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Virginia Woolf Miscellany
TO THE READERS:
Although the articles in this issue of the Miscellany are
largely dedicated to the appearances of Woolf in the
media, and each provides an interesting perspective on
that topic, I feel that my most important mandate as
editor of this Fall issue of 2003 is to remember cher-
ished colleagues whose company we have lost, Carolyn
Heilbrun and Lucio Ruotolo.

When I think about Lucio, I remember a warm after-
noon in Lucio and Marcia’s comfortable home a
number of years ago, sitting around a table listening to
him, to Madeline Moore, and to JJ Wilson reminisce
about the founding of the Virginia Woolf Society.
Eileen Barrett and I were there interviewing as co-
historians for the Society, and she and I both left that
evening feeling like students who had just been in a
riveting class.  I remember much wonderful gossip
about the “early days,” stories about the informality of
the first MLA seminar and the bravery of the founding
folks who dared to insist on the prominence of a
woman writer.  As we were leaving, I remember
Lucio’s talk of his project to memorialize his father in
his study of anarchy, and I remember his showing me
his father’s sculpture with great reverence and love.
Clearly, when I was a doctoral student reading Lucio’s
wonderful book as I researched my dissertation, Lucio
was only a name to me; how incredible that I should
have had the good fortune to count him, in recent
years, as a friend and cherished colleague.

Mark Hussey’s email was my first news that we had
lost Lucio; I, as many of you, will never forget his
words:  “I am very sad to tell you all that Lucio
Ruotolo has died, in California, last Friday.  I’ve been
trying to think of something to follow that sentence,
but right now there is nothing adequate.”  So many of
you wrote in response to Mark’s announcement, and
I’ve included only a sampling from the chorus of
voices you raised as you reminisced.  Florence Howe
wrote, “I am shocked, since the last time I saw Lucio
he was either with his father or talking about him….”
Martha Vogeler added, “His father, if I recall correctly,
was a sculptor and I suppose that partly accounts for
Lucio’s keen aesthetic sensibility.”  Alice Kelley wrote,
“… in the mid-70s, Lucio Ruotolo was renting Monk’s
House and he invited the group of us to come visit.  The
house was still full of the furniture that Virginia and

Lucio kept my students rapt with his knowledge of all
that was there.”  Joseph Kreutziger wrote, “I shared a
suite with him in Sonoma.  He always hummed while
he worked.  I remember thinking that a scholar who
sings would have the right voice to approach Woolf’s
work….”

I did not have the good fortune to know Carolyn
Heilbrun personally, so for her eulogy I must count
more heavily on those of you who did know her and on
the eloquent obituaries written about her after her
death.  Mark Hussey remembered a woman whose
“amazing generosity to younger scholars, a generosity
both material and intellectual…” is her legacy.  Jane
Lilienfeld, reecalling Carolyn’s generosity to her in the
early stages of her career, wrote, “Through another
scholar, whom I had met when she was in Boston as a
Radcliffe Fellow, I met Carolyn Heilbrun.  At the
prompting of our mutual friend, Carolyn asked to read
my article and my dissertation, expressing her interest
in and support of my work.”  Jane goes on to say, “As a
feminist scholar I have done everything I could to be as
helpful to other scholars as Carolyn Heilbrun and other
women scholars were to me.”  And, Jane, you have
succeeded; I certainly consider myself one recipient of
your kindness and generosity; the mantle Carolyn
began to spread has reached far through your efforts.
Anne Fernald continued the theme, “I was in Cam-
bridge for a celebration of women. . . . Professor
Heilbrun was there and I introduced myself, mumbling
something inane, I’m sure, about Woolf and women
and Wellesley and she could not have been kinder.”
Melba Cuddy-Keane wrote, “As Lucio Ruotolo was
one of the founding members of the Virginia Woolf
Society, Carolyn Heilbrun was its first President.  And
it was under her term of office as the President of the
MLA that the Society became an allied organization.
But these official contributions to our history merely
stand for the spirit of community that is their enduring
legacy.”

From Elaine Woo, writing Carolyn Heilbrun’s obituary
for the Los Angeles Times, the following:  “By most
accounts, hers was difficult struggle to the top of her
profession, one that caused resentments and frustra-
tions.  She often sparred with colleagues over women’s
salaries and the content of courses.  She fought for
women seeking tenure, not only at Columbia but at
other institutions.  She joked that she would stay at

See page 3 for information
about Back to

Bloomsbury, the 14th
annual conference on

Virginia Woolf.

Leonard had used and all the needlepoint cushions and
Omega Workshop plates that surrounded them, and

In Memoriam
Roger PooleRoger PooleRoger PooleRoger PooleRoger Poole

page 3

VWM Fall 2004
Jeanne Dubino will be the

editor for the Fall 2004
Miscellany.  The deadline

for submissions is
Thursday, September 2,

2004.  Please send
inquiries to

jdubino@mail.plymouth.edu,
or to Jeanne Dubino,

Department of English,
Plymouth State College, 17
High Street, Plymouth, NH

03264.
VWM Spring 2005

Vara Neverow will edit the
Spring 2005 Miscellany.

