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This issue is dedicated to the memory of Quentin Bell, 
who died on December 16, 1996 at the age of 86. 

TO THE READERS: 
A modest exhibition of Bloomsbury works from the Bay Area is 

opening on April 1 in the Stanford Art Gallery. For those unfamil
iar with the Stanford campus, it is a small building next to the Art 
Building and between the Hoover Tower and the Southeast 
Corner of the Stanford Quad. The hours are Tuesday through 
Friday 10 a.m.-5 p.m., Saturday and Sunday 1-5 p.m. For informa
tion call (415) 723-4177. The exhibition will be shown with two dif
ferent companions. From April 1 until April 27 there will be in the 
Gallery "Body Language: The Human Form in Art:' On April 28 
the gallery will close for the installation of the Masters in Fine Arts 
exhibition, always quite an exhilarating show (where has art trav
elled since the Manet and the Post-Impressionists Exhibition of 
1910?) With its new partner, the Bloomsbury exhibition will be 
open again from May 20 until June 15. . 

The official opening of the exhibition will be on Wednesday 
April 9. The Gallery will be open during its regular hours and then 
from 5 until 9:30. At 7:30 in Annenberg Auditorium, I will give a 
lecture on "Bloomsbury in Sussex," a discussion of the houses that 
Virginia Woolf and Vanessa Bell occupied there, with particular 
attention to the contrasts between the Woolfs' Monk's House and 
Vanessa Bell's and Duncan Grant's Charleston Farmhouse. There 
will be a reception after the talk in the lobby of the Cummings Art 
Building. In the hope that this issue reaches its readers before the 
9th, I extend an invitation to see the exhibition, hear the lecture, 
and attend the reception. All are open to the public without charge. 

Bloomsbury art seems to be receiving a lot of attention lately. 
At the Michael Parkin Gallery in London there was from 
February 12 to March 14 "1910-Portrait of a Year," timed to coin
cide with a larger exhibition at the Barbican Art Gallery of mod
ern art in Britain 1910-1914 which is using as its focus the two 
Post-Impressionists exhibitions organized by Roger Fry in 1910 
and 1912. There is also an exhibition entitled "Bohemian London: 
Camden Town and Bloomsbury Paintings" at the Adelaide Art 
Gallery in Australia from May 16 to June 29. 

On Tuesday, April 15, 1997 in Room 307, History Corner, 
Stanford University at 4:15 Regina Marler, editor of Vanessa Bell's 
letters, will give a talk "Bloomsbury 1900/2000," a discussion of 
writings about Bloomsbury which also forms the subject of her 
forthcoming book, Bloomsbury Pie. 

On Wednesday May 21, 1997, in Annenberg Auditorium at 
Stanford University at 7:30, Marina Vaizey, the London art critic, 
will give a talk: "Young Turks in an Old Country: British Art 
Today." These various British activities, and others that are to be 
found in a brochure to be issued by the San Francisco British 
Consulate General, are part of a three month festival, "Britain Meets 
the Bay." The British Council has kindly helped support the 
Bloomsbury Art Exhibition and the visit of Marina Vaizey. (She will 
also be giving similar talks at the English Speaking Union on May 
22 and the University of California at Davis on May 27, and a talk 
on British artists books at the Book Club of California on May 19.) 

The next issue of the Virginia Woolf Miscellany is being edited by 
Jeanne Dubino on the theme of literary allusions and sources. 
Submissions may address either of the following two broadly 
defined themes: Woolf's explicit references to literature or reworking 
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of an earlier literary text. Jeanne Dubino writes to potential contrib
utors to the issue: "You may treat a single reference or brief series of 
references in her fiction or her essays. As you develop the idea of 
the influence of something on somebody else (namely, on Woolf) 
you are certainly invited to cast aside Charles Tansley's overseri
ousness and be playful-as Woolf herself often was in her use of lit
erary allusions and sources." Remember VWM format and be brief 
and pithy. Professor Jeanne Dubino's address is Department of 
English, Plymouth State College, Plymouth NH 03264 and/or 
jeanned@psc.plymouth.edu. As she is also the organizer of the 7th 
annual Virginia Woolf conference-its theme is Virginia Woolf and 
her Influences-to be held at Plymouth State College June 11-15 
presumably quite a few potential contributors can consult with her 
then, though her deadline for submissions is unusually early for 
VWM:July15! 

Peter Stansky 
Stanford University 

MEMORIES OF QUENTIN 
Quentin Bell characteristically remarked about his birth: "I was 

born in August 1910 and am therefore coeval with the First Post
Impressionist exhibition. In fact, I might almost claim we were 
twins, conceived about the same time and in much the same part 
of Bloomsbury. While the British public was howling with rage at 
Van Gogh's sunflowers and Cezanne's bathers I too was howling, 
but in a more more rational way." His mother was convinced that 
he was to be a girl, and she had decided to name her. Clarissa. 
Quentin's life-long style, I think, was to be quietly astounding and 
although he may have howled, he quietly astounded his mother 
by being a boy rather than a girl, and there was a little comedy 
that went on for some time before he acquired a name: Claudian 
was the leading contender for quite a while until his almost three 
year old brother Julian opted for Quentin, so he became Quentin 
Claudian Stephen Bell. His quietly astounding career will be dis
cussed here in the two very fine obituaries written for the London 
Press by Frances Partridge and Frances Spalding, one a writer 
who is part of Bloomsbury, as recorded in her splendid published 
diaries, and the other an eminent scholar of Bloomsbury, the biog
rapher of Roger Fry, Vanessa Bell, and being published in June, of 
Duncan Grant. (Frances Partridge and Frances Spalding have very 
kindly given the Miscellany permission to reprint.) 

I first met the Bells when Quentin was teaching art history at 
the University of Leeds. William Abrahams and I were at work on 
Journey to the Frontier, half of which was a biography of his brother 
who was killed in the Spanish Civil War. (He had edited a memoir 
of Julian in 1938.) We had come on to visit Quentin and Olivier 
who had asked us to stay, if I remember correctly, sight unseen, 
from a lunch with his sister Angelica and her husband David 
Garnett in Huntingtonshire where a formidable lady, a Dr Evans, 
had been most critical of our enterprise. Only when we arrived in 
Leeds, did we discover that this was one of the famous Popham 
sisters, Olivier Bell's aunt, with whom Rupert Brooke had been in 
love and who had resisted biographical inquiries about him for 
years. The Bells were extremely helpful to our enterprise. They 
gave us leads, discussed Julian, and couldn't have been more won
derful. I also vividly remember a visit that we made to Charleston 
~ith th~ Bells, long before it was open to the public, looking for 
1llustrahons for the book. And over the years, we kept in touch, 
and particularly memorably when the Bells visited California. He 
had then committed himself deeply to the saving of Charleston. 



He kindly read and made suggestions for the manuscript of my 
On or about December 1910, and then even bothered to write to me 
about the finished book. He was both unconventional and punctil
ious; I've just run across a letter from him from 1973: "I awoke at 3 
o'clock this morning with the sudden and horrible conviction that 
I never thanked you for your book [about Orwell]." He was wise 
and humane, light-hearted and very witty, yet fundamentally 
deeply serious. He would not hesitate to express his opinions, 
based on great authority, most particularly when he disagreed 
with what he regarded as some of the excesses of some students of 
his aunt's work and life. 

