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THE VIRGINIA WOOLF SOCIETY: A Report 

The Virginia Woolf Society now has over 175 members, 
from North America, Europe, and Asia. Unfortunately, they 
couldn't all attend the first meeting, which was held during the 
Modern Language Association convention in December, 1976. 

But perhaps as many as a hundred people (no one counted 
or took attendance} did come, and we discussed various ideas for 
our major activities and elected our first officers and board: 

President: Carolyn Heilbrun 
Vice-President: Elaine Unkeless 
Executive Secretary: Morris Beja 
Honorary Trustees: Quentin Bell, John Lehmann, and 

Nigel Nicolson 
Board of Trustees: Morris Beja, Margaret Comstock, Ellen 

Hawkes, Carolyn Heilbrun, Madeline Hum
mel, Jane Marcus, Grace Radin, Lucio Ruo
tolo, Sallie Sears, Elaine Unkeless, J.J. 
Wilson 

Carolyn Heilbrun delivered an acceptance speech, which is 
reprinted in this issue. 

After the business part of the meeting was over, Lucio 
Ruotolo presented a fascinating slide show of photographs he had 
taken during the year he lived at Monk's House. Then there was a 
cash-bar party (with the bill for the services of the Americana 
Hotel being picked up by Harcourt Brace Jovanovich}. 

A full report and membership address list is being sent to all 
the Founding Members. But we would like to extend here an 
invitation to everyone who may be interested: send to me at the 
address below the title of any Woolf-related project (article, note, 
book, edition, thesis, dissertation, "etc.") you may be working 
on. If the title is not in itself fully descriptive, please add a short 
one-sentence clarification. We intend to compile the information 
sent in and to distribute it to all Society members. 

The new Board feels that an essential role of the Society 
will be to encourage Woolf meetings and conferences, to help in 
getting out the word about them, providing mailing lists and 
advice, and supporting requests for funds from various sources. 
We expect that most of those conferences will necessarily be 
regional and not our direct responsibility. But the Virginia Woolf 
Society does itself hope to sponsor a conference in 1982 (the 
Centennial year} in England. Please keep that date open. 

Anyone interested in joining the Society may write to me. 
Dues are $5 {$2 for students}. 

Morris Beja 
English Department, Ohio State University 

764 W. 7 7th Avenue, Columbus, Ohio 43270 

• This .issue of the Miscellany (edited by Lucio Ruotolo} 
appears with the sponsorship of Humanities and Sciences 
Stanford University, for which the Miscellany extends its thanks'. 
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- INAUGURAL ADDRESS -

expect there are two questions in all our minds: Why a 
Virginia Woolf Society? Why Heilbrun as President? The second 
question is the more readily answered. The Founders of the 
Society determined that its first President should have three 
qualifications: She should be female; she should have been a full 
Professor teaching Woolf at a prestigious university; she should be 
aging. A moment's thought will indicate to you the scarcity of 
such creatures. One must recognize one's destiny. If I appear to 
have been selected because I lack both youth and manhood, I 
prefer to consider that middle-age and femaleness have, for once, 
united into desirability. But I ask you to recognize that in a 
profound sense, I am a fraud. I am not feminine, but androg
ynous; I consider even the proudest universities to be one part 
prestige to nine parts pomposity and patriarchy; I'm not 
middle-aged, but "sometimes feel that I have lived 250 years 
already, and sometimes that I am still the youngest person in the 
omnibus." 

Presidents come and go, but Societies have a way of 
thickening into permanence. Would Virginia Woolf realty have 
wished us to connive at what I am fairly certain she would have 
called "all that humbug?" I think we are going to have to be 
careful. A prestigious male critic has just announced, in a journal 
celebrating the 200th year of Phi Beta Kappa -- (and we need not 
ask ourselves what Woolf, who turned down honorary degrees 
and royal honors, would have thought of that organization} -- this 
prominent man has just announced that "In the. coming decades 
Virginia Woolf will emerge as a George Eliot of our time, but a 
finer artist." 

We must, I think, now that attention to Woolf is coming 
from such quarters, be careful to see that a society devoted to her 
work remains distinguishable from other societies. We all want 
Woolf's works studied in the light of everything respectable, from 
the Geneva critics to the latest psychoanalytic theories. We all 
want to be scholarly and disciplined and published. But when all 
these scholarly and academic aims have been duly noted, t hope 
the society will remember that for Woolf, criticism was ideally 
offered late at night, over glasses of wine, in sentences which were 
not finished. Let us not, in Woolf's words, "perish beneath the 
fruits of [our) unbridled activity." Let's remember, if not the 
unfinished sentences (for we are, after all, a society of scholars}, 
the wine, and the friendship late at night. 

Carolyn Heilbrun 
Columbia University 

• Copy for the next issue should be sent to Professor Ellen 
Hawkes, Department of English, Boston University, Boston 
Massachusetts 02215. Contributions of less than 1000 words ar~ 
the most welcome. 



THREE GUINEAS and QUACK, QUA~K! Read Together 

The three year gap between the publication of Leonard 
Woolf's Quac~Quack! [ 1935] and Virginia Woolf's Three 
Guineas [ 1938) should not prevent our recognizing how closely 
the two books were related. As early as 193 2, after reading Wells 
on Women, Virginia Woolf wanted to state the woman's case. She 
was writing and revising The Years and thinking about her book 
on women from 1932 to 1936. February 26, 1935, she noted in 
her diary that she was "plagued by the sudden wish to write an 
anti-Fascist pamphlet." But throughout that year she tried to put 
the book she called On Being Despised out of her thoughts until 
she had completed The Years because that novel, she felt, was 
already too "dangerously near propaganda." By December 30 of 
1935, she had begun to view the book that was originally to have 
been about women as her "war book." The period in which the 
two strands -- the condition of women and the fascist threat of 
war -- were coming together in Virginia Woolf's mind was the 
period during which Leonard Woolf was writing his analysis of 
the political and intellectual descent into barbarism that he could 
see taking place throughout Europe. 

