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Mrs. Dalloway
Went That-A-Way!

Mrs. Dalloway each night decides to buy the flowers herself, 
on the Mrs. Dalloway channel on satellite dish. All Mrs. Dal-
loway. All the time. Twenty-four hours, reliable as a clock 
ticking up in the sky aiming down signal digital bits of Mrs. 
Dalloway, of Vanessa Redgrave being, acting, Mrs. Dalloway-
being-Virginia-Woolf, she of the abiding presence, all the Mrs. 
Dalloways deciding to buy the flowers themselves.

In the last month of summer in the last year of the last 
decade of the last century of the second millennium, Mrs. 
Dalloway, the person, the novel, the film, the myth, not yet 
the play and not yet Mrs. Dalloway! The Musical, hanging 
the way she does in the framed film poster, (cadged from the 
cute gayish couple who own the arty Rialto Cinema), smiling, 
umbrella, promises of a life flown by, imaged with an airbrush 
on the cover of the paperback novel, Mrs. Dalloway, mean-
ing Vanessa, her head, omniscient goddess, smiling down on 
two lovers; her younger self, as a remembered girl, holding a 
bouquet of flowers she picked herself, speaking as she does the 
lines in Scenario magazine printing the film script of Mrs. Dal-
loway, realized, written, by Eileen Atkins, wondering about 
La Atkins and La Redgrave, who have played Virginia Woolf 
and Vita Sackville-West on stage in Atkins’ play, Vita and Vir-
ginia, holding a copy of a yet another parallax parallel Mrs. D 
in that prize-winning novel of Mrs. Dalloway impersonators, 
The Hours.
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