He was effortlessly, or so at least it appeared, multi-talented, as 
a teacher and as an artist. Like Roger Fry, probably his art, particu
larly pottery and sculpture in clay, was closest to his heart, but he 
is likely to be best remembered as a deeply distinguished writer. 
His formal education had been comparatively sparse-he hadn't 
gone to University-but obviously growing up in Bloomsbury had 
provided him with extraordinary knowledge, worn ever so lightly 
but at the same time with a great sense of depth. It may have taken 
him some time to outgrow the legacy of Bloomsbury or rather to 
stay within it but on his own terms. He was much more political 
than most of Bloomsbury in his early years. His art was with him 
from the beginning but his academic and writing life came later. It 
was almost as if it took him almost half his life to prepare for that 
and then when ready, he did so much so well. He published On 
Human Finery in 1947. He took his first academic position, at 
Newcastle, in 1952. He married Anne Olivier Popham that same 
year. His very influential The Schools of Design appeared in 1963 
and from then on the flow was considerable: Ruskin that same 
year; Victorian Artists in 1967; A New and Noble School on the Pre
Raphaelites in 1982; Techniques of Terracotta with illustrations by 
his son, Julian, in 1983; a novel, The Brandon Papers, in 1985 which 
perhaps wasn't a total success; Bad Art, a wonderful collection of 
essays in 1987. His last book, in 1995, Elders and Betters (in America 
Bloomsbunj Re-called) is an insightful series of memoirs of those 
among whom he had grown up. And there were several other 
books, and many articles and pamphlets. 

But of course for the readers of the Miscellany, two books stand 
out, Bloomsbury of 1968 and no doubt his greatest work, his biogra
phy of his aunt Virginia Woolf of 1972. Both were path breaking 
books, the former of a more modest sort. We are so accustomed to 
so much being written on Bloomsbury that we forget that its study 
is a comparatively recent phenomenon. Bloomsbury is now irritat
ingly out of print, at least in this country, for it shouldn't be as it 
provides a witty personal and highly perceptive introduction to 
the group. It is hard to realize that the Virginia Woolf biography 
appeared thirty-five years ago. I think that its great success, partic
ularly in this country, rather surprised Quentin. Its aim was mod
est as he made little claim to be a literary critic, but rather fully to 
present her life, which he succeeded so admirably in doing. As 
with any important work, it is possible to disagree with it in vari
ous ways, and there have been both excellent and not so good lives 
since. But it is the foundation stone. It was an honor, a pleasure, 
and great fun to have known him. And one will be forever grateful 
for how much he has told us and how well. 

Peter Stansky 
Stanford University 

HEAD, HEART AND HANDS OF BLOOMSBURY 
When asked to describe a dear familiar friend, whose personal

ity has been relished and taken for granted for years, it some times 
happens that the solid figure dissolves, perhaps be cause time has 
shaken the kaleidoscope of images. 

This is far from true in the case of Quentin Bell, whose death 
from a heart attack aged 86, has spread deep sadness. His presence 
and life style form a continuous conversation-piece drawn with 
strength, permanency and delicacy on the inner screen of memory 
There is no need to choose among phases of his life- from his 
rumbustious boyhood to his dignified old age he remained firmly 
and essentially the same human being. 

I knew Quentin and his brother Julian when they were school
boys. _My first distinct memory of them dates from a party given 
by Maynard and Lydia Keynes in the late 1920s. It was a typical 
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Bloomsbury festivity with elaborate entertainments, such as a bril
liant impersonation of a fortune-teller by Mrs Desmond 
MacCarthy, so well disguised that not a soul recognised her and 
she was able to slip across a lot of home truths. But the most 
amusing performance was given in all unconsciousness by the Bell 
boys standing side by side in front of the fire, wearing evening 
suits several sizes too big for them and carrying on a non-stop for
tissimo duologue, punctuated by peals of ringing laughter. This 
habit of youthful and euphonious amusement remained with 
Quentin all his life and was one of his great charms. 

He grew into ·a tall young man with light red hair, a noble 
brow and a pink complexion. There was something cherubic in his 
appearance: one would not have been surprised to see him on a 
ceiling by Tiepolo. He was a favourite with his aunt, Virginia 
Woolf, who approved of his letters and enjoyed collaborating with 
him in literary squibs, while her diary notices his development. At 
16 he was "terrifyingly sophisticated''. Her sister Vanessa's chil
dren "had grown up without opposition, nothing to twist or 
stunt''. At 18 he had become elegant, quick and sensitive; by 22 he 
had "all Nessa's sense and Clive's shrewdness." 

He was notably objective, interested in politics, psychoanalysis, 
etcetera. Soon afterwards he developed pleurisy and TB, and had 
to lead a regime of days stretched on a chaise-longue in the garden 
at Charleston. Perhaps it was this unwelcome inactivity that altered 
the course of his life: he had always been a great reader, now he 
took to writing, painting and potting as well, for he was true to the 
environment of his youth in preferring to be busy in body or mind. 
Yet- potent though that environment had been-Quentin always 
made the impression of thoughtfully charting his own course. 

In 1937 he lost his elder brother, a sympathetic companion 
more tempestuous than himself, who was killed in the Spanish 
civil war. During the second world war Quentin was restored to 
health by land work on Maynard Keynes's farm; it was then that 
he began to visit us at Ham Spray. 

Charleston imposed on its inmates an invaluable training in 
self-sufficiency which made them excellent guests, who knew 
what they wanted to do and set about it. Quentin would arrive for 
a hot summer weekend, dressed only in dungarees, with a small 
bag of washing and painting things then strip off the dungarees 
and disappear-a pink streak- into the swimming pool. He 
adored discussion but never lost his cool in the course of it. I 
remember he told us how passionately interested he was in the 
war-he would not have been born at any other time for anything. 
About this time Virginia Woolf described him as being like a large 
red and white sheepdog, suggesting that he had already grown 
the beard which made him look so much older than he was. It was 
a typically rational decision-shaving was a waste of time. 

With the peace came fulfillment in many spheres: his idyllically 
happy marriage to Olivier Popham; his academic progress as a 
professor of Art History, which took him to Newcastle, Leeds and 
Oxford, as well as on many lecturing trips at home and abroad, 
and his career as a writer on diverse subjects from the history of 
dress to the life of Virginia Woolf (which won several prizes). 
Painting gave way to ceramics: there were life-sized figures in pot
tery or fibreglass, smaller ones for indoors-brightly coloured and 
showing a vein of Gothic fantasy; jugs, mugs and dishes. But like 
everything he did and said, all transparently expressed his person
ality. He was an excellent lecturer too with a dry and individual 
wit, even the anxious furrows that appeared on his forehead 
seemed to be self-mocking. 

So-called retirement drew him again to Sussex, where his three 
children grew up and his friends enjoyed a warm welcome at 
Cobbe Place and Pirie-where all was harmony and comfort, 
where pictures from Bloomsbury and the Euston Road hung on 
subtly coloured walls, where every room was full of books and 
Quentin's pottery stood on every shelf and table. 

In my favourite mental portrait, he is emerging at about tea
time from his potter's studio with a look of contentment and 
benevolent affection on his face-it was that of a man who was, in 
the best sense, an intellectual, yet found his greatest joys in family 
life and in using his hands. 