As he described the re-emergence of superstition and magic 
and the submergence of reason and common sense, Leonard 
Woolf examined what in 1931 he had called communal psychol
ogy, that is the "ideas and ideals, beliefs and aims inside the 
minds of human beings" which lead to the actions of nations and 
governments. (After the Deluge, p.41) His original interest in 
communal psychology stemmed from his attempts to understand 
the causes of the Great War of 1914-1918. As he noted in the 
fourth volume of his autobiography, Downhill All the Way, it 
seemed to him in 1922 that preventing war was the supreme 
political problem. Before he had the chance to describe those 
causes, another war was brewing. In Quack, Quack! Leonard 
Woolf examined what was happening to civilization throughout 
Europe, but especially in Italy and Germany. He had already 
defined civilization in After the Deluge as the mould employed 
by any human society to impose a form or imprint upon 
individual lives. 

Although Virginia Woolf used a great many biographies in 
Three Guineas to illustrate what the petty inanities and tyrannies 
of the home meant for women, she also sought the causes of war 
within social psychology, beginning with the family and going on 
to university education and the professions. Her biography of 
Elizabeth Barrett, Flush, published in 1933, had been essentially a 
story of domestic tyranny. But as Virginia Woolf noted in Three 
Guineas when she again cited Mr. Barrett as a tyrant, the infantile 
fixations of Victorian fathers would never have been so effective
ly transformed into dictatorial power over their daughters if these 
private fancies had not been fostered, approved, protected by 
society. In effect, Virginia Woolf ascribed the cause of fascism in 
the home to the same communal psychology to which Leonard 
Woolf ascribed fascism in the state. 

That same communal psyohology fostered the great modern 
sins of vanity, egotism, and megalomania. Surely one of the 
causes of war is the 'I, I, I" of The Years, the lack of any mould 
to impress upon individuals the words of Dante which Eleanor 
reads in that same novel: "For by so many more there are who 
say 'ours'/ So much the more of good doth each possess." Both 
Virginia Woolf in Three Guineas and Leonard Woolf in Quack, 
Quack! emphasized the essential barbarism in a society that 
encourages egotism, possessiveness and the jealous guarding by 
those in power of all privileges sought by the powerless. Leonard 2 

Woolf noted that history has continually shown us the moment 
of crisis "when either the wheels of civilization will have to be 
reversed or the spiritual and material fruits of civilization will 
have to be shared by the minority with the majority ... " {Q,_Qj 
p.25) But the minority, said Leonard Woolf, have always chosen 
to destroy civilization rather than permit all classes to share it 
with them. 

This unwillingness to share is one of the chief evils of 
professional life for Virginia Woolf. Her one guinea donation to 
help women enter the professions carried the condition that they 
refuse to imitate the male pattern of creating barriers to prevent 
others from entering after them. For 2000 years, women had 
been taught to avoid personal ambition. They were praised if they 
aspired "not to be recognized; not to be egotistical." (T.G. p.139) 
Consequently, the competitiveness that had been ingrained in 
their brothers had not become natural to them. Virginia Woolf 
suggested that women might help prevent future wars by refusing 
to acquire male attitudes toward eminence and exclusiveness as 
the price for admission into the professions. 

Another evil follows this unwillingness to share. In order to 
justify their special position, the few take upon themselves or 
accept the status of gods. Although Leonard Woolf's main 
concern was with far worse manifestations of idolatry, he 
recognized that the attitude that makes gods of the royal family 
in England is barbaric. He saw Carlyle's hero and Nietzsche's 
superman as "the witch-doctor and chief of the savage dug up out 
of their primitive graves." (Q,__QJ p.131) The same quackery 
primitive men employed, Hitler and Mussolini practised to keep 
reason and intelligence from exploding such false beliefs as racial 
purity. 

Although false beliefs clearly impede human development, 
true beliefs were not inordinately valued by Leonard Woolf. As 
he noted, "A true belief is little more than a stepping-stone to 
something else; it keeps the mind flu id, volatile; it sets it riding 
off on new adventures." Civilized men "set great store by truth, 
much less by true beliefs." That is why tolerance, which 
barbarians hate, "is the very core of civilization." (Q,_QLp.14) 

That notion about the mind's remaining fluid and volatile 
takes a special form in Three Guineas where Virginia Woolf 
declared her strong dislike of the limelight because it makes 
people take false positions. To clarify her meaning she used the 
metaphor of a rabbit with glazed eyes and rigid paws when 
caught in the glare of a car's headlights. The point is even more 
clearly made through photographs. The ones used by Leonard 
Woolf draw attention to the resemblance between Hitler and 
Mussolini and certain effigies of the war god Kukailimoku. The 
photographs in Three Guineas underscore the ludicrous regalia of 
dons, beefeaters, judges, clergymen. In all instances, these photo
graphs of human beings in whom all individual human expression 
has been replaced by "generalized emotions" and the "savage's 
mask" display rigidity and inflexibility. As Leonard Woolf has 
said, "the imagery of national -socialism is always metallic." (Q.QL 
p.76) 

People in such stances and costumes arouse terror or 
worship and invite a renewed acceptance of magic rather than 
reliance upon reason. Leonard Woolf described the disparagement 
of reason by such authors as Bergson and Spengler as intellectual 
quackery. Abandoning definition, proof, analysis, they turned to 
revelation, intuition, mystery, magic. Where the standards of 
intellectual integrity derived from the Greeks require that we 
work with the limits of human knowledge, intellectual quacks 



promise absolute truth and certainty. Modern quackery permit
ted no use of the critical intelligence, had no room for scepticism, 
whereas the willingness to say, "I do not know" was for Leonard 
Woolf an essential mark of a civilized person. 

