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By Edvward Mendelson

Clarisss Dalloway, conscious of mortalicy, terrified of death,
her bair white from illness, glances into 2 shop as she goes to buy
Howers for her party, and reads from a book spread open in the
window display:

Fear no more che hear o' the sun
Nor the furious winter’s mges.

During the reix of the June day m 1923 char Virginia Woolf
revoeds in Ma. Dalleswy, Clarresa again and again remembers these
lines from the dirge for Imogen in Cymielime For Virginia Woolf,
as fior Shakespeare, the dirge is boch 2 lamene over desth and a pre-
Inde to new life, ssmple and striphtforwand words thar express a
complex, profound eruth,

The firse few times Clarissa chinks of Shakespeare’s lines, she
thinks of them as & statement of endurance and renunciation, well
suited o the sense of loss ehar afflices her woeld and herself. “This
late age of che world's experience had bred in them all, all men and
women, 3 well of tears,” she chanks as she reads. “Tears and sorrows;
coumge and endursnce; & perfectly upright and stoical bearing.”
She remembers che lines again when she learms thar her hushand
will b lunching out and leaving her alone, and agasin when she sits
sewing in ber room, accepting her emotional solivede, long past
any hope of change: “Fear no more, s=ys the heart, commirring its
burden (o some sca, which sghs collecrivcly for all sormes, and
renews, begims, collects, lers fall.”™

Later, rhe shell-shacked vetrran Sepeimus Warren Smich, whom
Virginia Weelf imagined as Clarissa’s doulsle, rememberns Shalos-
poares lines ms he accepes the prospect of his dearh by soicide.
Septamus cheoset dearh in preference o being locked sway in a
mental hospiral, where bie will be forced to vield up his autonamy,
his whole serse of himselll “Fear oo more, says the heare in the
body: fear no more,” he chinks. The narramor convinues, “He was
noe afraid.”

Near the end of the book, when Clarisss remembers che dirge
yet again, it means something very different. She has heard abour
Sepeimus's suicide from a gucst at her party, Sir William Bradshaw,
the paychistrist who had smanged to bave him locked away.
Agicaved, outraged st dearh’s nude incresion on the social criemph
of her party, the steps into a livde soom, wher: she finds hersell
slone with ber foars, and fecls the party's splendor falling o the
flooe. She gradually begins to moognize thar Scpumos’s dearh was
a defenae of his integrity—after she herself has spene ber life sacni-
ficing integraty and love for the sake of her parries. “A thing there
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wis that muctered,” she thinks, st quite uble to neme what it s,
althoiggh she knows it has someching to do with the integrity of the
self. “This he kad proserved,” she chinks. “Death was defiance.
Death was &n soeempt to communicate.” And now, having over-
come through Septinus’s example her terror of death, she returns
to her party, not in order w msome her role as hostess but oo find
the friends whose love she has always refused, Sally Seton and Pecer
Walsh. “The yourng man had killed himaclf, bat she did not paty
him,” she ducks. and sdds, “Fesr no more the beas of che sun.” And
23 she returns o her old loves and 2 renewed life, “the el samehow
wery like him—rhe young man who hed killed himself ™

Every grear wiriter bas understood chat adult love requires a
scnse of che beloved's mortality. Homes's Chlyssous profers Penclope
to the immortal and far more beauriful Calypso, partly becaime
Calypso can never need him bue only desire him. Mareals need each
other’s love; immortals can manage withour it

In barh Shakespesre and Virginia Woolf, whar is true about
mormalicy is alse mue abour buman imperfection. Adules can only
love those whom they know are imperfect like themselves, becawse
withour imperfecrinn che munes! forgrveness that is at che hears of
love could never occur. When Peoer Walsh chinks abows his Jove for
Clanissa, he also reminds himself tha: she is “not besatiful ac all;
there was nothing prcturesque sbout ber, she never said anything
ospeciadly clever”™ Box, be condudes in the laconic vocabulary of
true lowe, “there she was, however; chere sl wa™

In contrasr, Posthomos insiors, in florid, extravagen: words,
that Imogen s momlly perdfecr, and all the harm that he does o her
through his wager with Eachimo isues from thas insisience. (He s
finully convinced of Imoger's moml imperfection when lachimo
names her physical imperfecion—a mole beneath her bresst)
Imogen is, in fact, merally perfect, bue that is & bad motive for Lov-
ing her, and Posthumus becomes worthy to regain her anly when
he teaches himself to forgive her, even if he is mistuken about the
faules he learms 1o forgive. “Pardon’s the wond o all," says
Cymbeline in the finzl scene, and pardon cin be given and iccepe-
od only by those who have leamed through suffering and error o
fear no more the heat of the sun.
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