Frances Partridge 

Reprinted from The Guardian, December 19, 1996 



PROFESSOR QUENTIN BELL 
Marvellous cheek lies behind the notion that levitation, the 

flouting of mass and weight, could become the subject of sculp
ture. For many years a horizontal lady with a vertical mane of hair 
hovered over Quentin Bell's garden, her seemingly bronze body in 
fact made out of fibre-glass. Quentin Bell's sculpture is only one 
aspect of a multi-faceted career sustained throughout by a coura
geous, exuberant questioning of preconceptions and accepted val
ues. It was the way he coped with the weight of his inheritance. It 
also kept his innocence intact. 

As the son of Clive and Vanessa Bell and the nephew of 
Leonard and Virginia Woolf, he was born into the very heart of 
"Bloomsbury''. The year was 1910 and therefore he was, as he has 
said, used to say, coeval with the first Post-Impressionist exhibi
tion. He imbibed the tenets used to justify this art, regarded Roger 
Fry as his first teacher and took to heart Fry's premise: "In art we 
know nothing for certain." On leaving Leighton Park School Bell 
went to Paris to study painting, his artistic education leading him 
through a variety of styles, including abstraction and Surrealism, 
before his political inclinations directed him towards a more 
socially committed form of realism. In the late 1930s he joined the 
Euston Road School. 

The death of his brother, Julian, in the Spanish Civil War 
caused an irreparable blow to all the inhabitants of Charleston, the 
family home on the Firle estate in Sussex. This may explain why, 
when exempted from military service owing to a past history of 
tuberculosis, Quentin Bell remained there during the first half of 
the 1939-45 war, undertaking farm work and in his spare time col
laborating with his mother and Duncan Grant on the decoration of 
the nearby Berwick Church. Brought into the political warfare 
exi;cutive by David Garnett, he worked briefly on propaganda for 
the French. 

He also continued to make pots, having gone to Staffordshire 
in 1935 to acquire the necessary technical knowledge. His attitude 
to this art, however, owed less to tradition than to Roger Fry's 
belief that pottery is essentially a form of sculpture and its surface 
texture should express directly the artist's sensibility. Quentin 
Bell's mugs are often imperfectly shaped and at least one of his 
vases leaked. But because he resisted mechanical exactitude his 
pots and plates, with their blues, greens and gold lustre, unfail
ingly convey the pleasure he experienced in their making. 

The importance to him during the last years of his life of his 
daily sojourn in his pottery hints at the frustration he may have 
felt during the 25 years he lectured on the history and theory of 
art. His distinguished career in education began at King's College, 
Newcastle, in 1952 and brought him professorships at the univer
sities of Leeds and Sussex. He was also Slade Professor of Fine Art 
at Oxford University during 1964-65 and, the next year, Ferens 
Professor of Fine Art at Hull University. 

Perhaps Bell's chief gift as a teacher was his use of humour to 
infiltrate his message into the minds of his listeners. As his pub
lished lectures reveal, he wore his erudition lightly and combined a 
combative stance with a conversational manner. He developed an 
interest in Victorian and in particular Pre-Raphaelite artists long 
before these came back into fashion. He also wrote on Ruskin, 
Roger Montane and the history of art education in the 19th century. 

Less well known is a small book published in 1957-The True 
Story of Cinderella, written and illustrated by Bell for his nieces. 
The overflow of his imaginative energy in his private life led to the 
devising of plays and treasure hunts, and to such vigorous orna
mentation of Christmas cakes, baked in later years by his daugh
ters, that not a scrap of icing sugar could be seen beneath the crys
tallised fruit, angelica and silver balls. His extravagant imagina
tion delighted in fantasy and narrative. This became especially 
noticeable when clay finally took over from paint as his chief 
means of artistic expression. His terracotta figurines, one of which 
was entitled Invisible Man Rapes Invisible Woman, prove that noth
ing was beyond his grasp. 

In these small sculptures he seemed to be turning his back on 
"significant form'~ to be flying in the face of what had be come an 
established aesthetic orthodoxy. But if there was a teasing element 
behind his pursuit of the bizarre, erotic and anecdotal, his attitude 
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to art was fundamentally serious. It was also in part shaped by his 
political awareness of art's relationship with society. This deter
mined both his first book, On Human Finery (1947), a witty, erudite 
study of fashion, and the collection of essays Bad Art (1989), which 
attends to the many paradoxes surrounding the notion of "bad" 
art, not least the fact that bad art is often made out of desire on the 
part of the artist to produce that which society deems good. 

The appearance in 1968 of his short book Bloomsbury signalled 
his acceptance of another significant role, one he occupied in a 
unique partnership with his wife, Anne Olivier Bell, whom he had 
married in 1952. Together they began the task of sorting through 
the great cache of papers that would explain his family's history 
and its cultural legacy to the world at large. To scholars of all 
nationalities, myself included, Quentin Bell offered availability 
and intelligence, patience and sternness, in an unremitting concern 
to make sure that the record was not falsified. 

Whether he was rebutting the recurrent slipshod use of the 
term "Bloomsbury" or the wilder sillinesses emanating from the 
extremes of American and English academic life, he consistently 
upheld facts and reason against bigotry and false argument. An 
important link in this development had been his friendship with 
Leonard Woolf. It might have seemed that Quentin, the maverick 
nephew with a roguish humour, was ill suited to the task of writ
ing the biography of Virginia Woolf. But it was Leonard Woolf, 
the personification of austerity and rationality, who asked him to 
do it. And despite subsequent biographies, including Lyndall 
Gordon's prize-winning interior life and, more recently, Hermione 
Lee's superlative study, Quentin Bell's two volume Virginia Woolf 
a biography (1972) retains authority. 

· With his sister, Angelica Garnett, and his wife, he also worked 
successfully toward the preservation of Charleston and its decora
tions by Duncan Grant and Vanessa Bell, through the setting up of 
the Charleston Trust. Though this added greatly to the many 
demands on him, he still found time to hold regular exhibitions, to 
write a novel, The Brandon Papers (1985), books on the Pre
Raphaelites and the techniques of terracotta, and finally his mem
oirs, Elders and Betters (1995), which emerged after three failed 
attempts at autobiography. He also delighted many audiences, at 
home and abroad with his unexpected pockets of memory, which 
further revealed his fecundity and the humane wisdom ben~ath 
his sense of fun and profound irreverence. 

Frances Spalding 
Reprinted from The Independent, December 18, 1996 

REMEMBERING QUENTIN BELL 
My first meeting with Quentin Bell occurred under some rather 

trying circumstances. It was the summer of 1975 and the Ruotolo 
family had just arrived at Monk's House which we had rented 
after reading an ad in the New York Review of Books. I had heard, 
correctly, that Quentin had been given Ellen Hawkes' very critical 
review, "The Virgin in the Bell," of his biography while in the hos
pital, and was informed that the present occupant of Monk's 
House, namely me, had directed her doctoral dissertation. He 
claimed a number of times after we became friends that anger at 
this review brought him back from his deathbed. Olivier Bell 
writes that this is no exaggeration. 

In addition, Quentin was understandably suspicious about 
how this same Lucio Ruotolo acquired the Freshwater manuscript 
from Sussex University Library. Due to a librarian error- Bet 
Inglis was on vacation at the time-the manuscript that had just 
surfaced was copied and sent to Stanford without his permission. 
He was in Italy the preceding summer when all that took place. 

