
Vir inia Woo /\see an 
Number22 

TO THE READERS: 
In August of 1983 I visited Leonard and Virginia Woolf's Monks House 

for the first time since it became a National Trust Property. Much has 
changed since 1974 when I needed the permission of Sussex University and 
the current renters of the property. The garden is weeded; certain paintings 
and other appropriate objects have been reclaimed or introduced; chairs 
have been reupholstered in fabrics done to imitate Omega designs. The 
overall effect is colorful, but perhaps too clean and uncluttered. There are 
no "filth packets," disembowled chairs, or books tumbling from tables and 
stairs. In Virginia's room, however, books line the shelves. "Where did these 
come from?" I asked the gentleman on duty. They weren't left in the house, 
he insisted; those books were sold to some university in the United States. I 
was the only person milling about the room that day who knew where many 
of them had gone, as well as why, when, and how. 

Few people know about the Leonard and Virginia Woolf Library housed 
in the Washington State University Libraries. Fewer have visited it. This issue 
of the VWM provides not only information about the history and contents 
of the WSU holdings but also accounts by some of its users. Because of my 
work on the Virginia Woolf - Vanessa Bell relationship, my own interest has 
been primarily in the visual materials. For the sampling reproduced in this 
issue, I wish to thank the WSU Libraries, the Hogarth Press (Vanessa Bell's 
book designs), and Frances Partridge (Carrington's illustration). The WSU 
Libraries and John Guido, Head of Manuscripts, Archives, and Special Col
lections, as well as the Ella and Basil Jerard Fund and John Elwood, Chair of 
the Department of English at Washington State University, provided finar1-
cial support for this issue. 

Diane F. Gillespie, Guest Editor 
Washington State University 

FURTHER NOTE TO THE READERS: VWM would also like to thank guest 
editor Diane Gillespie and WSU for this bonanza issue. Even with the larger 
than usual format, there were interesting reviews and visuals which could 
not be fit in; we will try to include them in future issues whenever possible. 
The Fall 1984 issue will be edited by Professor Lucio Ruotolo and material 
should be sent him direct at Department of English, Stanford University, 
Stanford, California 94305, no later than September 15. 
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EARLY HISTORY OF THE WOOLF LIBRARY 
In February of 1967, my family and I pulled into Mr. Dean's petrol station 

in Rodmell where, after I had asked for a quart of oil and had narrowly 
averted Mr. Dean's adding two healthy English pints to the crankcase, I 
asked if Leonard Woolf still l ived in the village. Mr. Dean said that indeed 
he did, but, "We had to lay Mrs. Woolf away, you know." Indeed, Mr. Dean 
served as undertaker in Rodmell - and offered bed and breakfast. His sense 
of time, however, was more relaxed than my own. 

Subsequently, Fred Lucas of the Bow Windows Book Shop in Lewes took 
my wife, Karen, and me to visit Woolf at Monks House, a meeting which 
led to our presiding over Woolf's booth at the Rodmell Fair. He had heard 
of our success as proprietors of the crockery-smashing booth at the Pid
dinghoe Fayre and thought we could handle the "bowling for a pig." The 
"pig," in recent years a bottle of wine, was duly bowled for and won, and 
happily it gave us further time with Woolf. 

Although we were aware of his books in our earlier meetings with Woolf, 
it was on the day of our last visit, a sunny delight of a day in August, that 
after sitting on the grass in the garden of Monks House, balancing stemware 
as best we could and talking of many things, including Albee, Woolf loaded 
me down with courgettes, lettuce, and sweet corn from his kitchen garden. 
Standing on the flags behind the house with prod~ce to my eyes, I asked to 
see his copy of Eliot's The Wasteland. After twenty minutes of rambling 
about the house, rummaging through stacks of books in places both likely 
and unlikely, including some stacked in the sun on landings, he popped out 
the door with a small volume in his hand. Ten or twelve feet from me, he 
turned to listen to Karen's sudden and immediately regretted response, 
"Oh, it's blue, my favorite color." Woolf tossed the book fairly high in the 
air and roughly in my direction as he turned to Karen with, "Is it? It's mine 
too," leaving me to maneuver my pile of vegetables under the arcing 
Wasteland while they developed an animated drscussion of the virtues of 
blue. That was my introduction to both the general disorder of Woolf's 
library and his general disregard for the preservation of those things that 
would survive when he himself would be "annihilated." 

The full significance of that benign neglect did not appear to me until, 
showing the signs of wear, tear, and the heat of the sun, the book arrived in 
Pullman almost four years later. Indeed, we thought of Woolf out not of his 
books until a letter from Nancy Lucas to Karen in 1971 casually mentioned 
that Fred Lucas was in the process of selling Leonard Woolf's library. I 
called Fred, who was negotiating with other buyers and was a bit surprised 
that I, whose interest was in the long forgotten Eliza Haywood, would want 
the motley lot. 

Thanks to the support of Donald Smith, then Director of Libraries, I was 
able immediately to call Fred again and authorize the purchase of the 
Monks House books. Later, we authorized Lucas to bid on the approximate
ly 300 books selected to be auctioned at Sotheby's. We man11ged to get 
over thirty of those. 

In 1972, another bookseller visited Pullman offering the Victoria Square 
Woolf library. I again called Fred Lucas, who, as it turned out, had the right 
to sell that lot - and at a lesser price. Again, Donald Smith allowed an im
mediate confirmation of our willingness to buy, and the Woolf Collection, 
while not then complete, had become our largest, most important, and 
most interesting special collection in literature. 

John Elwood 
Washington State University 



Drawing by Leslie Stephen in vol. 2 of Sir James Stephen's Essays In Eccleslastlcal 
Biography. Longman, Brown, Green, and Longmans, 1849. 

CONTENTS OF THE WOOLF LIBRARY 
The books in the Woolf Library are many and various. Biographical 

works - letters, diaries, and memoirs as well as formal autobiographies and ' 
biographies -- form the largest group. The Woolfs built their library upon the 
nucleus of books Virginia inherited from her father, Sir Leslie Stephen, 
These include works of English Literature from Chaucer's time to Hardy's, 
works of the English historians and philosophers, and of the critics and 
tastemakers whom he called "the literary dictators." Among his books are 
the works of his very literate forebearers. He took some trouble to acquire 
these. For example, he traded a copy of Mrs. Grote's Philosophical Radicals 
for a copy of Considerations on Imprisonment for Debt. by James Stephen 
(London: T. Evans, 1770). 

Stephen's interest in family literary connections is evident, too, in his 
large collection of works by his first wife's father, William Makepeace 
Thackeray. A nice example of Thackeray's artistry is his pencil sketches of 
human figures found in a volume of Chrysa!: or The Adventures of a 
Guinea, which were reproduced, slightly modified, in Thackerayana, 1875. 
Besides his own biographies Stephen's library included the books he wrote 
on mountaineering, literary criticism and English thought. He inscribed 
copies of the books he had written to various members of his family so that 
ultimately Virginia acquired several copies of some titles which he had 
designated for different people. 

Much biographical information about the Woolfs may be inferred from 
the books in their library. Evidence of their wide circle of acquaintance in 
the literary and political worlds is present in the large number of books irr 
scribed to them from the authors or given therri for review. Their own 
autographs in the books they bought for themselves or to give to each other 
show which books they especially liked. In addition to the types of books 
they chose to read, one notices the condition of the books, the notes their 
owners made in them, and other evidence of use. Leslie Stephen had valued 
his books for their contents not their trimmings. Virginia said that he sat 
amid piles of books which he consulted and then dropped upon the floor. 
She also described his practice of drawing pictures of animals to entertain 
his children . . As Virginia observed, some of these drawings seem to com
ment upon the author or the content of the book in which they are found. 
Many of the animal faces have peculiarly human expressions. A typical 
drawing is that of the monkey riding the goat in his copy of Essays in Ec
clesiastical History, by Sir James Stephen. 

Virginia's efforts to preserve the battered books her father called "mangy 
and worthless," have been noticed chiefly because she decorated many of 
them with brightly colored papers with tiny overall designs. What is not evi
dent to the casual observer is that she carefully resewed the gatherings of 
many of the volumes before adding her more flamboyant touches. She had 
enough skill to hand tool her monograph on the spine of a volume of her 
much valued English Garner, but it must be admitted that the results of her 
binding efforts are very uneven in quality. In his Catalogue of Books from 
the Library of Leonard and Virginia Woolf, Mr. Holleyman suggests that 
Virginia bound up many of the books after they were casualties of the bom
bing of the Woolfs' Mecklenburgh Square residence in 1941. But the short 
time between the bombing and Virginia's death and the facts that she was 
busy working on Between the Acts, besides having to assume more 
household duties than usual during this period, argue against it. In her let
ters of 1940-41 she made frequent mention of her poor "battered and 
mildewed" books but she did not say anything about mending them. It 
seems possible that the damage to her precious books, her lifelong compa
nions and the tools of her trade, contributed to the depression which 
preceded her death. 

Virginia made no notes in any books which had belonged to her father. 
She used notebooks for most of what she later used in her writing. But she 
occasionally made marks or wrote a table of contents or drew up a genea
logical table in books which belonged to her or to Leonard. Whereas the 
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genealogical tables Leslie Stephen drew in his books were of real people. 
those which Virginia made were of characters in books of fiction. She also 
wrote English· translations of words or phrases in the Greek language books 
she used including some of Leonard's and even some of her brother 
Thoby's. Leonard Woolf, like Leslie Stephen, wrote notes on the end-papers 
of many of his books, giving page numbers and marking sections of text. 
Unlike Stephen, he seldom wrote much in the text itself. Leonard Woolf's 
notes are quite distinctive both because of his tremor and because they are 
boldly written. Virginia made only a tiny light x or perhaps two x's joined by 
a very pale line to mark sections of text. Her spidery handwriting is also very 
distinctive. Although it has some resemblance to her father's, it seems 
strange that the booksellers confuse them in their descriptions of some 
books. 