Englishmen did not seem visibly civilized to Virginia Woolf. 
Like Creon in Sophocles' Antigone, instead of admitting they do 
not know what Law is they proceed to declare that man-made 
laws are to be obeyed without question, especially by women. 
Englishmen, according to Virginia Woolf, were more likely to tell 
women what they should and should not do than to say, "I do 
not know." Imitating Antigone, in Three Guineas Virginia Woolf 
turned away from unreal loyalties in the masculine world and 
sought in her role as outsider the freedom to question and 
perhaps arrive at new answers. She said to men, "We can best help 
you to prevent war not by repeating your words and following 
your methods but by finding new words and creating new 
methods." (T.G. p.260) The question she kept asking in Three 
Guineas was, "How can women remain civilized as they enter the 
male provinces of the universities and the professions?" The 
human figure of Antigone, so fluid, so volatile beside the set, the 
inflexible, the monumental figure of Creon provides part of her 
answer. 

In Quack, Quack! Leonard Woolf explored what had gone 
wrong in western civilization. At the same time Virginia Woolf 
asked in Three Guineas what women might do to help create a 
truly civilized world. The two books should be read together. 

A TRIP TO ST. IVES 

j. 0 'Brien Schaefer 
University of Pittsburgh 

Completing my own journey to the lighthouse has taken 
many forms, not the least of which was seeking the setting for the 
novel. In late August of this summer, I left London for a six and a 
half hour train ride to St. Ives, Cornwall. To the British middle 
classes, St. Ives is "the British Riviera," and a room of one's own 
for the night proved elusive. There is a tourist information service 
on one of the little alley-like cobbled streets of the town, but all 
they could recommend when I called them from London were 
the large hotels on The Terrace below Talland House, for, as far 
as they knew, all the rooms they usually suggest were full. 

One night at The Chy Andrey Hotel on The Terrace in St. 
Ives would cost £15.85 {about $30)--did I really want a double 
room for one person for one night for that price? Yes, I did, I 
finally decided, having called unsuccessfully several other hotels. 
And, having made the reservation, I boarded the 9:30 a.m. train 
from Paddington for Cornwall. Thin cattle, parched fields, and, 
suddenly, hours away from London, a beach and a boat almost 
perched upon the sands. We were nearing Land's End. 

My connection from the train to Penzance was at St. Erth, 
the railway line built in about 1880, which enabled the Stephens 
to make thei r way to St. Ives, at that time a remote fish ing village 
inhabited by the originals of Mr. Macal ister. The very same track 
and a similar train would transport me to St. Ives. The track is a 
horse-shoe shaped li ne bending round the bay and it passes the 
I igh thouse. 

I knew that we were near the ocean, sudden ly, as the light 
changed its texture. Staring white sands with green tufts waving 
burst against a violet sky. "For the great plateful of blue water 
was before" me, and, turning a bend, we came to the lighthouse. 
It is a short, squat white stucco tower on a rock the size of a 
sloping badminton court. {Mrs. Ramsay, estimating, had thought 
the rock the size of a tennis lawn.) Next to that rock is another, 
smaller. The lighthouse is on the curve of the bay in St. Erth, 
opposite the bay from St. Ives. That is why it is so hard to get to, 3 

and why it glimmers so temptingly far away. It is far away. 
So I experienced two pulls as the train extended itself--! 

would have paused at the turn in the tracks that opposed the 
lighthouse, and yet I longed to reach St. Ives. 

St. Ive's train station abuts onto the beach parking lot! 
Filled with cars, the lot faced the lighthouse, now a small white 
shape glistening across the bay. The hotel had indeed rewarded 
my splurge, for my room directly overlooked the beach, and from 
my front window flashed the lighthouse. 

Exploring St. Ives, I found I could not walk on the 
sidewalks, tiny as they were, for tourists hugged and covered the 
streets. Baby carriages, dogs, children with baskets, mothers 
holding paper bags, and young people, looking much as though 
they were in Cambridge, Massachusetts, swinging hands, passed 
by. The streets led to alleys which led to steps which led to 
terraces, which led to walks along the sea. And from many points 
I could see the lighthouse, now lit, for it was after dusk. 

At last I wandered to Talland House, now a luxury hotel. 
Aggressively white, and in perfect condition, The Talland House 
Hotel advertises itself as the childhood summer home of Virginia 
Woolf. A hurried woman answered my knock. No, smiling, I 
couldn't come in and look around, for she was serving dinner, but 
might I like to walk on the grounds? I might. And I walked to the 
front of the house. A thick and perfectly cut lawn extended 
down to a hedge; all around were staring "red daggers" and 
carefully tended petunias and nasturtiums. Kennedy had gone to 
work at last, and there appeared to be no rabbits hustling in the 
flower beds. At the foot of the garden, a small stream formed a 
pool in an open rock basin. Back of another hedge, directly 
behind the house, was a further expanse of lawn, leading, the 
owner had assured me, to a tennis court. 

The flag-stone terrace on which Mr. Ramsay had walked 
"up and down" with Charles Tansley was on the side of the house, 
bordered by two large urns, filled with trailing variegated ivy, not 
alas, with geraniums. The terrace walked upon, I turned the front 
corner of the house to see two bay windows facing the sea. 
Choosing to stand beneath the left bay window, because it was 
closer to the terrace, I knew that when I turned to face the 
lighthouse I would have revealed to me a vision. 