Our meeting was at the home of his Art Department colleague 
at Sussex, Erica Langmuir, whom we had known when she lived 
at Stanford. What I recall most poignantly about that evening was 
a humorous twinkle in Quentin's eyes and a willingness to be gen
erous to someone that by all previous evidence might fairly be 
considered at best unfriendly and at worst devious. I remember 
trying hard not to let politeness tempt me to back away from the 
fact that I shared some of Ellen's criticism of his biography. I think 
that my honesty about that more than anything else led Quentin to 



respect and shortly thereafter to befriend me. What I continue to 
recall was that same twinkle in his eye when I would present my 
anarchist reading of Virginia's work. He was open to opposing 
positions so long as they were not made dogmatically in a manner 
that made discussion impossible. Agreement was never the basis 
then of our subsequent friendship. 

A generosity of spirit pervaded our relationship with both 
Quentin and Olivier Bell from the beginning. When my wife, 
Marcia, informed Olivier that night of our two daughters' interest 
in music she offered us the use of the wonderfully painted piano 
originally at Charleston. It arrived a few days later. 

I came increasingly to realize the extent of this generosity dur
ing the nine months we lived close to them just across the Ouse 
River. We were deluged by visitors from all over the world and 
most of them made the trek from Monk's House to the Bell's home, 
Cobbe Place in Beddingham. I remember he was far more generous 
with his time than I was, which is to say he tolerated the interrup
tions. I had just begun to write about in my book The Interrupted 
Moment. I am not speaking simply of literary scholars and aca
demics, but of innumerable people of various professions and 
social backgrounds whose often unsophisticated interest in Woolf 
were different to say the least. One, I recall, was a leather-jacketed 
young man from Chicago who burst into my Monk's House den to 
announce that he was interested in Virginia Woolf because she 
reminded him of Mort Sahl. Whereas I got rid of him quickly, 
Quentin talked to him for hours. This happened more frequently 
than I should admit. It was rare that he turned anyone away. 

Quentin Bell's study remains the best biography written on her to 
date. Over the past twenty years it is the book I referred to and 
counted on most frequently in teaching and writing about her. The 
breadth and accuracy of his scholarship ensure that it will remain the 
landmark of Woolf studies in the century to come. One only hopes 
that future biographers of Virginia will prove as scrupulous in their 
pursuit of historical facts as Quentin's scholarship there has been. 

Always humane, Quentin Bell's writing like his life reflected an 
honesty and an intelligence that those who continue to criticize the 
biography on feminist grounds, as Ellen Hawkes first did, repeat
edly acknowledge. Always clear about his objections to what he 
considered to be faulty scholarship, and to any signs of a critical 
fundamentalism impervious to dissent, he moved us all to become 
more careful in our research and more thoughtful about our own 
most deeply held convictions regarding Virginia Woolf. He will be 
missed by every reader of VWM. 

Lucio Ruotolo 
Stanford University 

'THE INDIAN AND HIS CROSS' IN MRS DALLOWAY 
Soon after the Warren Smiths are introduced in Mrs Dal/away, 

Rezia has a sudden revelation of her solitude: 
I am alone! she cried, by the fountain in Regent's Park 
(staring at the Indian and his cross), as perhaps at mid
night, when all boundaries are lost, the country reverts 
to its ancient shape, as the Romans saw it, lying cloudy, 
when they landed, and the hills had no names and rivers 
wound they knew not where.1 

Many readers will have recognised an echo of Heart of Darkness 
in the description of the country's ancient shape, but the reference 
to the 'Indian and his cross' has remained unannotated in recent 
editions of the novel.2 Woolf is almost certainly referring to the 
Readymoney fountain, a drinking fountain at the north end of the 
Broadwalk in Regent's Park. When the fountain was opened in 
1869, a brass tablet explained that it was: 

the gift of the Cowasjee Jehangheer Ready-Money, 
Companion of the Star of India, a wealthy Parsee gentle
man of Bombay, for the protection enjoyed by him and his 
Parsee fellow-countrymen under British rule in India.3 

The top of the fountain was originally decorated with a lotus
flower design. Woolf's reference to a cross must be to the whole 
structure, which resembles a market-square cross. The fountain 
was decorated with relief portraits of Jehangir, Queen Victoria, 
and Prince Albert, with sculptures of 'the Indian lion' in a jungle 
and 'the Brahmin bull', and with a gilt-faced clock' 4 Like Woolf's 
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allusions in Mrs Dalloway to the Armenians and to the statues of 
Gordon and Havelock, in The Years to the statue of Edith Cavell,5 

the reference to the Readymoney fountain insinuates a complex 
history into the flow of a character's thoughts. The importance of 
imperialism to Mrs Dalloway, indicated briefly by Alex Zwerdling, 
and considered extensively by Kathy J. Phillips, justifies a further 
consideration of the fountain's history.6 

The first Cowasjee Jehangir (1812-1878) made his money in the 
cotton trade, and was well known for endowing hospitals and 
educational institutions in India.7 Such success was not unusual 
among Parsees: as Naniavutly explains, with the coming of British 
and Portuguese rule to India, 'the Parsis found themselves playing 
the role of entrepreneurs and mediators between different vested 
interests.8 

Jehangir's gratitude for the protection of the Parsees under 
British rule perhaps rests a little uneasily with some representa
tions of imperialism, not least with the representation in the novel 
itself of Conversion 'dashing down shrines' and 'smashing idols:9 

His sense that the Parsees had something to be grateful for was not 
without foundation: the followers of the Zoroastrian faith had 
been persecuted in Iran since 1179, 'mercilessly' according to 
Naniavutly; many had emigrated to India, with the peak of the 
emigration being around the time of Jehangir's gift, in the mid
nineteenth century.10 Of course, these facts should not be taken to 
imply that British rule in India was uniformly beneficial. Rather, 
they symptomatise one strategy of colonialism, the exploitation of 
social divisions within the colonised nation. The gratitude of the 
Parsees may well have been offset by the ingratitude of other 
groups; from this perspective, the brass tablet is a history written 
by the winners. 

It is possible that Mrs Dal/away comments on the partiality of 
the brass tablet, when Peter Walsh, remembering the Broadwalk, 
recalls 'an absurd statue with an inscription somewhere or other.11 

In the manuscripts, this statue is more clearly located along the 
Broadwalk, 'a straight walk leading to an absurd statue of some 
kind'; elsewhere in the manuscript, a Mr Stanton recalls an 'absurd 
old fountain', suggesting thereby that Peter's 'statue' is the foun
tain.12 However, this evidence is not conclusive: Peter Walsh feels 
the statue to be absurd, with the inscription being guilty only by 
association; the manuscript readings support this view. Of course, 
the fountain's incongruous incorporation of Indian images within 
a design derived from church architecture could itself be read as 
symbolic of colonial conflicts and of their accommodation. The 
ideological work performed by both tablet and structure might 
well be labeled 'absurd.' Whatever the answers, these suggested 
readings of the fountain presuppose that colonialism is a more 
complex process than that of 'Conversion.' The problem posed by 
the Readymoney fountain-how can the novel accommodate two 
contradictory images of colonialism?-cannot be answered within 
the scope of the present essay, but future studies of Woolf and 
empire will need to address such contradictions. 