The Woolfs did not necessarily use an edition just because they had it. A 
number of the review copies they received have never had their pages cut 
open. One suspects that in the case of reprints the Woolfs simply re-read 
the old edition they happened to have on hand. In her essays and criticism 
Virginia seldom commented upon the book production. Leonard frequently 
did, but this was quite possible without actually using the books as reading 
copy. There is also evidence, both in the Library itself, in the form of a card 
found in one of the books, and in Leonard's records, that he sold some 
review copies. On the other hand, the Woolf Library contains an astonishing 
number of the books Virginia mentions consulting in the British Museum or 
elsewhere in A Room of One's Own, 

The books from Monks House included many on Ceylon, gardening, but
terflies or moths, and Labour Party Politics, as well as a large number of 
literary works and books about printing and book production. Flyers and 
catalogues of books the Woolfs published at Hogarth Press were included 
in this first part of their library purchased by WSU, but only a few Hogarth 
Press books were represented. In 1974 the WSU Libraries purchased a very 
fine collection of books published by the Woolfs at their Hogarth Press 
from 1917to1941, many of which belonged to the Woolfs. Because many 
of the Woolfs' acquaintances had been involved in some aspect of book 
production other than writing we decided to collect some books printed by 
some of them, particularly women printers. A number of items from the 
Hours Press and the Seizin Press have been added. 

Acquisition in 1972 of the books Leonard Woolf had in his London resi
dence at Victoria Square cleared up a number of questions which had aris
en as a result of the previous purchases. Where were the missing volumes of 
a number of multi-volume sets? Apparently Leonard Woolf took the parts 
he wanted to use to wherever he was staying. The question of what had 
become of certain books which the works of Leonard or Virginia Woolf 
showed they had used began to be answered then. But still there were gaps. 
A number of these were filled with the purchase in 1979 of 400 books which 
Leonard Woolf had loaned to his nephew, Cecil Woolf. Still more answers 
to puzzles came in 1983 when WSU acquired 100 more books from Quentin 
and Anne Olivier Bell. Meantime, of course, the informative footnotes the 
latter is including in The Diary of Virginia Woolf had provided many 
answers. 

Since the original acquisition of the Monks House Library, the WSU 
Libraries have been on the lookout for books likely to have formed part of 
the Woolf Library at one time or written by members of their family or by 
their friends and associates. First of all we had to get the missing editions of 
the works of Leonard and Virginia Woolf. We now have most of the edi
tions of Virginia's works. Among the books in the Woolf Library were a 
number which had belonged to Elizabeth Robins, the actress who had 
helped popularize Ibsen's works in England. Inquiries led to the purchase of 
more books which had been hers as well as books by her. We have added 
significantly to the Woolf's original holdings of books by writers associated 
with the Bloomsbury Group: Lytton Strachey, E.M. Forster, David Garnett, 
and Clive Bell. We have even added a few manuscripts and letters when 
these were available. These include Julia Stephen's stories for children and 
essays on the servant question and on agnostic women. Other holdings 
which have been expanded are books by Katherine Mansfield, Vita 
Sackville-West, Harold Nicolson, Edith Sitwell, and D.H. Lawrence. Indeed, 
we have been building our Modern Literary Collections upon the core of the 
Woolf Library. 

We estimate that the WSU Libraries now have the major part of the Li
brary which Leonard Woolf still had at the time of his death. We now have 
approximately 6,000 volumes. The University of Texas Libraries has approxi
mately 100 volumes that once were part of the Woolf Library. About 70 of 
these were inscribed to Virginia by famous authors. The University of Sussex 
has a .collection of books published by the Hogarth Press after Virginia's 
death. Lists provided to the WSU Libraries by Anne Olivier Bell and by Mrs. 
Trekkie Parsons of books they still own which once belonged to the Woolfs 
are available to scholars interested in learning more about the original 
library. Any information readers might have of the whereabouts of other 
books which once belonged to the Woolfs would be gratefully received. 

Leila Luedeking 
Washington State University Libraries 



VISITOR EXPERIENCES OF THE WOOLF LIBRARY 
Responses to the VWM requests for users' accounts of the Woolf Library 

at Washington State University are of two kinds: 1) scholarly pieces that i~ 
corporate evidence discovered in it and 2) descriptions of the experience of 
going through portions of the material. Some comments have been edited 
because space in this issue is limited. Most respondants, it is important to 
note, commented with enthusiasm and gratitude on the knowledge and as
sistance of Leila Luedeking, the Library Specialist most closely and consis
tently involved with the Woolf holdings. Some accounts, moreover, are of 
early visits when the Woolf materials were housed in a separate room on the 
fourth floor of the Holland Library building; they have since been integrated 
with the rest of Manuscripts, Archives, and Special Collections on the first 
floor where the assistance of library personnel is. necessary for access to all 
items. About half of the Woolf Library and related materials have been 
catalogued and special files are available to supplement the information on 
cards and microfiche. 

Leonard Woolf's Omega Workshops bookplate in John Bunyan's The Pilgrim's Progress 
from this World to That which is to Come. Ed. by James Blanton Wharey. Oxford: Claren· 
don Press, 1928. 

HOURS IN THEIR LIBRARY 
Several years ago, when I first became curious about the way in which 

Leslie Stephen as a literary critic influenced Virginia Woolf's education dur
ing the formative years of her adolescence, I decided to visit the Leonard 
and Virginia Woolf Library and Collection at Washington State University. 
Knowing that Stephen had bequeathed his library to his daughters, and also 
knowing that he had the habit of making critical marginalia, I wondered 
what these marginalia revealed and whether Virginia Woolf had adopted 
the same practice, and if so, what her comments were like. 

In general, she did not make critical marginilia, preferring, apparently, to 
use reading notebooks. I did find, however, one notable exception. And I 
was delighted to find that many of Stephen's books contained marginalia of 
the sort that revealed his reactions in all their freshness and spontaneity -
before they were toned down for his more circumspect essays and reviews. 

His maginalia reveal Stephen most lively and amusing in expressing his 
dislikes: for example, Taine's History of English Literature, Volume 2 is so 
full of critical remarks as to suggest that this work may have been a 
stimulus to his own History of English Thought in the Eighteenth Century 
(1876). "Pish!," "Bosh," "No!," and "!" are his most characteristic signs of 
disapprov;i.I. "Gracious!" is his ironic response to this Frenchman's view of a 
monolithic Swift. Stephen is more articulate, however, in his disagreement 
with Taine's judgement of Addison, Johnson, and 18th Century English 
theologians. A sampling of other books in the Stephen collection revealed 
that his English contemporaries were also subject to his disapproval: Jowett, 
Ruskin, Arnold and Mill were some of his particular targets. With his friends 
and those writers he admires Stephen can be kinder if no less critical. So, in 
Kegan Paul's William Godwin: His Friends and Contemporaries he notes at 
one point that "really Paul is too careless," and at another, "Paul is no 
Solomon." He will, on occasion, address his author directly, as when at one 
point in Coleridge's Biographia Literaria he says, "Voltaire was on our side, 
S.T.." In reading these marginalia, I felt myself in the living presence of the 
Leslie Stephen whom his daughter knew and could recall later any time she 
took down one of his books from her own library shelves. 

The one exception to the absence of marginalia in Woolf's hand is 
remarkable for its resemblance to Stephen's practice. Volume One of The 
Works of Lord Macaulay: Essays and Biographies contains running com
mentary, some of which Leila Luedeking confirms to be in Virginia Woolf'!; 
hand. The notes are clearly those of a young student, with the usual kinds of 
references to similar works, specific identifications of quoted passages, and 
definitions of obscure words. But there are other marginalia which indicate 
that this reader was no ordinary student, for there are remarks on 
Macaulay's style, observations of "symmetrical and periodic" passages and 
of abrupt transitions. In addition, this reader has apparently picked up 
Stephen's habit of marking cant by "O," "nonsense," and "stuff," and by 
responding to the author's rhetorical questions. So, for example, when 
Macaulay asks if Mandeville could have created Iago, the reader responds, 
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"Who wants him to have?" And while this young reaer is also alert to what 
she considers inaccuracies in some of Macaulay's statements, she can also 
be generous. So, for example, when Macaulay judges Samson Agonistes to 
be "the least successful effort of the genius of Milton," the reader responds, 
"A young man, like Macaulay writing then, not unnaturally failed to realise 
the genuine personal and historic dignity and beauty of the last work of the 
blind and aged poet hardly tolerated in his own country." 

But perhaps the most significant marginalia in this volume are markings 
of two passages by double slashes at the left margin and underlinings in the 
text. Clearly these passages were the high points for Woolf. The first 
passage is followed by the comment, "v fine." It reads, "The strength of 
[Milton' s] imagination triumphed over every obstacle. So intense and ardent 
was the fire of his mind, that it not only was not suffocated beneath the 
weight of fuel, but penetrated the whole superincumbent mass with its own 
radiance." Given Virginia Stephen's ambitions as a literary critic and a 
creative writer, the marking of this passage is understandable. 

The second passage, marked by double slashes at both margins and fur
ther emphasized by a large " O" on the left and a pointer on the right is the 
following: "Perhaps no person can be a poet, or can even enjoy poetry, 
without a certain unsoundness of mind if anything which gives so much 
pleasure ought to be called unsoundness." The exceptional markings of this 
passage as well as the underlinings (italics) seem to reflect Woolf's own con
cerns, concerns that linked her also with her father. 