I turned. A mist had come in, obscuring the sea, and the 
lighthouse existed now only as an eye. A red eye, small but strong 
away in the mist. James' last vision before Ellen carries him to 
bed "made him gaze and marvel." Years later he remembers to 
have seen "a yellow eye." I had seen what James and Virginia 
Stephen had seen. 

There was no way to contain the experience, I thought, as I 
walked back across the town. And then I saw a sign leading to the 
Barbara Hepworth Museum, once the home of the renowned 
sculptor. Thinking that, though it would not be open at night I 
might locate it for the morning, I wound my way down and 
across the al leys and terraces, walls standing high, covered with 
vines, flowers and an occasional cat. Hepworth 's house, now her 
museum, was open Wednesday nights til eight! I went in , and saw 
on the first floor pictures of Barbara Hepworth at work in her 
studio, quotations from her letters and talks adjoining the 
pictures. She spoke of art very much as Li ly Briscoe might hc.ve 
spoken, praising form, but seeking the soul on which the form 
must rest. Her home, fi lled now with her work, led to a garden 
which houses about thirty of her larger pieces. Seated on a stone 
bench, next to the small lily pond, I sought the skies, full of mists 
and crying gulls, and as the light turned silve r, I felt that Lily had 
taken her work out of the attic, that women artists shou ld rightly 
have reserved for them, a garden filled with sculpture, a revealed 
meaning for the town, and an analogue for the experience of 
reaching out to the lighthouse. 

Jane li/ienfe/d 
Assumption College, Worcester, Massachusetts 



(1) Clarissa, who lives in Westminster ("how many years now? 
over twenty"), crosses Victoria Street (pp.4-5); later, 
Peter crosses it after leaving Clarissa's home (p. 72). 

(2) Clarissa passes Buckingham Palace and enters St. James's 
Park (pp.5-6). 

(3) Walking north from the Park, Clarissa feels how "Arling
ton Street and Piccadilly seemed to chafe the very air in 
the Park" (p.9); she then crosses Piccadilly by Green Park 
(p.1 1). 

(4) Clarissa walks "towards Bond Street" (p.12), which 
"fascinated her" (p.15), and stops at "Mui berry's the 
florists" (p.17). 

(5) The motor car goes "down Bond Street" (p.23), passing 
Clarissa, who then walks into Brook Street (p.24), the 
street where Richard will later call upon Lady Bruton 
(p.169). 

(6) The car crosses Piccadilly and turns "down St. James's 
Street" (p. 26)--that is, towards St. J ames's Palace, where 
"the Prince Lived" (p.28). 

(7) Lucrezia and Septimus are "on a seat in Regent's Park in 
the Broad Walk" (p.31). Later Peter will sit in the Park 
and fall asleep (p.85). 

(8) Maisie Johnson asks the Smiths "the way to Regent's Park 
Tube station" (p.37); later, at this spot Peter will hear 
that song of "the battered woman" (p.122), before taking 
a taxi to Lincoln's Inn (see No.19) to see "the lawyers and 
solicitors, Messrs. Hooper and Grately" (p.69). 

(9) Crossing Victoria Street (p. 72), Peter hears by the bell of 
St. Margaret's that it is "precisely half-past eleven" (p.74). 

(10) Peter goes up Whitehall, noticing the statue of the Duke 
of Cambridge by the War Office (p.75), and then "all the 
exalted statues, Nelson, Gordon, Havelock" (p. 77), until 
he reaches Trafalgar Square (p. 78). 

(11-12)Peter notices a girl in (appropriately) Cockspur Street and 
follows her as she crosses Piccadilly, goes up Regent 
Street, across "Oxford Street and Great Portland Street 
and ... down one of the little streets" (pp.79-81). 4 
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(13) Rezia and Septimus leave Regent's Park for Sir William 
Bradshaw's office in Harley Street (p.142), walking by 
way of Portland Place {p.126). 

(14) After their appointment with Dr. Bradshaw, the Smiths 
return to their "lodgings off the Tottenham Court Road" 
(p.133). 

(15) Leaving Lady Bruton 's on Brook Street (see No.5), 
Richard Dalloway and Hugh Whitbread separate "at the 
corner of Conduit Street" (p.173); Richard continues 
walking south, crossing Piccadilly and Green Park 
(pp.175-76) . 

(16) Richard crosses through Dean's Yard on his way home 
(p .177). 

(17) Elizabeth and Miss Kilman have tea at the Army and Navy 
department store on Victoria Street (p.192), and then 
Elizabeth takes a bus on Victoria Street (pp.203-204) 
towards the City. 

(18) Having ridden on the bus up the Strand, Elizabeth gets off 
at Chancery Lane (p.207) and then walks up Fleet Street 
" in the direction of St. Paul's" (p.209), but she then turns 
"back down the Strand" and gets on a bus to Westminster 
(pp.210-11). 

(19-20)Leaving his solicitors' office in Lincoln's Inn, Peter walks 
towards his hotel in Bloomsbury (p.239), on his way 
hearing "the light high bell of the ambulance" (p.229) and 
stopping "by the pillar-box opposite the British Museum" 
(p.230) . 

(21) Peter leaves his hotel, enters or walks along Bedford Place 
(p.248), and strolls down towards Westminster by way of 
Whitehall (p.249). Finally, "it was her street, this, 
Clarissa's; cabs were rushing round the corner, like water 
round t~e piers of a bridge, drawn together, it seemed to 
him because they bore people going to her party, 
Clarissa's party" (p.250). 