Michael Whitworth 
University of Wales, Bangor 

1. Mrs Dalloway (London: Hogarth, 1925), 38. Subsequent references are to this 
edition. 
2. For Conrad, see Avrom Fleishman, Virginia Woolf a critical reading (Baltimore: 
Johns Hopkins UP, 1975) 2; the annotated editions ed. Claire Tomalin (Oxford: 
Oxford UP, 1992) and ed. Stella McNichol, with an introduction and notes by 
Elaine Showalter (Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1992); the reference is not men
tioned in John Mepham's York Notes on Virginia Woolfs 'Mrs Dalloway' (Harlow: 
Longman, 1986). 
3. 'New Drinking-Fountain in Regent's Park,' Illustrated London News vol. LV, no. 
1552, 14 August 1869, 152, 160. I am grateful to Miss A. C. Snowden, Finance and 
Facilities Manager of Regent's Park, for information. The original tablet was 
replaced in 1931, and the replacement itself later replaced. The wording and 
spelling of present tablet differ from that reported in 1869: the donor is given his 
later 'Sir,' but loses the surname 'Ready-Money,' while his surname is given its 
usual spelling of 'Jehangir.' 
4. 'New Drinking-Fountain,' 160. 
5. Trudi Tate, 'Mrs Dalloway and the Armenian Question,' Textual Practice 8 no.3 
(Winter 1994): 467-486;Mrs Dalloway 79; The Years ed. Hermione Lee, notes by 
Sue Asbee (Oxford: Oxford UP, 1992) 319, 477n. 
6. Alex Zwerdling, Virginia Woolf and the Real World (Berkeley: U of California P, 
1986) 121, 129; Kathy J. Phillips, Virginia Woolf against Empire (Knoxville, U of 
Tennessee P,1994 ). 
7. Piloo Naniavutly, The Parsis (New Delhi: National Book Trust, 1977) 98-99. 
8. Naniavutly 56 



9. Mrs Dal/away 151. 
10. Nanavutty 65 66 
11. Mrs Dalloway 85. 
12. British Library, Add MS 51044, p .22; Add MS 50145, p.151. 

(Perntission for Woolf quotations granted by "the Society of Authors as the literary 
representative of the Estate of Virginia Woolf.") 

MALLARME AND WOOLF 
I am happy to reply to the suggestion Peter St~nsky made on 

the occasion of a recent lecture I gave on Mallarme and art, that I 
say something about Mallarme and Woolf. . . 

You see them, surprisingly often, overlapping (with) each o~her 
in an encounter in a deep space somewhere between symbolism 
and post-symbolism that represents, for me, the heart of m~d
emism. If you attach yourself, at least for a moment, to something 
so small and great as Mallarme's brief "anecdote or poem" calle? 
"The White Waterlily"-itself wonderfully found at the heart of his 
"Divagations" like a sureness at the cent~r of wanderii:g-)'.ou,_find 
yourself reflecting differently on Woolf sown reflections in The 
Lady in the Looking Glass," and "The Fascination of the Pool." 

In Mallarme's quiet and haunting anecdote or prose poem, the 
poet/narrator rows his boat out in the heat of a July day to out to 
salute a neighboring yet unknown lady whose waterside retreat 
"wetly impenetrable." The fact that he has not seen her preserves 
her glowing possibility ("I evoked her as completely shining.") 
Perhaps she comes out on her dock, perhaps.her step recedes, but 
what is certain is that their non-encounter brings them closer than 
could any meeting: "Separated, we are together: I mingle in her 
intimate confusion ... " And he plucks, like some celebrated rose 
absent from all bouquets her "virgin absence scattered over this 
solihlde," on this occasion the white waterlily, swelling with the 
"exquisite vacany of self" which is the proper pursuit ~f a lady 
stopping just at the edge of the water. Essence of Mallarme. 

And not so far from Woolf. For all three texts show in their 
play of glass and water, of mind and word, the strange double 
intensity of exactly this fullest presence and absolute absence. 
They move tremulously from a kind of speculation on reflec~on 
itself in different modes: lake, mirror, pool, and on an expectation 
which the narration as it sets out might instill in us (what will the 
setting out or peering in discover-what shore or vision will the 
boat lead to? how will the mirror in its changing reflect the still
ness of what it reflects? how do the ripples of memoried experi
ence in the pool overlap?) were we not to know Mr. Mallarme and 
Mrs. Woolf. These liquid texts do exactly what their best writings 
do: what they do not fix remains desired-thus the almost vision 
by the water is better than a concrete sight or soll;nd, the reflection 
in the glass is mobile until the lady comes back in from h~r wan
dering to be frozen by her pile of letters, and the pool and its mu'.
tiple pasts and voices loses its mysterious lure only when 1t 
becomes still, with its sale placard reflected in its center. Most 
oddly, all these readings produce a sense of completion. Fuller 
even than presence is the reflection itself. 

Mary Ann Caws 
Graduate School, City University of New York 

FAMILY FICTIONS: VIRGINIA WOOLF 
AND JULIA MARGARET CAMERON 

Virginia Woolf and Julia Margaret Cameroi: shared ~ore than 
genes and a fascination with the woman who linked their genera
tions Cameron's niece and Woolf's mother Julia Jackson 
Duck~orth Stephen. Both Woolf and Cameron worked actively 
from their domestic and social circles, and that is nowhere more 
evident than in Woolf's play "Freshwater," which was written in 
1923 and performed as a private theatrical by the Bloomsbury 
group in 1935.1 The Bloomsbury theatricals came out of an 
inspired collaboration of artists, writers, and intellectuals who 
were also friends and family. Cameron too created her pho
tographs out of the friends, family, and servants who made up her 
extended household. Woolf and Cameron's shared interest in the 
domestic origins of creativity makes the play Freshwater seem 
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inevitable: It was a self-conscious effort to pay homage to their 
common artistic goal of mediating the public and private worlds. 
Like Cameron's photographs, Freshwater can n.ei:her be unde~
stood simply as a private or a public work of art: 1t 1s both and nei-
ther, or something in between. . 

When Woolf drafted the play in 1923 the Edwardian revolt 
against the Victorians was in full .swing._ Ly~ton Stra~hey h~d 
already published his bestselling Eminent Vzctona~s, a .series of ~10-
graphical profiles that exploded the n;yt~s .of Victon'.111 ~orahty. 
Woolf's play shares some of Strachey s ndicu'.e of Victorian val
ues but it also seems to have a secret sense of irony that, after all, 
tho~e eccentric Victorians were really much like the eccentric 
Bloomsbury clan. If the Freshwater group walked about spouting 
poetry and allowing art to run amok .in their homes, t~e 
Bloomsbury clan were just as famous for their haphazard domestic 
arrangements. If Cameron and her sisters defie.d convention ~y 
wearing loose clothes and swathing themselves in shawls, so did 
Vanessa Bell and Virginia Woolf.2 

The Bloomsbury crew may well have looked back to the 
Freshwater circle as their forebears, not only as the literal ancestors 
of the Stephen's siblings but as their model for a privileged and rela
tively autonomous group ·of intellechlals. Indeed, the mytholog)'. of 
a creative circle of great talents is undoubtedly part of the enduring 
appeal of the play and Bloomsburyitself, rega~dless of chan~ing 
aesthetic trends. In the 1980s the play was again performed in a 
postmodern context staring the French writers Eugene Ionesco, 
Nathalie Sarraute, and Alain Robbe-Grillet. It seems that the play 
continues to attract new audiences and new generations of artistic 
circles, despite its originally private function. 