Two final and equally remarkable items which testify to the literary rela
tionship between Stephen and Woolf are two books inscribed as gifts from 
their literary mentors. The first, Sir James Fitzjames Stephen's Essays in Ec
clesiastical Biography, contains the following inscription on the front cover 
of Volume One: "On the 26th May 1849 James Stephen gave these volumes 
to his son, Leslie Stephen, in the hope that when his turn shall come, he will 
give to the world some book not less honestly designed, but far better 
calculated, to promote the piety, the happiness, and the wisdom of such 
who shall wish to read it." Apparently, this work was given by the father to 
the son when Stephen was 17. On the back cover of Volume Two is a draw
ing by Stephen which perhaps suggests his ambivalent reaction to this be
quest: it is a sketch of a monkey riding on the back of a goat. 

The second, equally significant volume is the one given by the father of 
the second generation to the aspiring writer of the third. Inscribed to 
"Adeline Virginia Stephen" and initialed by Stephen, it is dated 25 January, 
1897, Woolf's 15th birthday. The book is Lockharfs life of Scott, Stephen's 
favorite novelist.* 

The fact that Woolf retained these two books as well as the rest of the 
Stephen collection as a part of her own library throughout her life indicates 
that, despite her father's view of them as "mangy and worthless," they were 
important to her. And the fact that, in purchasing these books, Washington 
State University has made the Leonard and Virginia Woolf Collection 
available to all who are interested in the works that interested Virginia 
Woolf should be a source of our continued enlightenment and gratitude. 

Virginia R. Hyman 
Newark College of Arts & Sciences 
Rutgers University 

• Woolf reports this gift in a letter to Thoby Stephen, The Flight of the Mind: The Letters of 
Vi rginia Woolf 1888·1912, ed. Nigel Nicolson and Joanne Trautmann (New York: Harcourt 
Brace Jovanovich, 1975) p. 5. 

It is also significant that she notes Leonard Woolf's gift of Scott's Abolt on her 33rd birthday. 
On that day she also reports being " very happy reading father on Pope, Which is very witty and 
bright, without a single dead sentence in it." The Diary of Virginia Woolf, 1915-1919, ed. Anne 
Olivier Bell (New York: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1977) 
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Fascimife of a page of manuscr1pt by Julia Stephen of "The Monkey on the Moor." At 
the top of the page Leslie Stephen has written (obviously after the death of his wife): "I 
made some drt1.wings according to a queer trick of mine & Julia thought that they would 
do tor illustrations of some children's stories -·alas." 



JULIA STEPHEN, MRS. RAMSAY, AND THE SENSE OF VOCATION 
Vanessa Bell wrote Virginia Woolf after reading To the Lighthouse that 

the portrait of their mother as Mrs. Ramsay " is more like her to me than 
anything I could ever have conceived of as possible."' But in the course of 
time, Woolf grew to resent the common assumption that the Ramsays simp
ly were her parents. She wrote to one correspondent in 1941 that she dis
liked "being exposed as a novelist and told my people are my mother and 
father, when, being in a novel. they're not."' Woolf insisted on her right to 
transform her real-life models and to shape her art as she saw fit. The impor
tant collectiolJ of Julia Stephen's papers now in the Washington State Un~ 
versity Library shows that the portrait of her as Mrs. Ramsay, uncannily ac
curate though it was in many ways, was quite skewed in others. Mrs. Ram
say relegates work to "the admirable fabric of the masculine intelligence," 
and she feels herself unsuited even to the traditional philanthropy that 
ladies of her station regularly took up because of her "untrained mind." 
Julia Stephen's mind may have been "untrained," but it was vigorous and in 
some ways surprisingly professional. Her one published book, Notes from 
Sick Rooms (1883), and the unpublished stories for children and essays on 
public issues at Washington State University show her to have been quite 
different from Mrs. Ramsay in important ways. 

Julia Stephen thought of nursing as a vocation and regularly idealized it 
in what she wrote. In one of her unpublished essays, she describes the new 
career of hospital nurse in a way that tries to account for its powerful ap
peal to the many young women who were choosing it: "The wages are not 
the temptation - the freedom is not for there is none - the strictest obser
vance of the rules is one of the first duties of the Hospital Nurse and while 
her work is both manual & mental she is not treated as a heroine nor as a 
slave - she has chosen her lot of enforced work & of rigid ru le, because she 
has found that to serve was the highest expression of her nature & that to 
her it was easier to live under the strict rule with clearly defined duties."' 
Her book Notes from Sick Rooms suggests that a nurse who has mastered 
her craft has a sense of competence and usefulness that is probably more 
like what the professional men of her circle would have felt about their 
work than it is like the modern vision of the pathetic, self-sacrificing Vic
torian female condemned to perpetual servitude in the sick room. Julia 
Stephen was convinced in any case that "service is the condition of our be
ing," and she meant this motto to apply to men as well as to women.• 
Perhaps she had merely found a way of idealizing women's bondage, but 
that is certainly not the way she thought about the matter, and there is 
something arrogant and patronizing in the modern habit of treating such 
forms of ideal ism as self-delusion. 

Julia Stephen's professional seriousness is also revealed in some of her 
other unpublished writings. The Washington State University has drafts of 
three essays - on the domestic arrangements of the English home, on the 
servant question, and on agnostic women - as well as a group of ten stories, 
most of them quite long and essentially complete. The most interesting of 
the essays is a spirited defense of the intellectual independence of women 
in matters of faith. It was written as a protest against an article published in 
The Nineteenth Century which insisted that women surrender their religious 
belief .only "because they have subjugated themselves to the intellect of 
some man and become Agnostics from reverence -- love - admiration -
whatever the feeling may be - which they have for an Agnostic." In 
challenging this condescending assumption, Julia Stephen refuses to 
delegate women's mental life to "the admirable fabric of the masculine in
telligence": "We will not concede that where a man chooses or rejects a 
faith from conviction a woman does so from a desire to please . ... In the 
acceptance or rejection of a creed let the woman be judged as the man."' 
These confident assertions are far from the hesitant accents of Mrs. Ram
say, who in To the Lighthouse thinks "We are in the hands of the Lord," then 
reproves her wandering mind for drifting into such banalities. 

The stories for children reveal a different kind of professionalism. Most 
of them are fully formed and carefully constructed fictions of considerable 
length (twenty to fifty manuscript pages). They exist in easily readable fair 
copies, sometimes in more than one version, which suggests careful revision 
and a determination to preserve and perhaps circulate them. There are 
some indications that they were intended for publication, with drawings by 
Leslie Stephen, although it is not clear how seriously this project was pur
sued. In any case, they are not the work of an amateur storyteller but of 
someone who has thought about characterization, suspense, and narrative 
shape rather carefully and who writes with delightful inventiveness and con
siderable wit. I do not mean to make extravagant claims for these stories. 
They lack the authentic power of the classics of children's literature, and 
they run to formula. Many of them are cautionary tales about the disap
pointment in store for restless children who try to escape from the world of 
the routine and the familiar; the young rebels soon weary of their freedom 
and long to return to hearth and home. They are functional parables written 
by someone with an unshakable faith in middle-class domestic life - the 
products of a sensibility that is finally rational. moralistic, and firmly con
ventional. But within those limits, they are the work of a real writer with a 
flair for language and a shrewdly observant eye. In To the Lighthouse, Mrs. 
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Ramsay reads James the Grimms' tale "The Fisherman and His Wife." It is a 
shrewd choice on Woolf's part, since the story reinforces Mrs. Ramsay's 
belief that wives must be subordinate to their husbands. But her real-life 
counterpart did not have to depend on the traditional tales when she re
quired a moral fable. She wrote her own. 

Such transformations of fact into fiction are a sign of Woolf's artistic in
dependence. Her motives in making such changes are exceedingly complex, 
and this is not the place to discuss them. But the availability of some of the 
raw materials of her art in collections like the one at Washington State are 
giving us greater access to the ways in which her mind worked and a deeper 
understanding of its products. They are indispensable to the new vision of 
Virginia Woolf that has been emerging in the past decade. 

Alex Zwerdling 
University of California, Berkeley 

1. The Letters of Virginia Woolf, Ill, 572. 
2. The Letters of Virginia Woolf, V I, 464. 
3. Ju lia Stephen, ~ashington State University Papers, #11, pp. 4-5. Th is and subsequent 

passages quoted with permission of WSU Libraries. 
4. Julia Stephen, Washington State University Papers, #11, p. 4. 
5. Julia Stephen, Washington State University Papers, #13, pp. 1, 14. 

Drawing by Leslie Stephen in The Works of George Chapman. Ed. by Richard Herne 
Shepherd. London: Chatto & Windus, 1874. 

----· 



BLUE c$' . GREEN. 

GREEN. 

The point.ed fingers of glass hang downwards. 
'The light slides down the glass, and drops a pool 
of green. All day long the t.en fin,,,<Jel'8 of the 
lustre drop green upon the marble. The feathers 
of parakeets-their harsh cries-sharp blades of 
palm tree.~-green too; i.,rreen nee?fes glittering 
in the sun. But the hard glass drips on to the 
marble ; the pools hover above the desert sand ; 
the camels lurch through them ; the pools settle 
on the IruLrble; rushes edge them; weeds clog them; 
here and there a whit.e blossom ; the frog fl.ops 
over ; at night the stars are set there unbroken. 
Evening comes, and the shadow sweeps the gree• 
<iver the mant.elpiece ; the ruffled surface of ocean. 
No ships come ; the aimless waves sway beneatla 
the empty sky. It's night ; the needles drip biota 
-0£ hlue. The g:een's out. 