Morris Beja, Ohio State University 



REVIEW: VIRGINIA WOOLF, THE WAVES: 
The two holograph drafts 
Transcribed and edited by J .W. Graham 

(Toronto, University of Toronto Press, 1976) 

" ... the theme effort, effort, dominates," Virginia Woolf said 
of her masterpiece, The Waves. {AWD, 162) This theme must 
have dominated also in J.W. Graham's extraordinary labors of 
transcribing and editing the two holograph drafts--and in the toil 
of the printers, copy editors, etc., which went to produce the 
book finally from the University of Toronto Press. Is it worth it? 
people are asking about the $30 book and--a more important 
question--is The Waves itself worth all these attentions? I am 
reviewing Professor Graham's book at more length for the journal 
Novel and there will need to pursue this question further, but I 
think I can assume that most VW Miscellany readers will want to 
make the effort also to follow Woolf's process of composition so 
carefully and ingeniously recorded here. 

Those who have attempted to decipher the seven gaily 
bound notebooks at the Berg will be especially appreciative of 
Professor Graham's "feel" for the difficult-to-read words as well 
as for the shape of the whole . In checking his version against my 
own notes, I shudder to see how far off many of my own guesses 
were because of Virginia Woolf's handwriting or my own, because 
of the curious mixture of thrill and tedium of the task, because of 
the loneliness of such revision study where no one else is seeing 
what you are seeing. This kind of work then requires special 
scholarly attention {using the word as Simone Weil does), a 
patient and painstaking respect for the manuscript, and again that 
"feel" for Woolf's style and characteristic turn of phrase while 
the writing is shifting and heaving before your very eyes--all of 
these qualities Professor Graham has in abundance and we can 
trust his readings.There are bound to be some errors even in this 
impeccable edition--surely it is Marys not Margs on page 62, Draft 
I, for an unimportant instance--and any future interpretations 
which hang closely on a specific word should probably be 
checked against the original. For nearly all purposes, however, the 
texts are here accessible to everyone, without requiting a trip to 
the Berg or the over-handling of the fragile originals--a very real 
problem. 

Professor Graham has given us a tool (which will be, I 
think, more interesting to use than to review). Aside from 
establishing the texts, he has shown some of the ways to use them 
in the fascinating appendices. One indexes all the material 
according to the speakers, so that the evolution of, say, Rhoda 
can be followed from the beginning to end. He himself does very 
little interpretation of this mass of material, announcing his 
purpose in the introduction as: 

My primary motive in preparing a transcription of the 
manuscript of The Waves for publication is my belief 
that our understandingof how to use such material 
cannot mature unless more people devote more time 
and thought to the study of it ... (p.39) 

What can we say to Professor Graham, but thank you! Now we 
must all get to work. 

Perhaps the Virginia Woolf Society should sponsor a 
seminar in which specialists on The Waves could work together to 
digest and begin interpretation of this invaluable, newly accessible 
material. 

J.J. Wilson, Sonoma State College 5 

REVIEW: VIRGIN IA WOOLF, FRESHWATER 
Edited by Lucio P. Ruotolo 

{New York: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1976) 

Publication of Virginia Woolf's Freshwater (a comedy that 
she wrote in 1923 and substantially revised for production in 
1935) will provide evidence for those who think of Woolf as the 
high priestess of that jejune, high camp group known as 
"Bloomsbury." The action of the play revolves around Woolf's 
maternal great aunt, the photographer Julia Margaret Cameron, 
and her friends on the Isle of Wight. As the play opens, Cameron 
and her husband, Charles, are awaiting the arrival of their coffins 
which will accompany them on a journey to India. In the course 
of the play, we meet the artist G.F.Watts, his young wife, Ellen 
Terry, her paramour, John Craig, and the poet laureate Alfred 
Tennyson. The plot, critics will say, is anecdotal, and the details 
of the action could be known only to those privy to the 
labyrinthine web of that enclosed Bloomsbury. Such criticism is 
difficult to reply to, because Woolf, of course, wrote the play to 
be performed in Bloomsbury (at Vanessa Bell's studio on Fitzroy 
Street), by Bloomsbury (Vanessa Bell as Julia Cameron, Leonard 
Woolf as Charles, Angelica Bell as Ellen Terry, Duncan Grant as 
Watts, and Adrian Stephen as Tennyson) and for Bloomsbury. I 
suspect the publishers of the American edition may hold a similar 
critical attitude, for they have chosen to flesh out the book with 
some insipid drawings by Loretta Trezzo. (Readers might have 
been treated to some pictures of the actors, or, perhaps even 
better, some reproductions of the manuscript.) But Freshwater, 
splendidly edited by Lucio P. Ruotolo, is an important document 
for anyone who takes Woolf's work at all seriously. 

Those who have examined Woolf's papers know that editing 
them is not an easy task. The typed manuscripts of the 1923 and 
1935 versions of Freshwater, which lay hidden in the mass of 
Leonard Woolf's papers and did not emerge until after his death, 
are no exception. Information about them had to be culled from 
diary entries, letters, cast lists, and Vanessa Bell 's notes in the 
Berg and Sussex collections of Woolf's papers. Ruotolo has 
assembled this information, dated the manuscripts, interpreted 
and interpolated Woolf's corrections and additions, corrected 
minor spelling and punctuation errors, and has presented Woolf 
readers with an accessible and readable text of both versions. He 
has appended notes to both versions that provide valuable 
information about the manuscripts, characters, and plot. Ruoto
lo's task was formidable, but he has handled it sensitively, 
gracefully, and with a minimum of pedantry. 

