...... ood
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(Ibid., p.110-111)
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Yes, that was done then, accomplished; and as with all things done, become solemn. Now one thought of it, cleared of
chatter and emotion, it seemed always to have been, only was shown now, and so being shown struck everything into
stability. They would, she thought, going on again, however long they lived, come back to this night; this moon; this
wind; this house: and to her too. It flattered her, where she was most susceptible of flattery, to think how, wound about
in their hearts, however long they lived she would be woven; and this, and this, and this, she thought, going upstairs,
laughing, but affectionately, at the sofa on the landing (her mother’s) at the rocking-chair (her father’s); at the map of
the Hebrides. All that would be revived again in the lives of Paul and Minta; ‘the Rayleys’[]

she tried the new name over; and she felt, with her hand on the nursery door, that community of feeling with other
people which emotion gives as if the walls of partition had become so thin that practically (the feeling was one of relief
and happiness) it was all one stream, and chairs, tables, maps, were hers, were theirs, it did not matter whose, and Paul
and Minta would carry it on when she was dead. (Ibid., p.123)
goooooooboboooooooooobobobooooooooboboboooboobooDboDbOon
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He had always kept this old symbol of taking a knife and striking his father to the heart. Only now, as he grew older,
and sat staring at his father in an impotent rage, it was not him, that old man reading, whom he wanted to kill, but it was
the thing that descended on him — without his knowing it perhaps; that fierce sudden black-winged harpy, with its talons
and its beak all cold and hard, that struck and struck at you( he could feel the beak on his bare legs, where it had struck
when he was a child) and then made off, and there he was again, an old man, very sad , reading his book.
(Ibid.,p.199-200)
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They would soon be out of it, Mr. Ramsay was saying to old Macalister; but their children would see some strange
things. Macalister said he was seventy-five last March; Mr.Ramsay was seventy-one. (Ibid., p.222)
gooooooobOoboobooooooUobOobobooboUooOUooOOobobobOooOoobOoDOoDbOoo
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She looked at her picture. That would have been his answer, presumably—how ‘you’ and ‘I’ and ° she’ pass and
vanish; nothing stays; all changes; but not words, nor paint. Yet it would be hung in the attics, she thought; it would be
rolled up and flung under a sofa; yet even so, even of a picture like that, it was true. One might say, even of this scrawl,
not of that actual picture, perhaps, but of what it attempted, that it ‘remained for ever’, she was going to say, (Ibid.,
p.195)
oooobooooboboboooooooooooooooooobbooooobooooWwooogooon
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[The sea without a stain on it, thought Lily Briscoe, still standing and looking out over the bay. The sea is stretched

like silk across the bay. Distance had an extraordinary power; they had been swallowed up in it, she felt, they were gone

for ever, they had become part of the nature of things. It was so calm; it was so quiet. The steamer itself had vanished,
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but the great scroll of smoke still hung in the air and drooped like a flag mournfully in valediction.]  (Ibid., p.204)
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So much depends then, thought Lily Briscoe, looking at the sea which had scarcely a stain on it, which was so soft that
the sails and the clouds seemed set in its blue, so much depends, she thought, upon distance: whether people are near us
or far from us; for her feeling for Mr. Ramsay changed as he sailed further and further across the bay. It seemed to be
elongated, stretched out; he seemed to become more and more remote.  (Ibid., p.207)
goooobooooboboooooboboboooooboooobobooooobobooooDoo
gooooooobobooooooooobobobooooooooboboboobooooooDoDbOon
gooooooobobooooooooobobobooooooooboboboobooooooDoDbOon
gooooooobobooooooooobobobooooooooboboboobooooooDoDbOon
gooooooobobooooooooobobobooooooooboboboobooooooDoDbOon
o000bO0o000bO0000DO0bOoU0O0bO0ObOU0ODODbOUOOObDOm (Ibid.,O .254)

goooboboobooboobooboobooboob0booobooboobooboobooobDooooo
goooboboobooboobooboobooboob0booobooboobooboobooobDooooo
goooboboobooboobooboobooboob0booobooboobooboobooobDooooo
goooboboobooboobooboobooboob0booobooboobooboobooobDooooo
gobooboobobooboobooboobooboobbooboobooboobooobooooo
goooboooobobobooboobooboobooobbooboobooboobooobooooo
goooobooobo

good
gboboobooboobooboooboboobooooooobooboboboobDbOobOooboDbOon 0
goooboboooboobobooboobooboboobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
goooboboooboobobooboobooboboobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
gooobobooobooboboobooboobooobobooobooboobooboobooobDooooo
ooomoooboobobooobooboobobobooboobooboobooboboobooobOooDbo
goboobooobbobobooboobooboobooobboobooboobooboooboooog

23



0000000000000 00000000 000000000000000000000000000
000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000

O O Georges Pouletl Les métamorphoses du cercle]
0 0000 OoooOoooo o0, 00o0o0ooogr9ouod
O O Georges Poulet goooOoOoOoOoOOO0OOmOOOOOOOOODODOODOODOOOOOOOOOOOO
O O Marcel Proust 0 O A la Recherche du Temps Perdull] Gallimard, 1954
gdo0oOoO0O0O0O0U0O000O000@U0OULOLO0O0 I DOD0D0DOD0mMOOOOO1989

oooo

O O Virginia Woolf, To the Lighthouse, Penguin Classics, Reprinted, 2000, 1-268.
gooboooomooomoooooooobDo OoboOooboooOoOoDbbOoon
o0J.00goobbooobobooboooobobo0ooob ODooOoUoO0oDLDmOoOoDbDoOoOOss
goodd

0 O L.Marcus [ Virginia WoolflJ Writers And Their Work, 2004.

0 O Su Reid O Mrs.Dalloway and To the Lighthouse, Contemporary Critical Essays.
ooooo 0000000 —0O0O0O0OD0OD0ODOODOODOO19%6000
00000 0OO0OO0DODO0U0OU0UU0OU0OUbD—2000D0DDDDOOO0O 100000019360
000000 0O0O0ODODU00OU0OUO0DmUOOgogiesod
0000000000000 —0C0D0D00OU0O0ODbOO0OUODOODOOD1990
0000000000000 0O00OU0O0OUDU0OD DUODobobobooi1988O0OO
0000000000000 oomoggoee2d

000000 0O0OO0OO0OO0O0O0moOoooogneed

goooooo OoOoOobDODOoOOOOOOOO—D0OOpoOOoOOoOOoOO9770
goooOoOoOoOoOoODODOOOOOOOO—D0OO0ODODOODOOOODOOO19910
goooOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOoOOOOOOOOOOOODOODOOOODOOOOOO9700O

24