66 

Blue 4' (;rem. 

BL'D'J:. 

The snub-nosed monster rises t.o the surflre'" 
and spout.II through his blunt nostrils two columns . 
of wat.er, which, fiery·whit.e in the centre, spray 
off into a fringe of blue beads. Btro.keoi of blue· 
line the b1ack tarpaulin of his hide. Slushinu the· 
~ter through mouth and nostrils he sinks, h~vy 
with water, and the blue closes over him dowsing 
the polished pebbles of his eyes. Thrown upon 
the beach he. lies, blu!1t, obtuse,, shedding dry blue 
scales. Thell' metallic blue stains the rusty iron . 
on the beach. Blue are the ribs of the wrecked 
rowing boat. A ~av~ rolls beneath the blue bells. 
:But the mthedral s different, oold, incense laden,. 
faint blue with the veils of madonnas. 

G7 

"Blue & Green" by Virginia Woolf in Monday or Tuesday. Richmond: The Hogarth Press, 1921. Quoted with the permission of the Hogarth Press. 

THE VALUE OF THE VIRGINIA WOOLF COLLECTION 
When G.A. Holleyman published his inventory of part of the Woolf's Vic

toria Square and Monks House libraries, under the title "Catalogue of 
Books from the Library of Leonard and Virginia Woolf Taken from Monks 
House, Rodmell, Sussex and 24 Victoria Square, London and Now in the 
Possession of Washington State University, Pullman, U.S.A." (Brighton: 
Holleyman and Treacher, 1975), he alerted scholars to the wealth of infor
mation on Virginia Woolf's intellectual background that the Washington 
State University Collection offers. Of course the Woolfs' actual library was 
considerable larger than the one the Holleyman catalogue describes, as its 
Introduction makes plain. 

Thus it seems advisable to go to Pullman, as I first did in the spring of 
1976, and compile a list of the books there relating to literature which had 
belonged to the Woolfs but were not covered in Holleyman. 

I had been alerted to Holleyman itself and, thus, to Washington State, by 
Louise DeSalvo, whom I fortunately met the autumn before, when we were 
both in Brighton working with the Monks House papers at Sussex Univer
sity. She knew (from me) that I was working on a study of Woolf's literary 
allusions and sources in the collected essays. Holleyman had just been pub
lished and was lying on the desk in the library reading room upstairs de
voted to Woolfiana. My next stop was at Holleyman and Treacher's shop, 
and there I secured a copy. I later learned from Woolf scholar Edward Hun
gerford that he was responsible for convincing George Holleyman to in
clude the excellent index - without which the volume would have been 
practically useless initially. 

Later, learning that the Bow Windows Bookshop had sold yet another 
batch of the Woolfs' boqks (formerly on more or less permanent Joan to 
Leonard's nephew Cecil Woolf for some years) to Washington State, I jour
neyed to Pullman again, in summer 1980. This past fall (1983) I looked at a 
third list, of 61 Woolf-owned books purchased by Washington State, 
through an intermediary, from Quentin and Anne Olivier Bell. "Holleyman" 
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itself, as well as the 1980 list of books from Cecil Woolf, figure in my work 
Virginia Woolf's literary Sources and Allusions: A Guide to the Essays (Gar
land, 1983) as a background to the charts that compose most of the volume, 
documenting the allusions and sources used by Woolf in writing those 
critical and biographical pieces which have been collected· so far. By per
mission of the WSU Collection's curators, I also printed the 1980 list- its li
terary titles - in Virginia Woolf's Literary Sources ... , as a "Holleyman Ad
dendum" (Appendix B). Both Holleyman itself (thought it does not list pub
lishers) and the Addendum were extremely helpful in assembling the charts. 

1981 found me in Pullman on a different errand: to examine the blue
paper MSS of Julia Stephen's nine delightful stories for children, bought for 
the WSU Collection at Sotheby's the previous summer. What a surprise it 
was to know they existed; what a pleasure it was to read them; and how 
good it will be if the Washington State University press can issue them in a 
scholarly edition! 

Elizabeth Steele 
The University of Toledo 



HEDDA GABLER. 

Tu11A1'. 

Ob, now 1he ia fingering thOIO piotola 8fl8in. 
[Ht tArow1 tM curtaina uicle, and "'m in, 

followed by MB8. EL•'BTEJ>. HEDDA liu 
t:ZU11dtd lif•1- un lk oofa. C<mfiai.on 
and noi.M. BERTHA oonw in frt>rn. tAt 
rig hi. 

TE8>1AN. 

[ Shrie.U "' BRACK.] Shot hen;elf ! Shot herself in 
the temple! Fancy that I 

BRACK. 

[lla!f jai..Ung in IAo a,.,,..,..,;r.] But, may God toke 
pity on ue-people don't do ouch things as that I 
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Note by Ell beth Robins in her copy of Hedda Gabler: "If this last scene is played by 
Brack & He a with a feverish intensity - if its kepi up by all it will be tremendous! 

MY FIRST V ~IT TO THE WOOLF LIBRARY AND 
BLOOMSBU Y COLLECTION IN PULLMAN 

We have al I taken a peek at our friend's bookshelves while they are out 
in the kitchen rattling pans or cracking the ice. On my visit to the Leonard 
and Virginia Woolf Library, I had somewhat that sensation - I walked about 
taking surreptit ious glimpses, expecting at any moment to be told to step 
out of the stu~y. 

My, I thought, look at how many of these bindings and labels are put on 
by Virginia Woolf's own hand. Now if one just looked inside a few ... How 
very interesting! It seems Virginia Woolf never marked in her father's books, 
but did in Leonard's. Her notes are usually in the front, sometimes careful 
genealogies of characters, and Leonard Woolf's notes are in the back- how 
neat and thorough here in Belloc's The Jews. There are numerous books on 
Judaism and a surprising number of Bibles (especially Old Testaments). 
Here is one inscribed by his mother to "Lenny," wishing him to live by these 
great principles, etc. And curiouser and curiouser, one inscribed "To my 
dear wife, Virginia." 

Lots of travel books, as I would have expected, and materials from the 
Sussex Archaeological Society. What an enormous biography section - and 
the Paston letters, of course. Oh, here is Hilda Lessways, but Leila Luedeking 
points out to me that the only chapter with any marks in it at all is the one 
Virginia Woolf quoted in "Mr. Bennett and Mrs. Brown." Is it just possible 
she never read the whole book? Vera Brittain's Testaments are here - not 
marked though. The Ceylon Collection is really impressive, as are the many 
books on the causes of war. Oh yes, the books on our shelves do 
characterize us. This Library is as multifaceted and intriguing as were the 
people who accumulated it. 

I could have wandered all day, but did finally settle to my task, which 
was to finish up a biographical essay on Virginia woolf for one of the Dic
tionary of Literary Biography volumes. What ideal conditions! Every 
reference book and first edition and Hogarth Press book is right at one's 
finger tips. It is One Stop Shopping for Bloomsbury scholars. 

}.}. Wilson 
Sonoma State University 
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OF LEONARD AND LIBRARIES 
There are, of course, two difficulties in consulting the Woolf Collection 

at Washington State University. First, getting to Pullman itself - it is no 
geographical hub; and, second, if one drives, finding a parking place on 
campus. But these two hurdles leaped, one can have easy access - and 
generous help. In 1981-82, I had a sabbatical, having sworn to my dean long 
before that, if he'd just give me the time, I would really write something on 
Leonard Woolf's creative works. Years before, my mind had registered Leila 
Luedeking's excellent bibliography of Leonard's books in the WSU holdings 
(published in the Virginia Woolf Quarterly, Vol. I, no. 1). It was that 
bibliography which led me to WSU. 

And so I arrived in Pullman on the morning of a brilliantly sunny Fall day 
in 1981, eager to see, if not read, all those books by Leonard that one can 
get hold of only by short-term interlibrary loan and dreadful waits. I wanted, 
in particular, to read Leonard's short stories and "Hunting the Highbrow," 
as well as to take another look at Barbarians at the Gate and The Hotel. 
Eight months before, working at long distance on an article about Leonard's 
play, I'd read Barbarians in the Jagiellonian University Library in Cracow, 
the only copy of any of Leonard's works in all the library and maybe in all 
of Poland. Because Barbarians was politically suspect, it was carefully pro
tected from almost everyone. Even though I was an official member of the 
university faculty, I had terrible difficulty getting permission to read the 
book. At last, permission having sifted down from above, I waited at an 
assigned desk in a special room with eight other aging scholars; out the high 
windows I could see only bare winter branches and dull winter clouds. At 
last a young man brought the book and I signed the card and began to read 
under dim lights. A careful librarian watched over us. 

No such supervision at WSU. I found the Ceylon diaries easily, found the 
Stories from the East printed with the diaries, and settled in, taking my notes 
as carefully as a not too scholarly drive allowed me. Then, putting back the 
stories, I took down Barbarians in order to make sure that the particular 
citations I was planning to use were accurate. It's difficult to convey the 
sense in which I looked at the book this time. Perhaps it was the sun outside. 

The day wore on, my pencil wore down, I went to lunch, came back, and 
opened up The Hotel, once more to check citations. How pleasant to read 
good political satire. Then I spent a good deal of the afternoon scribbling 
down quotes from "Hunting the Highbrow," delighted by more of Leonard's 
wit and unkindness. At last, I got up to look for Virginia and Leonard's Two 
Stories - I had never read "Three Jews" and needed to. Alas, it was not on 
its shelf. Hidden away? Hardly. But I had run out of gas; I didn't even have 
enough to go ask someone where the book was. But I could have, easily. 
And that was the more pleasant thought. 