Noel Annan wrote an influential article in 1955 that first 
defined several prominent families as the "intellectual aristocra~y" 
of England.3 The intermarrying Stephens, Stracheys, and Darw1ns 
(among others) held a disproportionate amount of culhlral power 
as academics, writers, scientists, and intellectuals from the 19th 
through early 20th centuries. Annan emphasized the men s 
achievements, from the days when women were mostly excluded 
from academic appointments and many profesional societies. Yet 
the central roles of Cameron and her sisters, as well as Virginia 
Woolf and Vanessa Bell among their daughters, nieces, and 
descendants, within this intellectual aristocracy confirm what pho
tography critic Val Williams has called a "cultur~l matriarch}'." as 
well. Angelica Bell Garnett, the daughter and mece whose birth
day provided the occasion for Freshwater's performance in 1935, 
wrote in her memoir that "I had hung some photographs of my 
grandmother Julia Jackson, taken by my great-great-aunt Julia 
Margaret Cameron. As I looked at them I beca~e conscious ?f an 
inheritance not only of genes but also of feelmgs and habits of 
mind which, like motes of dust spiraling downwards, settle on the 
most recent generation:' 5 The creative work that came ~ut of t~at 
distinguished lineage both confirm:d and constructed it7 reah~y: 
that is, as Cameron and Woolf contmued to draw on their family 
and friends as starting points for their creative work those family 
circles seemed more and more interesting in their own right too. 
Their family fictions continue to enthrall us by their creative 
manipulation of fact and by their promise of intimacy with their 
extraordinary communities. 

Victoria C. Olsen 
San Francisco, California 

NOTES 
1. This essay is an excerpt of a talk I i;aye to introduc~ a performance ~f 
"Freshwater" associated with an exhibit and symposium on Cameron s work at 
Scripps College on October 26, 1996. See Lucio P. Ruotolo, ed. Freshwater: A 
Comedy (San Diego: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1976) for annotated texts of both 
versions of the play. . . . . ,,. 
2. In Virginia Woolf A Biography Quentin Bell wrote of Virginia that m her d~~ss 
there was only a passing and reluctant acceptance of the demands of fash10n 
(NY: Quality Paperback Books, 1972/ 1992: vol.2, 96) and then intriguingly pro-: 
ceeds to describe her overall appearance as Pre-Raphaelite. Cameron and her cir
cle also affected a Pre-Raphaelite look and were indeed acquainted with many of 
the Victorian Pre-Raphaelites, such as the Rossettis. . . . 
3. Noel Annan, "The Intellectual Aristocracy," in J.H. Plumb, ed. Studies m Social 
History: A Tribute to G. M. Trevelyen (L~ndon: Longmans, Green, & Co., 1955): ~43 
4. Val Williams, "Only Connecting: Juha Margaret Cameron and Bloomsbury, 
The Photographic Collector 4:1(Spring1983): 42. . 
5. Angelica Garnett, Deceived With Kindness: A Bloomsbury C/11/dhood (NY: Harcourt 
Brace, 1985): 12. 



Pat Laurence is always looking for volunteer reviewers for 
VWM. Write to her at City College of New York, if interested. 

Review: BLOOMSBURY'S WOMEN Distinct Figures in 
Life and Art. by Jan Marsh. Foreword by Frances Partridge. 
New York: Henry Holt & Co., 1995, 1996. $29.95 

Here is another book on the subject of women in Bloomsbury, 
this one by Jan Marsh, the author of interesting books on Pre
Raphaelite women, on Elizabeth Siddal, and, most recently, a con
troversial book on Christina Rossetti. There is, as we know, a sub
stantial bibliography of books about Bloomsbury in general, and 
especially about women associated with Bloomsbury. Studies of 
Carrington, Gwen John, Lady Ottoline Morrell, and others loosely 
associated with the Bloomsbury circle have appeared with great 
regularity in recent years. 

Nothing in this book is new or has not been told before, some 
of it is not quite right, and neither insights nor interpretations are 
especially compelling. The text gives quite as much attention to 
Bloomsbury as to Bloomsbury women, darting from one figure to 
another, encompassing all the varied personalities of that group, 
and not leaving unmentioned any colourful event occurring 
between 1904, when, the author asserts, Bloomsbury was founded, 
(it was actually a year later), and 1961, the death of Vanessa Bell. 

Given the book's title, too much is left out of the question of 
Bloomsbury women. However the social construct "Bloomsbury" 
began, the informal association of young people in London in 1905 
was clearly based on Cambridge friendships to which the women 
were appendages. Later, Vanessa Bell, in her capacity as mother, 
lover, painter, householder, began to preside over the group. The 
question still remains whether it was a world of men, or a world of 
men and women. 

Vanessa Bell and Duncan Grant painted together, but this was 
actually less idyllic than it appeared, and was costly for Vanessa. 
In 1912, excited by her own work, she wrote that she was "paint
ing in an entirely new way." What that might have led to without 
Duncan unfortunately cannot be imagined. Certainly her later 
domestic interiors were not all that could have come out of the 
excitement of 1912. 

The book is beautifully printed on heavy paper, and contains 
plates of many paintings known from separate studies of the indi
vidual painters. Also included are a number of interesting pho
tographs not usually seen- e.g., one of Molly McCarthy and 
Vanessa Bell posing in the nude in 1914 (for whom?), one of 
Carrington and Iris Tree of 1929, and one of Lady Ottoline Morrell 
in which she doesn't look so bizarre. Unfortunately, there is no list 
of plates, nor are they presented in chronological order, nor is 
there any index. 

Of particular interest, though, are the paintings by Vanessa 
Bell, primarily the early gems, such as Nursery Tea, (1912), in black 
and white, Stud/and Beach, (1912), Virginia Woolf Knitting, (1912). 
Pictures by Duncan Grant, Carrington, Roger Fry, Henry Lamb, 
and Nina Hamnett are also included. The book-jacket is decorated 
with one of Duncan Grant's essentially unlovely portraits of 
Vanessa Bell, a puzzling choice. One of her own self-portraits 
would have been more appropriate. 

These 158 wide-margined pages, are clearly written for a "common 
reader" who knows enough to follow the stories somewhat breath
lessly recounted, but will not need references for the quotations. 

Sonya Rudikoff 
Princeton, N.J. 

LA WREN CE, SEX, AND BLOOMSBURY 
Though she was on occasion to chafe against forever "being 

caged with ... [D.H.] Lawrence," Virginia Woolf had tacitly linked 
his name with her own when, in one of her most influential essays, 
she arranged on one side as Georgians "Mr. Forster, Mr. Lawrence, 
Mr. Strachey, Mr. Joyce, and Mr. Eliot" in contrast to the 
Edwardians, John Galsworthy, Arnold Bennett, and H.G. Wells. 
She wanted to recognize the similarity of purpose that drove the 
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work of these Georgian writers: a desire to render subtle states of 
inward consciousness, as well as their sense that the four square 
Edwardian method of building a novel upon a myriad of external 
details did not suit their more psychological approach to character. 
While critics today seldom employ the term "Georgian" to refer to 
these writers of the advance guard whose novels were just being 
published in the first two decades of the twentieth century, 
anthologists continue to include under the large rubric 
"Modernism" the names of Virginia Woolf, D.H. Lawrence, as well 
as those of Joyce, Forster and Eliot. Stylistically and thematically it 
is not difficult, especially at this distance, to draw parallels among 
them. Certainly Forster shares with Lawrence an obsession with 
psychic transformation, a belief that the intellect and the social 
forces of repression must give way to instinct in order to propel 
the individual toward authenticity and a kind of redemptive self
hood. And Lawrence's admonition to his mentor, Edward Garnett, 
that "you mustn't look in my novel for the old stable ego of the 
character" is echoed in Virginia Woolf's diary note that, in this 
post-Dostoyevskian age, "character is dissipated into shreds." 