Freshwater clearly demonstrates Virginia Woolf's interest in 
Julia Margaret Cameron . Though she never knew her great aunt 
(Cameron died on January 26, 1879, just three years before 
Woolf's birth), I suspect Woolf was drawn to her because of her 
style of living, her uncompromising attitude towards art, and 
what was at times an hilarious inability to integrate her artistic 
sensibility with reality. There are, of course, hints of Woolf's 
interest in Cameron prior to 1923. In I acob's Room, for example, 
she created Julia Eliot, who, at the end of the fourth chapter 
pressures Mr. Clutterbuck to sit for her. Jacob, it will be 
remembered, is leaving the Durrants' house on the Scilly Isles. Mr 
Clutterbuck has just missed saying good-bye: 

"Mr. Flanders!" cried Mr. Clutterbuck, trying to extricate 
himself from his beehive chair. "Jacob Flanders!" 

"Too late, Joseph," said Mrs. Durrant. 
"Not to sit for me," said Miss Eliot, planting her tripod 

upon the lawn. " 
In her introduction to Victorian Photographs of Famous 

Men and Fair Women, Woolf celebrated, as others had before her, 
Julia Cameron's "gift of ardent speech and picturesque behaviour 
which has impressed itself upon the calm pages of Victorian 
biography," and her "distaste for the cold and formal conventions of 



English society." Dimbola (the Camerons' house at Freshwater 
named for Mr. Cameron's coffee estate in Ceylon) became a place 
where she could attract a varied society of artists and writers as 
well as those thought to be infradig-parlour maids and trippers. 
Woolf celebrated Cameron as an artist as well: "All her sensibility 
was expressed, and, what was perhaps more to the purpose, 
controlled in the new born art." And she was, "magnificently 
uncompromising about her art." Photography was an expensive 
hobby, and to pursue it as an artistic medium was even more 
expensive. Cameron had been known to destroy a hundred 
negatives to achieve one good result. Dimbola and the life that 
Julia Cameron pursued began to consume her husband's revenues 
from his coffee plantation at an alarming rate. "Julia is slicing up 
Ceylon" Charlh wou ld complain, while Julia would retort: 
"Charles speaks to me of the flower of the coffee plant. I tell him 
that the eyes of the first grandchild should be more beautiful 
than any flowers." It is precisely this tension between art and 
reality that Woolf explores in Freshwater. 

This is not to say that Freshwater is without passages of 
private humor that are sometimes inaccessible to the average 
reader; however, Ruotolo has generously glossed most such 
passages in the notes that follow each version. Even without these 
notes, though, most of the play's absurdities rest on the divorce 
of art from Victorian reality, and Victorian reality from 
Bloomsbury. The aged painter Watts has married Ellen Terry so 
that he might have a model for his paintings. As the play opens he 
has conceived of her as "Modesty at the Foot of Mammon;" to 
Julia Margaret Cameron that morning Ellen is Alfred Tennyson's 
Muse. As Ellen makes clear to John Craig, she is many things to 
many people, but only rarely is she herself: "Sometimes l 'm 
Modesty. Sometimes I'm Poetry. Sometimes l 'm Chastity. Some
times, generally before breakfast, I'm merely Nell." Later in the 
comedy, after she has made the decision to go off with Craig and 
live in Bloomsbury, Watts tells Julia Cameron that his wife has 
died. Cameron mourns not Ellen's death but her own uncomplet
ed picture: "Oh but this is awful! The girl's dead and where am I 
to get another model for the Muse? Are you sure, Signor, that 
she's quite dead?" When Ellen returns very much alive, Cameron, 
thinking only of her art, wishes to photograph her as 'Penitence. ' 
Ellen resists: "No, I can't, Mrs. Cameron. No, I can't. First I'm 
Modesty; then I'm the Muse. But Penitence on a Monument--no, 
that I will not be ." At the end of the play, the coffins arrive and 
the Camerons depart for India; Terry and Craig depart for 
Bloomsbury; and Tennyson and Watts are left alone with their 
art, art that is immortalized in the final scene by the supreme 
Victorian accolade--a visit from the Queen herself and the 
bestowal of a peerage on Tennyson and the Order of Merit on 
Watts. 

By publishing both the 1923 and 1935 versions Ruotolo 
has served Woolf readers well. Woolf's energies devoted to 
Freshwater came at two important times in her creative life. The 
play served as an hiatus in both of them . She conceived of the 
1923 version when she was working on The Hours, which, of 
course, became Mrs. Dalloway; she wrote the 1935version when 
she was struggl ing with The Years. Perhaps more significent is the 
chance readers have to see just how much Woolf changed her 
text. What we have here is, in effect, a variorum edition of the 
play. A comparison of the two texts shows that she gave the 1935 
version more structure, placed greater emphasis on Ellen Terry 's 
liberation from Watts, and, most im portantly, she t ightened the 
dialogue and made the play more humourous. Take as an example 
this passage from the 1923 version. Julia Margaret Cameron is 
telling Tennyson just why she cannot travel to India without her 
coffin . She imagines herself dead with a copy of Maud resting on 
her heart. 
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Orion glitters in the firmament. The scent of the tulip 
trees is wafted through the open window. The silence 
is only broken by the sobs of my faithful friends and 
the occasional howl of a solitary tiger. And thenc.. 
what is this? What infamy is this? [She plucks at her 
wrist, picks something off it, and holds it towrds 
TENNYSON.} An Ant! A White Ant! They are 
advancing in hordes from the jungle, Alfred. I hear 
the crepitation of their myriad feet. They will be 
upon me before dawn. They will eat the flesh off my 
bones. Alfred, they will devour Maud! 

The 1935 version is considerably more compressed and fast 
paced: 

Look--Orion glitters in the southern sky. The scent of 
tulip-trees is wafted through the open window. The 
silence is only broken by the sobs of my husband and 
the occasional howl of a solitary tiger. And then what 
is this--what infamy do I perceive? An ant, Alfred, a 
white ant. They are advancing in hordes from the 
jungle. Alfred, they are devouring Maud! 