In short, the Woolf books are there - not everything that Leonard wrote, 
not everything that was in the Woolf library, but more than enough for any 
wandering scholar. 

LL Lee 
Western Washington University 
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Drawing by William Makepeace Thackeray in Chrysa/, (1771 ). 



ANOTHER FIRST VISIT 
Imagine two or three small rooms that would hold, say, five thousand 

books closely packed in library stacks. Imagine that these rooms were 
stored not only with one copy each of nearly all the publications of the 
Hogarth Press, but with a good portion of what has remained from the 
libraries of Leslie Stephen, Virginia and Leonard Woolf. This is what I en
countered when I first visited the Special Collections at WSU and asked for 
the Virginia Woolf collecation. 

When I looked at these books and pamphlets some years ago, all were 
housed together in one contiguous area. It is my understanding that some 
shifting of books has since been made. At any rate, I did see there Kew Gar
dens (Hogarth Press, 1919), of which 150 copies were printed. One must han
dle the physical property of unusual books such as this to gain an apprecia
tion of how they were assembled. One sees those decorated wrappers 
which, B.J. Kirkpatrick assures us, undoubtedly came from Roger Fry's 
Omega workshops. Perhaps 50 copies survive of this book today in the 
world. 

In such a storehouse of the personal possessions that the Woolfs actually 
used, one could begin to frame new questions about their reading. I could 
wonder and investigate whether many review copies had survived from the 
pre- Common Reader days. (Not very many did, since both Leonard and 
Virginia sold review copies at frequent intervals.) But, after saying that, we 
must make many qualifications. For example - not a review copy, certainly, 
but a book which is the subject of an essay in The Second Common Reader 
does survive at WSU: The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia, the very folio 
volume (tenth edition, London, 1655), which Woolf mentions in her opening 
paragraphs to the essay. We find the edition of Sons and Lovers, a cheap 
reprint, that Virginia must have acquired at the time (1930) when she re-read 
Lawrence during the year after his death. 

We find curious editions passed down from the Stephen family, presenta
tion copies from such worthy Victorians as Browning and James Russell 
Lowell. There at least 15 separate volumes of the writings of George 
Meredith; four editions of the Rubaiyat of Omar Khayyam; all that remains 
(a great many volumes) of Leonard's school copies of the classics: much an
notated Plato, Pindar, Sophocles, Euripides. Knowing how often the Woolfs 
referred to Montaigne, and wondering what editions they used, I found im
prints of 1892, 1905, 1927, and volume three of a 1759 edition. The 1905 
Montaigne, in three volumes, translated by Cotton, has labels printed in the 
hand of Virginia Woolf. 

Many examples, probably more than fifty, exist of books that were 
recovered or rebound by Virginia. Many have bookplates from the Woolfs, 
particularly of Virginia, at all periods of her life but especially before her 
marriage. A preliminary listing of these has been done, somewhat 
haphazardly, in the Catalogue of Books ... Taken from Monks House, 
Rodmell, Sussex, and 24 Victoria Square, London ... (Brighton: Holleyman 
and Treacher, 1975). But I have no doubt that much work remains to be 
done for an adequate description of the Woolf's library. 

The WSU collection really demands, for the kind of exploration which 
would delight others when properly described, one of those persons from an 
extinct class of human beings - the Man of Letters, a person of leisure and 
eccentric miscellaneous information. With a ten-year grant from the Ford 
Foundation, to pursue any lines of investigation that occur to him/her, such 
a person might indeed be able to demonstrate the richness and the endless 
avenues in European literature which the Woolf's personal library makes it 
possible for the modern reader to pursue. 

Ed Hungerford 
Southern Oregon State College 
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Drawing by Leslie Stephen in vol. 1 of Herbert Fisher's The Medieval Empire. London & 
New York: Macmillan, 1898. 
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Drawing by Thoby Stephen in Part I of Select Private Orations of Demosthenes. 2nd ed., 
rev. Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1886. 

WORKING WITH THE WOOLF LIBRARY 
Currently in graduate school at Emory, I am more an impassioned stu

dent and reader of Woolf, and a feminist interested in Woolf, than a Woolf 
scholar. Still, I remember well my excitement - and surprise - six years ago 
<1t finding the Woolf Library in Pullman, of all places. The work I did there
bibliography, shelving, cleaning the books - was educational and a great 
pleasure. The books themselves are amazing, filled as they are with draw
ings, inscriptions, signatures, notes from the hands of people who were prac
tically mythical to me then. The great range of subjects in the collection is 
matched by the range of physical formats, of the era of publication, of con
ditions (Carla Kapler's repairs and restoration of many of the books are 
practically miraculous) - it is, in short, a bibliophile's paradise. Of most im
portance for scholars, though, is the fact that it was a working library for 
both Virginia Woolf and for Leonard. 

In light of that fact, the number of books about people - biography, au
tobiography, letters, journals - present in the collection is revelatory. Hav
ing noted the preponderance of such materials, in 1979 I wrote a proposal 
for a National Endowment for the Humanities Youthgrant to study the 
presence and significance of that material, which would have included an 
annotated bibliography. As the grant was not funded, my plans went by the 
wayside. Still, the study would be a valid one, I think. We know how in
tensely interested in people Woolf was; how 'real' people crept into her fic
tion (for instance, the famous incident of Berta Ruck); the biographical ori
entation of many of her critical essays; how voracious a reader she was and 
the extensive use she made of literary allusion; how the people of literature 
- authors and characters alike - filled her inner life. We might find that 
biography provided as much fodder for allusion as did literature per se. 

The books that Woolf read and knew are important in pursuing the path 
of the life of her mind, and therefore of significance in studying her works. 
Woolf, like a myriad of great writers, great minds, was a voracious reader, 
and did not draw a thick, straight black line separating literature from life, 
for not only does literature reflect life, but it is itself a kind of life that fills 
the mind and moves a person to action - to write, perhaps to publish. The 
collection is certainly one of the more complete in terms of printed material 
relating to the life and work of those associated with Bloomsbury. Brenda 
R. Silver might have profited from consulting the collection while working 
on her Virginia Woolf's Reading Notebooks; she did make use of the 
Catalogue of Books from the Library of Leonard and Virginia Woolf 
(Brighton, 1975) but it represents only partially what the Woolf Collection 



contains, and inaccurately at that. Therefore, there are gaps in locating and 
specifying editions probably used by Woolf. An example is that the Duke of 
Portland's Men, Women, and Things: Memories, which is cited on page 60 
of Silve(s holographs of the notebooks, is not listed in the Catalogue ... but 
is in the WSU collection, inscribed to Virginia by T.S. Eliot. 

The Woolf Collection at Washington State University provides much for 
the scholar interested in Bloomsbury, Virginia Woolf, Leonard Woolf, Leslie 
Stephen, the Hogarth Press, and those associated with the Woolfs and 
Bloomsbury, rather along the lines of that which Leslie Stephen provided to 
the young Virginia Stephen: significant books, a place to read and to work, 
a view of the continuity and contiguity of literary endeavor, and the liberty 
to draw his or her own conclusions. 

Linde M. Brocato 
Emory University 
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Drawing by Leslie Stephen in John Ruskin's Time and Tide, by Weare and Tyne. London: 
Smith, Elder & Co., 1872. 

FROM A PRINTER'S POINT OF VIEW 
The Woolf Collection in Pullman, Washington, is becoming well known 

to scholars, but I, lacking credentials of a deme, would like to express my 
appreciation for the rewarding two weeks I s nt there as the visiting house
wife/bookworm. Virginia Woolf's books have b non my shelves sin.ce The 
Waves appeared in the early thirties. I was a colle ~irl then, and this book 
was so surprising, so strange, did I understand 1t? H use of language. was 
compelling, and from the first sentence I was drawn to er special charm: "I 
see a ring," said Bernard, "hanging above me." Why, if one had a friend 
who did not know Virginia Woolf's writing and was not an English major, 
one could always lend him Flush as an introduction. Everybody read Brown
ing when I went to college. So the admiration of Virginia Woolf's fiction 
and essays remained, and then Leonard Woolf's autobiography was added 
to my shelves. I respected it so much I longed to find his youthful novels. 
That is the second thread which drew me to Pullman. 

The third is the Hogarth printing press. I, too, have a press and for twenty 
years have been printing things which I value, hand setting each letter in the 
line for the chase, cutting the paper, sheet by sheet, being my own devil. It 
has not led to fame here. The Woolfs did that sort of thing for a little while, 
and then moved on to publishing. I knew it, but I liked thinking about their 
early efforts as I went about my delightful tedium. 

And, finally, personal libraries are always fascinating to me, so I knew the 
collection of this extraordinary couple would be thrilling. It was. I read for 
several hours every day the library was open, almost resenting lunch time 
for this great feast of the senses was not mine forever. I would return home 
and might never see these books again. There are the beautiful volumes of 
Thackeray, coming from Leslie Stephen, the gifts of writing friends, yes, 
Leonard's novels I had not seen before, the diary he kept in Ceylon, all of 
Virginia's work created with both pain and joy, books that matched, books 
that did not match, little books, big books, well bound and casually bound 
volumes - a great treasury from two of the most productive, serious, and 
gifted people of our century. Do we not always long to be as close as possi
ble to those whose work has moved us and increased our passion for living 
and understandihg? This collection invites a reader to handle the books 
(very carefully, of course) Leonard and Virginia Woolf valued, the sources 
they studied, the poems they received from admiring friends, and in an im
portant way, they are not dead, they are always living in that special room 
honoring them, as they are on my shelves in Kentfield. 