And yet, despite these affinities, Lawrence's response to 
Bloomsbury was on the whole hostile and he spoke against them 
with a vehemence that has led such commentators as Leon Edel to 
question the root and motive of his violent reaction. Lawrence had 
originally come into the Bloomsbury sphere through Lady Ottoline 
Morrell when he and his wife, Frieda, were invited to a dinner at 
Lady Ottoline's London home. Also in attendance were Bertrand 
Russell, Duncan Grant, and E.M. Forster. Forster was immediately 
taken with Lawrence's personality and revolutionary social vision. 
Duncan Grant was sufficiently interested to invite the party to his 
studio the next day. Once there, however, Lawrence fell into one of 
his uglier mood!;;, launching a vicious tirade against Grant's painting 
and way of life. Forster managed to escape this first attack, but later, 
visiting the Lawrences in Greatham, Sussex, he too was targeted for 
his timorousness, his failure to act, to embrace passion and other 
rather unspecified criticisms. The modem reader of their correspon
dence can only guess at Lawrence's meaning, and at what might 
have provoked such harsh denunciations against a guest and fellow 
writer as sympathetic as Forster. Forster, with his characteristic gen
erosity of spirit, listened patiently, and even forgave Lawrence, con
tinuing to defend his writing and his genius. But, sadly, their friend
ship was never to develop as it might have after this blow. 
Lawrence, hoping to recruit Forster for a Utopian community he 
dreamed of forming, had at last to admit that "I can't find anybody." 

On another occasion, Lawrence was taken by his friend David 
Garnett to meet Bertrand Russell, G.E. Moore and John Maynard 
Keynes at Cambridge. With Russell, Lawrence got on well enough. 
They met at a time when Russell had begun to believe seriously in 
the necessity of revolutionary social change, and though they were 
ultimately poles apart, at least initially the two men found much in 
common. On the other hand, Lawrence responded violently to his 
encounter with Keynes who greeted him in bedclothes. After leav
ing Cambridge he wrote that he couldn't stand its "smell of rotten
ness" and that it had made him dream of beetles. 

Keynes, many years later, responded to David Garnett's memo
ries of this event. He acknowledged that the then prevailing mood 
of mocking cynicism and rigid intellectuality at Cambridge would 
have of course been absolutely antipathetic to a man of Lawrence's 
temperament. But Keynes didn't say what he very likely knew, that 
much of Lawrence's loathing and horror was a result of what today 
we've come to call homophobia. The full text of Lawrence's letter to 
David Garnett reveals that it was "men loving men", so evident in 
Cambridge and Bloomsbury, that had so profoundly upset him, 
and actually precipitated one of the major crises of his life. 

Lawrence's latest and perhaps most percipient biographer, 
Brenda Maddox, has offered a very thorough and nuanced analysis 
(in D.H. Lawrence: The Story of a Marriage) of Lawrence's curious 
sexual psychology which on one hand glorified an ideal of male
ness and yearned for the perfect bond of one man with another. On 
the other, Lawrence made a cult of Woman as Other, the necessary 
correlative, but one which must always remain subservient to the 
male. Homosexuality was associated, in his mind, with annihila
tion, loss of self, the inability to break free from inward complexes. 
In the grip of his post-Cambridge crisis, Lawrence wrote to David 



Garnett whom he was very fond of and whom he feared was being 
seduced (as indeed he was) into the Cambridge/Bloomsbury 
world with its easy tolerance of same-sex relationships, "You can 
come away, and grow whole, and love a woman, and marry her, 
and make life good, and be happy. Now David, in the name of 
everything that is called love, leave this set and stop this blas
phemy against love." 

David Garnett did indeed marry, twice, and have children as well 
as a successful literary career. But he never repudiated what had 
gone before. As for Lawrence, he plunged into darker and darker 
streams, forever seeking the source of life in the mystery of sex. 
Whether or not he found it remains to posterity to judge, but no one 
will deny him his place as literature's Priest of Love, though the 
religion may be his alone. 

Ulysses D' Aquila 
San Francisco, California 

r--...____/ 
Review: BLOOMSBURY HERITAGE SERIES MONOGRAPHS: 
Abigail Williams, "Bloomsbury Ceramics"; Jean Moorcroft 
Wilson, "Virginia Woolf and Anti-Semitism": Sarah Bird 
Wright, "Staying at Monk's House: Echoes of the Woolfs"; 
Patricia Laurence, "Virginia Woolf and the East,"
respectively, nos. 7-10, Bloomsbury Heritage Series. 
London, Cecil Woolf Publishers, 1995, $5 each. 

In 1829, William Makepeace Thackeray wrote an article about 
Shelley for an undergraduate magazine at Cambridge University 
(Monsarrat, 33). Thackeray was the father of two daughters
Minnie, first wife of Leslie Stephen, and Annie Ritchie, whom the 
Stephen children called "Aunt Annie." Approximately one hundred 
years later, Julien Bell, nephew of Virginia, studied the Romantics, 
also at Cambridge (Laurence, 9). This convergence of interests in 
members of a "literary" family is one of those pieces of trivia that 
flesh out the lives of historic personages and delight the reader of 
biography and history, making us feel that these people are "particu
lar [men], whom we can love." (The Common Reader, 47). 

The Bloomsbury Heritage Series, focusing on "The Life, Works and 
Times of the Bloomsbury Group," satisfies our desire to know its 
members in their multifarious relations with life. The subjects of the 
individual monographs published in 1995, "Virginia Woolf and the 
East" (Patricia Laurence), "Bloomsbury Ceramics" (Abigail Willis), 
"Virginia Woolf and Anti-Semitism" Oean Moorcroft Wilson), and 
"Staying at Monks House: Echoes of the Woolfs" (Sarah Bird 
Wright), take us down side streets we otherwise might not have 
explored and texture our understanding of these complex and 
thoughtful human beings whose existence is made doubly real and 
valuable to us because of the very traceable bridge to the past pro
vided by living relatives and friends (Quentin Bell, until last 
December, writing and potting at Charleston, Angelica Garnett, 
Nigel Nicolson, etc.). The series is also refreshing because it offers 
observations often ignored in more traditional academic venues or 
distills subjects that might be given short shrift even in longer 
biographies or histories. 

These four pamphlets cover a range of interests, from the pieces 
with implications for the student of literature or history (Virginia 
Woolf's modernist appreciation of an Asian perspective and her dis
quieting anti-Semitism), to the more tangential, but not less interest
ing, accounts of Bloomsbury pottery and Monks House residency, 
past and almost present. 

Abigail Willis in "Bloomsbury Ceramics" "reiterat[es] that noth
ing but a plain earthenware pot stands in the foreground" (The 
Common Reader, 58) and along the way usefully foregrounds, as well, 
the aesthetic principles of Bloomsbury: for example, that Roger Fry's 
Omega pottery '"is a prototype of the ceramics of our century . . "a 
useful reminder that simplicity need not be dull'" (Willis, 6). 