Gone are the crepitating feet, and more importantly, gone is 
the devouring of Cameron's flesh. By forgetting her great aunt's 
physical demise and focusing on the destruction of Maud Woolf 
has increased the humor of the situation. Listeners expect to hear 
"my flesh" or words to that effect. And they do hear them in the 
1923 version. In the 1935 version, they hear only that the ants 
are devouring--"Maud." When the coffins finally do arrive, 
Tennyson (in the 1935 version) checks to make sure that the 
wood will withstand the assault of the ants. 

Finally, Freshwater will help us to focus on the humor in 
Woolf's other works--humor that has been neglected far too long. 
It is usually sly and sometimes subtle, but seldom savage. This 
example from lacob's Room should suffice. In the beginning of 
the novel Betty Flanders rejects a proposal for marriage from her 
boy's tutor, the red-headed Reverend Mr. Floyd. Mr. Floyd, it 
will be remembered, moves away from Scarborough and gives 
John Flanders a kitten named Topaz. The boy tells Mr. Floyd 
that the kitten "has fur like you." Years later, Betty Flanders 
reflects on " 'Poor old Topaz,' ... as he stretched himself out in the 
sun, and she smiled, thinking how she had had him gelded, and 
how she did not like red hair in men. Smiling, she went into the 
kitchen." Such humo r is hardly the knee slapping, boffo variety 
Joyce was famous for and we have grown accustomed to, but it is 
humor nonetheless. Why is it present in Woolf's work? What does 
it say about her attitudes towards society? Towards the relations 
between the sexes? Towards art? Freshwater provides us with 
some wonderful clues. 

Thomas S. W. Lewis, Skidmore College 



VIRGINIA WOOLF'S AMERICAN PUBLISHER 

When Hogarth Press published "Kew Gardens" in 1919, 
favorable reviews created a rush of orders. Leonard and Virginia 
Woolf quickly recognized that they would need help from 
commercial printers to meet the increased demand. An important 
aspect of th is new popularity was American interest in Virginia's 
works. In a letter to Vanessa, Virginia commented about "Kew 
Gardens." "An American publisher has asked to bring it out in 
America. "1 Later, to Lytton Strachey, she wrote: "An American 
publisher wants to bring out Night and Day and The Voyage Out 
- indeed I can't resist telling you that I've had offers from two. "2 

Although the two publishers Virginia referred to were MacMillan 
and George H. Doran, Virginia Woolf's American publisher after 
Night and Day turned out to be Harcourt, Brace and Company. 

In the Berg Collection and The University of Sussex 
Library, correspondence between Leonard Woolf, representing 
Hogarth Press, and Donald Brace, of Harcourt, Brace and 
Company, provides insights into the American publication of 
Virginia Woolf's works beginning with The Common Reader. 
These letters reveal the working relationship between the two 
publishing companies, the development of an American market 
for Virginia's work, and the personal interest of Donald Brace in 
Virginia's literary career. 

Since Hogarth Press and Harcourt, Brace and Company 
brought out editions of Virginia's new works at the same time, 
several of the Leonard Woolf-Donald Brace letters discuss 
copyright laws for dates of publication of simultaneous edi
tions. The publication of limi ted and first editions for sale to 
collectors also involved negotiations between the two publishers. 
Brace considered publishing limited editions together with regular 
editions to be both bothersome and financially impractical. He 
therefore would not undertake a limited edition, but he was 
willing to cooperate by readjusting details and schedules for 
regular editions to allow for publication of special editions. 

Despite the frequent discussion of practical concerns in 
these letters Donald Brace's personal interest in Virginia Woolf's 
work is evid,ent. As early as 1924, Brace wrote to Leonard urging 
him to send as much information as possible about Virginia's new 
work, The Common Reader. Through advance adverti~ing, Brace 
hoped to extend Virginia's readership beyond the relatively small 
circle already familiar with her work. Leonard seems to have 
valued Brace's personal interest in Virginia's career and frequently 
sought Brace's advice about Virginia's new works. When Leonard 
considered serializing Mrs. Dalloway, he consulted Brace and they 
both decided against the idea. Similarly, in January 1932, when 
Virginia was finishing the second collection of Common Reader 
essays, Brace was involved in selecting the final title. Vir?ini1~ had 
tentatively chosen "The Common Reader: Second Series, but 
when Brace suggested "The Second Common Reader," she 
consented. Although she liked this title less than her working 
title, she recognized that Brace's title was clearer than hers. 

The Hogarth -Harcourt, Brace correspondence also reveals 
that both publishing houses were often concerned with the 
effects of economic conditions on sales and publication decisions. 
At the end of 1931, when Brace wrote that 10,000 copies of Ihe 
Waves had been sold, he commented that this amount was 
considerable, given the difficult economic conditions that year. 
Leonard responded that Hogarth could report a similar sales total 
and agreed that 10,000 was a good amount in su.ch diffi~ult 
times. Later, economic factors influenced Brace to reject publica
tion of Virginia's "Letter to a Young Poet" which Hogarth was 
bringing out as part of its Letter Series. Brace explained that he 
doubted he could sell enough pamphlets, even if economic 
conditions were better, because there had never been a market for 
pamphlets in America. 