Mildred Bissinger 
Kentfie/d, California 
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FRESHWATER 
The VWM appeal for comments on the French production of Freshwater 

generated generous response. These, in edited versions here, along with 
reviews in, for example, the New York Times (October 22, 1983), the Times 
literary Supplement (November 11, 1983), and "The Talk of the Town" sec
tion of The New Yorker (November 21, 1983), provide the multiple perspec
tives of which Virginia Woolf, who wrote the play in 1923 and reworked it for 
a private performance in 1935, was so fond. References in the following ac
counts are to the October, 1983, performances at New York University; a 
November, 1983, performance in Paris at the Renaud-Barrault Theatre; an 
earlier performance at the Centre Pompidou in December, 1982; and another 
November, 1983, performance in London at the Riverside Studios. The 
Dramatis Personae were Julia Margaret Cameron played by Joyce Mansour, 
poet; Charles Hay Cameron, her husband: Alain Robbe-Grillet, novelist and 
film maker; George Frederick Watts, R.A.: Guy Dumur, theatre critic for Le 
Nouvel Observateur; Ellen Terry, wife of G.F. Watts: Florence Delay, 
novelist, playwright, and professor at the University of Paris: Alfred Ten
nyson, poet /aureat: Eu~ne Ionesco, playwright; Mary Magdalen, the maid: 
Rodica Ionesco; Lieutenant John Craig, R.N.: Tom Bishop, Chair of French 
Civilization and Culture at NYU; Queen Victoria: Jean-Paul Aron, professor 
of history, critic, and playwright; The Porpoise: at NYU, David Noakes, direc
tor of NYU's Maison Fran]aise and in Paris, Blaise Gautier; The Butler (a role 
not in Woolf's original): Nathalie Sarraute, novelist. All performances were 
directed by Simone Benmussa, playwright and founder of the Espace 
Theatral Company. Nigel Nicolson, whose comments appear in this issue, in
troduced the New York performance; Angelica Garnett introduced the pro
duction Ruth Z. Temple saw in Paris. Lucio Ruoto/o's edition of the 1923 and 
1935 versions of the play was published in 1976 (Harcourt Brace Jgvanovich); 
Elisabeth Janvier's translation of the 1935 version into French (Editions des 
Femmes, 1981) was the text for these performances. 

QUEEN VICTORIA: QUE L'ESPRIT DE MON 

BIENHEUREUX ALBERT NOUS GONTEMPLE DU 

HAUT DU GIEL ET NOUS PROTEGE. 

A French translation of Freshwater, Virginia Woolf's only play, has re
cently been performed in Paris, New York and London by a company of 
French intellectuals. It would be difficult to imagine a more bizarre event. 
The audiences were attracted as much by the novelty of the occasion and 
the distinction of the amateur actors as by the delightful frivolity of the play 
itself. 

The astonishing company put on a highly entertaining performance, im
proved more than marred by occasional forgetfulness (the prompter, a role 
carried by Virginia Woolf herself in the original 1935 production, was an in
tegral member of the cast), and by the simplicity of the scenery- the sea off 
the Isle of Wight was represented by a long strip of blue cloth, and Queen 
Victoria was pushed on stage astride a wooden horse. The play was intend
ed to be farcical, and it was acted farcically. No matter that Ionesco read 
his lines from a script concealed within a rnpy of Tennyson's Maude. No 
matter that the Queen's horse at one performance slewed sideways like an 
air-port trolley, and stuck. It was a jeu d'esprit, full of action, romance and 
Bloomsbury in-jokes, all the more enjoyable because it was in French, flat
tering the audiences' understanding of the language, and giving the play an 
extra twist of eccentricity and Gallic light-heartedness. 

Freshwater, of course, was written to amuse. Today it would be a home
movie. But it contains two implicit morals, seldom absent from Virginia 
Woolf's thoughts and writings - the falsity of Victorian values, and the in
tolerable presumption of men. Julia Cameron and Ellen)Terry form a com
posite portrait of Virginia herself. Cameron is liberated and undauntable; 
Ellen (then only 17, remember, and originally acted by Angelica Bell at the 
same age) refuses to be treated as a model and plaything by the sentimental 
old poet and painter. Its mockery is Bloomsbury's mockery of outmoded 
conventions in art and social attitudes. 

Perhaps we should not read into a frolic too serious an intent. Freshwater 
is Bloomsbury at play. It has had some amateur productions in the U.S. and 
England, but this French version is its apogee. One wonders whether 
American or British intellectuals of equivalent distinction would dare ex
pose themselves to the same ordeal and fun. I hope so. 

Nigel Nicolson 
Sissinghurst Castle, Kent England 

Having missed the New York University production of Freshwater owing 
to absence from the country, I was electrified as I arrived in Paris to find in 
Pariscope a performance announced November 7. A phone call confirmed 
my fear that the house was sold out. I resorted to my friend Nathalie Sar
raute, who called back that evening to say a ticket would be waiting for me. 
This was an extraordinary dispensation - each actor had had only two 
tickets, since the show was to benefit Amnesty International, and there had 



been very few free press seats. I mention these details only to indicate that 
Virginia Woolf was doing well in Paris and to memorialize my indebtedness 
to the distinguished lady who was to play the butler. The overflow audience 
received the play with characteristically French enthusiasm. In the annals of 
drama I should think a more curious "translation" could scarcely be found 
than this of a Bloomsbury family romp to the French language and a French 
stage, done with inspired abandon by a gathering of distinguished French in
tellectuals. Virginia Woolf's "unbuttoned laughter'' up there in the Em
pyrean is easy to imagine. 

Here are some comments of mine on the performance, augmented with 
privileged observations provided over drinks by James the butler in her 
study on Avenue Pierre ler de Serbie. On the afternoon of the performance 
Ionesco declared that he was suffering from flu and could not possibly go 
on. General consternation, somewhat tempered by the awareness that he 
has hypochondriacal tendencies. By evening he had wholly recovered his 
stage presence, which was, in his patriarchal white beard, thoroughly Ten
nysonian (as in Max Beerbohm's "Tennyson Reading In Memoriam to his 
Sovereign"). If he had recovered his stage presence he had surely not 
recovered his lines. These, indeed, he probably never had. As his role called 
for his sitting majestically still, hilding a large tome inscribed Maud, he of 
course had his lines before him - but that was not enough. A slim and dap
per young lady in a pin-striped pant suit crouched beside him to activate his 
infrequent speeches, some of them readings from Maud. (No doubt the 
Bloomsbury actors forgot their lines too.) The one professional in the cast 
was with singular appropriateness the actress playing a demure but finally 
emancipated Ellen Terry. (Florence Delay had dramatic training before tur
ning academic and she played the lead in Brisson's film, Jeanne d'Arc.) 
Robbe-Grillet, who can scarcely be thought innocent of theatricality, 
brought to the part of the rather overshadowed husband of Margaret 
Cameron his customary vigor and conviction. Ionesco's wife, an 
unbelievably diminutive lady, trundled about the stage muffled in Victorian 
maid's attire, gently announcing the non-arrival of the Cameron caskets. 

Surely one of the most memorable characters would have startled the 
author of Freshwater. In the first version (1923) appeared a (speechless) 
butler who then disappeared. Simone Benmussa had the inspiration of re
instating James and giving him lines judiciously culled from the other's 
speeches so as to create a sort of chorus. Nathalie Sarraute, in sleek white 
coat, her gray hair square cut, glided in and out with spectral detatchment, 
as it were the Spirit of Freshwater. The climax of the play as satirical farce 
was the appearance of Queen Victoria in drag, an exceedingly tall being in 
luxuriant black, riding on a small wooden horse. The play by now has been 
produced in London. The English performance in prospect was causing 
Nathalie Sarraute some apprehension: might not the short excerpt from 
God Save the Queen that opens the play and the unusual interpretation of 
Queen Victoria that ends it provoke an English 11udience to throw 
tomatoes? Out of my rich experience of English theatre-going I found 
courage to reassure her. Nigel Nicolson told the NYU audience that he 
found the production bizarre, too bizarre, he had thought to find an au
dience "even in New York." Well, it sold out in New York and in Paris and I 
hope that we shall soon be hearing that it sold out even in London. 

Ruth Z. Temple 
Chesterfield, Massachusetts 

Imagine Eugene Ionesco, in a long fake beard complete with elastic back 
the head, playing Alfred Tennyson onderously misreciting lines from his 
own poems. Now imagine Alain Robo rillet, in a sweeping gold brocade 
robe, as John Hay Cameron commenting on "facticity'' of things. Now 
imagine Nathalie Sarraute, jacketed, buttoned an g ved, as James the 
Butler, dreamily gliding on and off stage. Smiling yet? In mid-October a few 
lucky New Yorkers did not imagine this scene but actually saw it, at perfor
mances of Elizabeth Janvier's French translation of Virginia Woolf's play, 
Freshwater. 

Nigel Nicolson, introducing the performance, spoke of the jolly 
Bloomsbury crowd: "people who couldn't act but they acted, couldn't 
dance but they danced, couldn't sing but they sang." The New York cast 
was high-spirited with the afore-mentioned group of literary-artistic friends 
helping one another with forgotten lines and missed movements. Much of 
the evening's excitement arose onstage from the camaraderie among the 
members of the famous cast, and emanated out into the audience which 
was visibly excited to see them perform. The play, which reads somewhat 
humorously, burgeons with hilarity when a person known in his or her own 
right plays the part of another well-known person. That the actors were 
amateurs (as actors) who knew one another and who were known by the au
dience created a merry parallel between the 1935 and the 1983 perfor
mances of Freshwater. 