Sarah Bird Wright's account of her tenancy of Monks House in 
July, 1979, before the house was purchased by the National Trust, 
inspires envy and satisfies the antiquarian curiosity of a Rosamond 
Merridew, the archaeologist/historian of Woolf's short story, "The 
Journal of Mistress Joan Martyn" (The Complete Shorter Fiction of 
Virginia Woolf, 33-62). 
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Jean Wilson's "Virginia Woolf and Anti-Semitism" purposely 
does not settle any questions for the reader. By the author's own 
admission, "[t]he subject .. . is a complex and elusive one and [she] 
cannot hope to have done full justice to it" (Wilson, 17). Never
theless, she brings wide-ranging and some little-known literary and 
biographical evidence to bear on the issue and raises, to my mind, all 
the right questions: was Virginia Woolf anti-Semitic or sympathetic 
to Jews or, not inconceivably, both?; should private diary communi
cations be published?; should writers be held responsible for 
expressing views widely current in their own time?; should writing 
be taken out of historical context?; and, collaterally, should we 
impose notions of "political correctness" on writers retrospectively? 
While the evidence Wilson cites makes us "conscious of impurities 
which hereafter stain literature with so many freakish colours," (The 
Common Reader, 47) she convinces us of spite and bias in the Fulmar 
Productions program, "J'Accuse," which attempts to "debunk" 
Woolf's reputation, accusing her "of a number of unpleasant things 
in a highly emotive way" (Wilson, 3). Wilson's deft treatment of her 
subject responsibly resolves the baby-bath water dilemma. 

Laurance's monograph on Virginia Woolf's, indeed 
Bloomsbury's, interest in things Asian opens lights on a connection 
that many of us had completely ignored. This preliminary scholarly 
investigation of the literary and historical evidence for a modernist 
"conversation" between Bloomsbury and the East, linking two very 
different cultures, opens our definitions of modernism, and causes us 
to rethink Woolf's interest in poetic language and her creation of "the 
foreign" and "the woman" in her writing. "[F]rom quaint observa
tion, and sometimes stereotype" of China and Japan in the British 
imagination and Bloomsbury, Laurence asserts, we can find evidence 
of a developing interest in "metaphor and aesthetic speculation" 
(Laurence, 6) prompted by the East. Indeed, her argument rests on 
the premise: "Seeking to find other kinds of language and ways of 
representing states of mind and feeling," the English modernists, 
"saturated with centuries of representative art," (Laurence, 8) were 
challenged by the art of the East. An editorial postscript- "Parts of 
this article may appear in Patricia Laurence's forthcoming book, Lily 
Briscoe's Chinese Eyes" (Laurence, 20)- makes us hopeful that the 
provocative questions Laurence opens here will be more fully posed 
and answered in the future. 

The Bloomsbury Heritage monographs are a pleasant break from 
more academic productions. They make delightful, quick, sometimes 
quirky, reads, wonderfully suited to long summer days and cold 
winter nights. 

Ellen Tremper 
Brooklyn College, CUNY 

Laurence, Patricia, Virginia Woolf and the East. London: Cecil Woolf, 1995. 
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Krystyna Colburn and Vara Neverow are organizing a pre
conference workshop/gathering on lesbian topics related to Woolf's 
work. This informal gathering is intended to encourage networking, 
discussion, and scholarship on Woolf and lesbian feminism. For infor
mation, contact Krystyna at (617) 666-0828 or Vara at (203) 392-6717 or 
neverow@scsud.ctstateu.edu. 
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THE INTERNATIONAL VIRGINIA WOOLF SOCIETY COLUMN 
Greetings from the new executive officers of the newly named 

International Virginia Woolf Society. As our outgoing president, Melba 
Cuddy-Keane, wrote in the Society's most recent newsletter, "the new 
name affirms our goal of providing a meeting place for Woolf readers, 
students, and scholars around the world." Officers for 1997-2000 are 
Christ!11e Froula, president; Laura Davis-Clapper, secretary/ treasurer; 
and Eileen Barrett and Sally Greene, co-historian/bibliographers. We 
salute _Denise Marshall, outgoing secretary /treasurer; Merry Pawlowski 
and Eileen Barrett, outgoing historian/ archivists; and especially Melba 
Cuddy-Keane, for outstanding work in the previous term. 

Recognizing that interest in Woolf has not only spread widely around 
the world but has also permeated the current literary and cultural scene, 
we are introducing a new dimension to the annual bibliography of Woolf 
scholarship. References to Woolf, or her characters, are likely to show up 
in the most unlikely places. Sven Birkerts, for example, in The Gutenberg 
Elegies- a sustained meditation on the value of reading in an electronic 
world-hails Woolf's .work as "an emblem for some of the very things 
that are under threat m our age: differentiated subjectivity, reverie, ver
bal articulation, mental passion." Lee Smith, in her novella The Christmas 
Letters, has a middle-aged female character return to college, while her 
marriage is breaking up, to write an honors thesis on Woolf. 

In these and other books making up our reading at random, Woolf is 
there--a testament to her genius and, further, to several decades of her 
readers' passionate and public scholarship. But she is not just there-she 
is being used. She is "passing" for (or against) something, in the sense 
that Pamela Caughie has recently discussed ("Let it Pass: Changing the 
Subject, Once Again," PMLA 112 (1997]: 26-39). 

We'd like you to help us collect these references for a portion of the bib
liography to be called "Passing Glances." Please send in other examples 
fr'?m works of literature or nonfiction published in 1996 or after, together 
with your own short analysis of what "passing" use is being made of 
Woolf. You'll be given credit, with thanks. Send these entries, as well as 
other citations to recent Woolf scholarship, to Sally Greene, 406 Morgan 
Creek Road, Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514; e-mail sally@sunsite.unc.edu. 
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If you'd like to join the Society, the rate is $15 per year, or $7.50 for 
students, part-time workers and retirees. Please make your check-in 
U.S. currency-payable to The International Virginia Woolf Society and 
send it to Laura Davis-Clapper, 5699 Powder Mill Road, Kent, Ohio 
44240; phone (330) 672-2092; e-mail LDavisl@KentVM.Kent.edu. 

Laura also asks you to let her know if you're interested in receiving 
future mailings of the Society newsletter and annual bibliography and 
membership list in electronic form. Distributing these items electroni
cally would save the Society a great amount of money in reproduction 
and postage costs and would help forestall the raising of dues. 

We hope you'll be joining us at the Seventh Annual Virginia Woolf 
Conference June 12-15, 1997, at Plymouth State College. Some of the 
highlights will be keynote speakers Maxine Kumin, Gillian Beer, Joanne 
Trautmann Banks, and Brenda Silver. Mrs. Dalloway with Vanessa 
Redgrave will be shown; Eileen Atkins wrote the screenplay for this full 
length feature film, by the way. The papers, we are told, range from 
Woolf and Freud to Winterson. And there will be tributes to VW in 
other media too. Side trips to the nearby glorious White Mountains and 
to the Augustus Saint Gaudens Estate will be available. Organizer 
J~anne Dubino is requesting items for a display of popular representa
tions of Woolf, such as book jackets, caricatures, product labels, and so 
on. Plea.se send your ~terns (no glass, please) in reusable packaging with 
mstructlons for handlmg to Bert Yarborough, Art Gallery Director, Mary 
Taylor House 104-MSC #21, Plymouth State College, 17 High Street, 
Plymouth, N.H. 03264. 
. If you can't com~ to Plymouth, or even if you can, you may enjoy talk
mg to other Woolf1ans on the VWOOLF e-mail discussion list. Send this 
message_:Subscribe VWOOLF Yourfirstname Yourlastname-to 
Listproc@lists.acs.ohio-state.edu. And visit the Society's web page at 
http:/ / citd.scar.utoronto.ca/ VWS/ Index/htrnl. 

Sally Greene 
Co-Bibliographer/Historian 
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