In 1933, when Virginia finished the manuscript of Flush, 
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Brace 's role with this book was substantial. Leonard had written 
to Brace suggesting that Flush be serialized in a newspaper. Brace 
readily agreed since Flush had impressed him as a delightful work, 
and he predicted that it would be popular because of a recent 
successful production of The Barretts of Wimpole Street. Brace 
sent the manuscript to Woman's Home Companion and Ladies 
Home Journal because their circulation included a readers~ip ~ot 
already familiar with Virginia's work. When ~oth publ1cat1~ns 
rejected the manuscript, he sent it to The Atlantic Mon~hly wh1c~ 
accepted it and agreed to pay $1200. Since he considered this 
payment low, Brace intervened and arranged for the amout to be 
raised to $1500. Some months later, Leonard wrote that Flush 
was accepted by The Book Society of England as its Octob~r 
selection (Leonard later reported to Brace that sales of Flush in 

England were 19,000, including the 6,000 taken by The Boo~ 
Society). Shortly after this, The Book of the Month Club in 

America considered and accepted Flush as one of the two 
selections for its monthly offering, along with The Woods Colt by 
Thames Williamson. Payment for this was $5,000, and the 
distribution was expected to be 40,000 copies in America and 
Canada. Brace wrote to Leonard expressing his pleasure about 
the opportunities for increased sales and expansion of readership, 
believing the increase in exposure would benefit Vi rginia's career. 

The Berg Collection Hogarth-Harcourt, Brace correspon
dence ends with two letters from Brace in 1938, one informing 
Leonard that he had sent out inquiries about serializing The Years 
and Roger Fry, and the other advising Leonard and Virginia 
about changes in royalties allowed for non-resident aliens. A 
small collection of letters in The University of Sussex Library 
indicates that Brace continued his correspondence with Leonard 
after Virginia's death in 1941, supervising publication details of 
posthumous editions of Virginia's works. In one of the letters, 
Brace comments on sales of Between the Acts which had reached 
9,000 by December 1941. Brace found this figure disappointingly 
low and attributed it to reviews of the book. He thought it was 
unfortunate that reviewers had either tried to find clues in the 
novel for Virginia's death, or had tried to relate the work to the 
development of modern English literature. Brace considered the 
novel to be one of Virginia's important works and felt it should 
be evaluated on its own merits. His comments in this letter, as in 
most of the Hogarth-Harcourt, Brace correspondence, suggest 
Donald Brace's dual role: he was Virginia Woolf's American 
publisher, concerned with the economic and practical aspects of 
running a major publishing house and bringing out new works; 
but he was also a personal admirer of Virginia's work, interested 
in promoting her career because he regarded her as one of the 
twentieth century's leading writers. 
Notes 
1 

> VJrainia Woolf. The Letters of Virqinia Woolf, Volume Two, Nigel 
Nicolson and Joanne Trautmann, eds. {New York: Harcourt Brace 
Jovanovich, 1976), p.380. 
2>1bi<f_, p . 401. 

Selma Meyerowitz 
970 Palo Alto Avenue, Palo Alto, California 



VIRGINIA WOOLF'S LETTERS, VOLUME 11, A Note 

I should apologize for repeating in my note on The Voyage 
Out (Virginia Woolf Miscellany, No. 5) some of the speculations 
of Professor James Hafley in No. 4, which I had not seen and 
which the editor of No. 5 (Professor John Hulcoop) also seems 
not to have noticed. I also somewhat misdescribed Beethoven's 
Opus 111; it consists not of two movements but of an 
introduction marked Maestoso and then two movements marked 
Allegro con brio ed appassionato and Arietta: Adagio molto, 
semplice e cantabile. The issue concerning The Voyage Out is 
now resolved with the publication of the second volume of 
Virginia Woolf's letters, which include the letter to Saxon 
Sydney-Turner that I referred to (#1115) and also a letter to R.C. 
Trevelyan ( #1117) where she says flatly that she is altering op. 
112 to op. 111. 

Speaking of the second volume of the letters, allow me by 
way of penance to offer some information about the mysterious 
cuts made in letters# 905, # 1020, #1126, #1127, # 1179, and 
#) 261. The spaced dots indicate that the cuts were made at the 
last minute by the publishers, and proof copies of the voluf!le 
confirm this for they are uncut. Virginia Woolf's future bibli
ographer will want to record that the second volume of her 
correspondence exists in two significantly different states: cut 
and uncut. And students of Virginia Woolf might like to know 
thatthesubjectsofall thesecutsareCliveBell and Mary St. John 
Hutchinson. fhe haste with which the cuts seem to have been 
made is indicated by the footnote to letter #906, which refers to a 
note to letter #905 that was also cut along with the letter. The 
reference here is to the story 'War' that Mary Hutchinson had 
published in The Egoist and about which Virginia Woolf made 
some lively comments that were replaced by the dots. 

S. P. Rosenbaum, University of Toronto 

VIRGINIA WOOLF MISCELLANY 
c/o Department of English 
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- ANNOUNCEMENTS -

• Viviane Forrester writes from Paris that she has put 
together a serial of seven half hour radio programs for Radio 
France in addition to a thirteen minute film on Virgina Woolf for 
French television. She also informs us of forthcoming French 
editrons of Three Guineas (her translation) and Moments of 
Being. Both include her forewords. 

• John Graham's edition of The Waves: The Two Holograph 
Drafts was published recently by the University of Toronto Press. 

The Virginia Woolf issue of Women's Studies, edited by Madeline 
Hummel, is scheduled to appear this summer. 

• The Universities of California at Los Angeles and at Santa 
Cruz held a four week series in February entitled Omnibus to 
Bloomsbury: Virginia Woolf & Friends. The series included 
lectures by Leon Edel, John Lehmann and Stephen Spender, as 
well as Julian Jebb's BBC film A Night's Darkness, A Day's Sail. 

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
• There is no charge for the Miscellaney; readers may subscribe 

by writing to Professor J .J. Wilson, Sonoma State College, 
Rohnert Park, California 94928. Donations toward the printing 
and mailing costs are cheerfully accepted -- indeed needed ! 
•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
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