Marilyn Zucker 
East Setauket, New York 

Ed. Note: In M. Zucker's original longer piece, she spoke of the "tropisms" among the works of 
these new novelists and Woolf's own aesthetic experiments. She also mentioned two recent 
dissertations on Woolf and Sarraute: He~J in Park's (Indiana University, 1979) and Jane Archer's 
(SUNY Buffalo, 1983). 
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Review: VIRGINIA WOOLF'S READING NOTEBOOKS 
by Brenda Silver (Princeton University Press, 1983), 384 pgs., indexed, $20.00 

In the Sp.ring 1980 VWM Brenda Silver announced the forthcoming 
publication of this book. The long wait has been worth it: Virginia Woolf's 
Reading Notebooks is indeed a very fine annotated bibliography. By Silver's 
count, sixty-seven notebooks are extant, some containing just a few pages, 
some thick with notes. These she has painstakingly documented. For each 
work on which Woolf took notes, Silver provides the following information: 
Woolf's headnote; the number of manuscript pages Woolf devoted to her 
notes; Woolf's and/or the library's pagination; the author and title and, 
whenever possible, the edition. Some entries also contain additional infor
mation and brief quotation from Woolf's notes. Silver's book will join the 
Holleyman and Treacher Catalogue and Kirkpatrick Bibliography as an in
dispensable reference work for Woolf scholars. 

In a thirty-page introduction Silver acquaints us with Woolf's reading 
habits, and the ways in which her reading fed the critical essays. She paid 
"careful attention to those details of a text that reveal ... an author's inten
tion and skill," deriving generalizations from "an accumulation of in
dividual phrases, descriptions, and scenes." Such details also informed the 
more general critical essays: Woolf's reading of Stendhal, for example, con
tributed an important idea to "How Should One Read a Book" Or again, 
Silver finds a possible source for the Woolfian "life itself" in Remy de Gour
mont via May Sinclair. The introduction will entice readers into the 
bibliography itself, and especially to those entries made in the thirties, a 
period about which Silver has much to say. 

Whatever the critical merits of the introduction, the primary importance 
of this book is its usefulness as a reference work. As such it will be valued 
for its utter dependability. Silver convincingly dates Woolf's reading, a dif
ficult task because of her habit of reordering notes prior to binding them. In 
a series of brief essays heading up the lists of contents for the 67 volumes of 
notes, Silver cites diary entries, letters, publication dates of reviews and 
other essays - anything that might fix the time of reading with certainty or a 
high degree of probability. I am impressed with Silver's tenacity and im
agination, with sleuthing that extends even to Woolf's "slippery sort of pen" 
(p. 111). These essays also indicate interrelationships between various 
volumes of reading notes, and between notes and specific Woolf works, 
alerting us to connections we might not otherwise perceive. I recommend a 
paragraph in which Silver mentions that Vol. XII I contains a sketch for addi
tional rooms at Monks House, as well as a quotation about the difficulties 
caused by lack of privacy - a miniature Room of One's Own. 

From now on, scholars working with Woolf's reading notes at the Berg 
Collection, at Sussex, and at Yale, the repositories of the holographs, will do 
so with Brenda Silver's book in hand. They will appreciate - as I myself did 
when Professor Silver generously allowed me to use her draft a few years 
ago - the remarkable accuracy of this book. Silver has even identified and 
corrected Woolf's own errors. Perhaps we will quibble with a few of Silver's 
transcriptions (e.g. I make the quotation on p. 54 "Mr Gibbon, with his usual 
sneer [not "queer''] controverted it''), but more frequently they will correct 
our own faulty readings of Woolf's difficult hand. 

Silver has selected for quotation, from the enormous body of reading 
notes, statements that will delight users of this book. Thus although in 
general one should not expect bibliographies to make good reading, this 
one is often just that, particularly in the fifty-odd pages devoted to "Press 
Cuttings & extracts collected or copied by VW relative to 3Gs." To read 
straight through the opening lines, headlines, and other items that Silver 
quotes is to sense, just as in the footnotes to 3Gs, the overwhelming cultural 
forces against which Woolf inveighed. Other material briefly quoted in the 
annotations is also pertinent to feminism, although much had to be omit
ted. I looked in vain, e.g., for two revealing statements from Woolf's notes 
on Moll Flanders: "Moll a feminist: the courage to say no"; and "a very 
severe critic of his own sex: things a woman wd. hardly dare to say without 
being called a feminist'' (HRN, Vol. 3 [Berg]). But if the book were not to 
assume outlandish proportions, Silver had to confine quotation to one or 
two lines from some of the works that Woof noted, and she simply could 
not quote from others. That's all right: there is more than enough to whet 
the appetite. Woolf will provide the feast for those who go to the reading 
notes themselves. To show the way, Silver has given us a golden 
bibliography. 

Alice Fox 
Miami University, Oxford, Ohio 

_ J 



Review: THE SHORT SEASON BETWEEN TWO SILENCES: 
THE MYSTICAL AND THE POLITICAL IN THE NOVELS 
OF VIRGINIA WOOLF 
by Madeline Moore (Allen & Unwin, 1984), 189 pgs., indexed, $24.95. 

This perceptive study follows the pattern of Virginia Woolf's search for 
selfhood, an identity which, all her life,' remained anchored to that of her 
mother in a reversal of the traditional Persephone/Demeter myth. In 
Woolf's life and novels, it is the daughter who grieves for the mother, raped 
by death into the underWorld. Woolf's emotions would always be split, part 
belonging to the Demeter-sphere of women, the other the patriarchal 
literary tradition she was heir to. As Woolf grew older, the Demeter
Persephone images which crowd her earlier novels - The Voyage Out, Mrs. 
Dalloway, and To the Lighthouse - give way to those of the Egyptian 
Isis/Osiris legend. This shift may be a sign of her maturing sense of identity, 
for Isis redeems her lost Osiris by piecing together the fragmented parts of 
his body. Only his manhood is lost- the (threatening?) male principle. Order 
and wholeness (almost) replace grief and wandering. The Waves trium
phantly exploits this theme. But with Between the Acts, conceived and writ
ten under the external threat of German invasion (fascism/patriarchy), the 
autonomy of Isis falters; the novel's main character, Isa, fails to order and 
integrate her world. 

Virginia Woolf's mysticism, a quality gone undetected for far too long, is 
seen by Moore in Woolf's attraction to a powerful female deity of principle, 
and in the ascetic demands of an Outsider, wed to poverty, chastity (men
tal), and derision - requirements of the Outsider's Society set forth in 
Three Guineas. That Woolf herself married an Outsider was a way of 
preserving her own integrity while at the same time acceding to the 
social pressure to marry. That theirs was not a sexually bonded union 
was a second means by which Woolf secured the virginal (Persephone) 
identity she had so precariously achieved. 

The biographical introduction, superbly done, carefully researched, 
sheds light on a number of neglected areas in Woolf's life. One was her 
anorexia, brought about by her rebellion against repressive societal 
forces and, doubtlessly, though Moore does not mention it, a way of ac
tualizing, perhaps even atoning for, her rejection of the female role. 
Another is the earlier noted marriage of two Outsiders. Still another is 
the "ultimate mystical reality" (p. 17) which Woolf glimpsed in the con
fessions of the English Protestant mystic, Jane Lead, and the Quaker 
writings of her own aunt, Caroline Emelia Stephen (p. 25). The images of 
Light, which haunt the novels most closely connected to Woolf's own 
family (Night and Day, Jacob's Room, To the Lighthouse, The Waves), 
open up a new field of inquiry. As the Biblical "Woman Cloathed with 
the Sun," who appears in the prologues to The Waves, this luminous 
symbol of light functions as the connecting link between Woolf's 
mystical bent and the virginal and separatist pose she assumed in 
politics. Whether this connection seems natural or arbitrary depends on 
the reader's particular bias. My own hope was that Moore would, in ad
dition, examine Woolf's mysticism outside the political context, and . 
perhaps set it against both Leslie Stephen's and Leonard Woolf's ra
tionalist points of view. However, both men have, by the critics, been 
scanted their rightful and positive influence in Woolf's work, and to de
mean them more would be a pity. 

Harvena Richter 
University of New Mexico 

Woodcut by Carrington for Two Stories by Virginia Woolf and L.S. Woolf. Richmond: The 
Hogarth Press, 1917. 
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Cover Design by Vanessa Bell for Joan Adeney Easdale's Amber Innocent. London: The 
Hogarth Press, 1939. 

Review: VA NESSA BELL 
by Frances Spalding (Weidenfeld and Nicolson, Ticknor and Fields, 1983), 
399 pgs., indexed, £12.95, $22.95. 

Vanessa Bell was the queen of Bloomsbury. She ran the house in Gordon 
Square where her brother's Cambridge friends met and she continued to be 
the center round which the group revolved even after they began to live 
after the first world war less in London and more in country cottages. It was 
she who ran that extension of Bloomsbury, the Memoir Club. She embodied 
Bloomsbury's values in their most extreme form. Her contempt for 
worldliness, good form, fashion, modishness, self-advancement, the com
promises of politics and the simplest conventions of upper-middle class life, 
was matched by her contempt for respectability and the bien pensants. Sex
ual licence, bawdy talk, tolerance, an acute sense of the ridiculous and a ra
tional, dispassionate treatment of personal problems were her ideals. 

No one could make her do anything she thought was wrong or inconve
nient. Her father, who thought she should bow to his whims and run his 
house solely to please him, retired defeated. Her half-brothers, who dragged 
her to parties where she should make her debut in society, gave up in 
despair at her refusal to wear fashionable clothes. She did in fact inherit a 
good deal of her parents' temperament: her mother's ability to organize and 
run a house and a family with the minimum of fuss and money; and from 
her father, his mania for work, and his hatred of bores and of making con
versation, his total indifference to discomfort and cold, and even in old age, 
his grief over the deaths of those he knew in days gone by. Even more than 
her father she shut herself off from the world of acquaintances and civility 
to do the thing she cared most about in life- in her case painting. She was a 
beauty, apparently calm, humorous, and able to dominate quietly those 
about her. Everyone spoke of her calm, lapidary character, the boundless 
curiosity with which she depicted nature, which she loved, and the caustic 
judgements she made upon the world and almost anyone outside the 



minute circle whom she thought of as her loves and friends. 
But her serenity concealed passion. Throughout her life, Frances Spalding 

shows, Vanessa Bell had periods of nervous exhaustion, breakdowns, il
lnesses which were perhaps caused by her determination to control her feel
ings. For this book makes clear better than any other the strain which 
tolerance of sexual freedom placed upon them all. Like other human be
ings, they were torn by emotions such as jealousy - like others they felt 
rage, irritation, sorrow and at times torment, Clive Bell of Roger Fry, Fry of 
Duncan Grant, Vanessa of Virginia, and Vanessa of Duncan. But they con
trolled these emotions in their desire to live civilized lives where such erup
tions did not destroy their relationships and themselves, as is depicted in 
Racine. 

The strain told, and in two of her relationships Vanessa Bell suffered in
tensely. The first was in her love for Duncan Grant. Grant too could suffer 
in love but he had the homosexual habit of falling in and out of love with 
some ease. Vanessa's feelings for him were of terrifying intensity, so strong 
that after a few years he told her he could no longer sleep with her because 
the psychological tension was too great. After that she feared every time he 
got infatuated with a new love that he might leave her. Roger Fry might 
compliment her on the easy way in which she brought their liason to an end 
without degrading rows or scenes, enabling life to go on almost as it had 
before; Clive Bell might pride himself on continuing always to love Vanessa 
however many times he found a new mistress. But the cauldron was always 
omniously seething. 

The other relationship, which came to an end in terrible grief and 
changed her life, was with her elder son, Julian Bell. When he was killed in 
the Spanish civil war, it seemed to her senseless: a blow aimed at herself, for 
she belonged to the pacifist wing of Bloomsbury of her sister, Duncan 
Grant, Lytton Strachey and the Partridges. Many women feel a passion for 
their children which is stronger than that for their lovers; but did she not 
love Julian too strongly and create an intimacy with him which delayed his 
own emotional and intellectual development? Every affair, male or female, 
he discussed with his mother. If every girl appears less intelligent, less sym
pathetic, less responsive to one's moods, less able to share even the most 
private intimacies than one's mother, how can one form a stable relation
ship with any of them? In a curious passage on Vanessa's psychological 
need to paint, Frances Spalding reflects that her mother's lack of physical 
love for Vanessa and Virginia may have enabled them to free themselves 
and become artists. Exactly. Vanessa was never out of Julian's thoughts and 
whether it was Cambridge or Paris or China, he felt homesick for her. For 
her his death meant the end of real happiness. She withdrew more into 
herself. For a time her sister's genuine devotion in her grief brought them 
closer together. But whereas Virginia needed Vanessa's support and com
fort, Vanessa did not need Virginia. She never recovered from the loss of her 
son. 

Against this one must set Roger Fry's judgement. "It really is an almost 
ideal family based as it is on adultery and mutual forbearance ... a triumph 
of reasonableness over the conventions." But in one instance Vanessa's 
devotion to honesty and integrity, which all friends admired, failed her. 
That was in her relations with her daughter. Like Rebecca West she did not 
want publicly to acknowledge that her daughter was illegitimate. Angelica 
was eighteen before she was told that Duncan Grant was her father. And 
then Vanessa was faced with the problem which has troubled thousands of 
liberal-minded mothers since those days. What happens when one's 
daughter looks like having an affair with someone unsuitable? Unthinkable 
to preach chastity; impossible to say that the man cannot be tolerated. 
Should one encourage a mild flirtation, or even an affair with an older man 
to give her "experience"? What is one to do if the man is a former love of 
her father and known well to be ruthless and obsessive in sexual conquest, 
as Bunny Garnett was? 

Duncan took the deception about her parentage as a welcome excuse to 
evade responsibility; Clive was away for weeks and often months at a time. 
Angelica grew up ignorant of sex and without a guide. Frances Spalding 
does not conceal that Angelica resented the deception. Years later Angelica 
admitted to the same sort of obsession with her mother as Virginia Woolf 
had felt for her parents. 

When I first read the biography I was mildly irritated by the fact that the 
style of the times reflected the banalities of the every-day existence as it is 
transcribed from the wealth of material which Frances Spalding had at her 
disposal. I think much better of it on a second reading. It conveys what it is 
like to be a painter, how Vanessa's style developed in the forms it took and 
what were the artistic influences upon her and her contemporaries - how as 
a painter grows older it is almost inevitable that he will feel irritated by new 
emphases in the wa? younger painters represent what they see or feel. It is a 
remarkable achievement in charting what Vanessa Bell thought and felt 
day by day, year by year as a lover, mother, sister, artist and friend. It takes 
the reader to the heart of Bloomsbury - to the heart of its ideals; and it 
shows its failings in practice too. 

Noel Annan 
London, England 
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Cover design by Quncan Grant and Vanessa Bell tor Clive Bell's The Legend of Monte 
Della Sibilla or Le Paradis de La Reine Sibille. Richmond: The Hogarth Press, 1923. 

FROM THE READERS: 

Dear VWM: 
For my Bloomsbury Iconography, which is nearing completion, I should 

be grateful for assistance from readers on any of the following points: 
1. Information about the sculptor, date, purpose, and present whereabouts 

of the base relief of Julia Margaret Cameron based on a photograph by 
her son Henry and used as the frontispiece to the first edition of Victorian 
Photographs of Famous Men and Fair Women. 

2. Place of publication of a photographic facsimile of VW's first letter, writ
ten to James Russell Lowell when she was six. Houghton Library, which 
owns the letter, is not able to help. 

3. The second London impression of VW's Roger Fry: do the illustrations 
match those of the first impression or are they all dropped except for a 
frontispiece, as in the third impression? 

4. Place and date (including page number) of the first publication in a Lon
don periodical of the Man Ray photograph of VW with her right hand 
raised (published first in the United States in Harper's Bazaar January 
1937). 

5. Locations of reproductions (books or periodicals) of Henry Lamb's por
traits of (a) the St. John Hutchinson family and (b) Pippa Strachey. Also of 
descriptive details such as date, medium, and dimensions. 

Dear VWM: 

Elizabeth P. Richardson 
99 William St. 
Geneva, N. Y. 14456 

In "Virginia Woolf: The Next Hundred Years" )VWM Fall 1983, No. 21), 
Professor S.A. Henke comments that Virginia Woolf is only now coming to 
be recognized "along with James Joyce and D.H. Lawrence, as one of the 
major British fiction writers of this century," stating that this was not so one 
or two decades ago (when she was in graduate school), and stating further 
that" At the time [the late sixties], The Waves was not yet independently in 
print." I find these statements puzzling, to say the least, for I still have a 
copy of The Waves purchased by me in the late forties, when I was doing 
graduate work at The Bread Loaf School of English. Virginia Woolf's works 
were very much a part of our curriculum and she was already ranked a Icing 
with Joyce and Lawrence by the most noteworthy of our professors, Eliza
beth Drew, David Daiches, and Lawrence Thompson. Furthermore, critics 
such as Bernard Blackstone had come to regard The Waves as Virginia 
Woolf's finest work. See Virginia Woolf: A Commentary, London, 1949. 

Professor Ethel F. Cornwell 
Shepherd College, West Virginia 



VIRGINIA WOOLF SOCIETY 
The Virginia Woolf Society enjoyed a good turn-out for the two 

Woolf Society sessions at the December MLA Convention. Slides and 
spirited discussion animated the session on "Woolf and the Moderns," 
and a more meditative but equally engaged tone, and a spirit of sharing, 
characterized the fascinating discussions at the session on "Teaching 
Virginia Woolf in the University." It was particularly pleasing to see new 
members of the Society, and to have their thoughts about programming 
for the 1984 convention, in Washington. 

We do have some good plans for 1984, too! J.J. Wilson promises us 
the use of a family "manse" in Washington, where we can have a Woolf 
Society party. Moreover, we look forward to at least two, and with luck, 
three, interesting panels at the MLA Convention. 
1. Lucio P. Ruotolo (Stanford University, Stanford, California) will be 

chairing a session on "Woolf on War." 

Sonoma State University 
Virginia Woolf Miscellany 
Department of English 
Rohnert Park, California 94928 

2. Sandra Siegel (Cornell University, Ithaca, New York) will be chairing a 
session on 1974-1984--1994: Assessing Woolf Criticism, Ten Years 
Back and Ten Years Forward. 

3. We are also hoping to be able to hold a special session, which will be 
chaired by Elaine Ginsberg, on "Teaching Woolf in the University." 
This would be a repeat performance of the popular panel from the 
last MLA Convention, which so many members enjoyed and found 
helpful. 

Please do tell your friends to join the Society, so that they, too, may par
ticipate in planning our MLA sessions, and receiving the yearly 
bibliographic insert in the Miscellany. 

Susan Squier, President 
The Virginia Woolf Society 
SUNY, Stony Brook 
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