The topic is open and
submissions are due by
Wednesday, February 2,

2005.  Electronic submis-
sions are preferred.  Please

send inquiries and
submissions to

neverowv1@southernct.edu
or to Vara Neverow,

Department of English,
Southern Connecticut State

University, New Haven,
CT 06515.

mailto: jdubino@mail.plymouth.edu


-2-

LUCIO RUOTOLO:  A FRIEND OF FRIENDS
(From Lucio Ruotolo’s memorial service at First Presbyterian Church
of Palo Alto on September 20, 2003)
Lucio and I first met sixty years ago in our sophomore year at an elite
Quaker school called Friends Seminary. It stood then and it stands now on a
tree lined street near Rutherford Place in Manhattan. Our teachers were
extraordinarily gifted and they prepared us for a college education through
the discipline of scholarship and a love for learning.  Although Friends is a
Quaker school, children of all faiths were accepted.  Every Wednesday at
nine the entire school and faculty attended Quaker meetings to be moved by
the spirit to speak or to remain in silent meditation. Our classes were small,
never more than 25, and girls outnumbered boys by two to one.  Girls flirted

with the older boys and boys giggled in the back row while drawing shady
pictures in their notebooks.  Friendships took root easily and flourished often
for a lifetime.  At our 50th class reunion in 1995, as co-chairs Lucio and I
paid tribute to our school and the great city in which we were privileged to
have been born.

In 1943, we were midway through the Second World War and our teachers
often read editorials and articles from the New York Times and the Herald
Tribune aloud.  This encouraged political discussion in the classroom.  Lucio
always said that he and I were probably the most liberal and radical members
of our class.  I believe he concluded this because we had one devastating
experience in common.  Lucio’s father was Italian born, a well-known
sculptor, and for a while a Socialist.  When Italy invaded Ethiopia, Lucio was
taunted by little boys on a school bus.  A similar trauma had wounded me.
My parents were both German born and although they had come to this
country twelve years before Hitler seized power in Germany, one of my
Jewish friends suddenly refused to play with me. These incidents had not
occurred at Friends but they were never forgotten by either Lucio or me, and
they were instrumental in leading us into circles of political action, both
secular and religious, early in life.  After 9/11, about which Lucio and I
talked with a special poignancy, we expressed great sympathy for young
Arabs in this country who were being treated far more ruthlessly than we had
been.

After high school, our idealism and our romanticism led us in only slightly
different directions. Lucio studied English literature at Columbia University
and became a leading exponent of Virginia Woolf.  I studied at Union
Theological Seminary where my special interest in the thought of Reinhold
Niebuhr and Paul Tillich was nourished.  When my late husband and I came
to Stanford in 1972, we were reunited with old friends Bob and Sydney
Brown, and Bill and Betsy Clebsch.  In a moment of serendipity, we found
Lucio and Marcia here; through the years that followed, our discussions of
the ideas of great poets, politicians, and philosophers, especially Tillich, and
their relevance to our world enriched our friendship. We also shared an avid
interest in opera, lucullan food, fine wines and gossip.  Lucio’s insatiable
interest in people and his capacity for friendship was one of his noblest
characteristics; he had a great and generous heart, and although his truthful-
ness could be wounding, his friendship did not waver.

During the last eleven months of Lucio’s life, he and I met frequently in front
of Green Library, where we once again lamented the state of our world.  We
also discussed Lucio’s book about his father, the sculptor, who in his son had
the perfect subject: a beautiful boy with large, brown eyes and black curly
hair, that same boy who still lived in Lucio when I last saw him.  Lucio has
been taken from us much too soon. But we should all find comfort in the
words of Paul Tillich, —and now I speak especially to Marcia, Cristina,
Vanessa, and Peter—written half a century ago:

Death is given power over everything finite, especially in our time of
history.  But death is given no power over love. Love is stronger. It
creates something new out of the destruction caused by death; it bears
everything and overcomes everything. It is at work where the power
of death is strongest, in war and persecution and homelessness and
hunger and physical death itself. It is omnipresent and here and there,
in the smallest and most hidden ways as in the greatest and most
visible ones, it rescues life from death. It rescues each of us, for love
is stronger than death.   (173-74) 

We love and honor Lucio’s memory on this day.  We will never forget him.

Marion Pauck, a childhood friend of Lucio Ruotolo
Work Cited
Tillich, Paul.  The New Being.  New York:  Scribners, 1955.

Remembering Lucio Ruotolo
One important interest of Lucio Ruotolo’s that we should not overlook was his
interest in anarchism. He taught actual courses on anarchism and literature, as I

myself did. We corresponded about this mutual interest of ours. He  tried to
persuade his department to offer  a position in the Romantic period to the Welsh

scholar Peter Marshall, who had written books on Godwin and Blake, and had just
published his major work, Demanding the Impossible: A History of Anarchism

(HarperCollins, London, 1992; Fontana Books, 1993).  That book, I believe, has
never been released in the U.S.

I recall that Shelley was one of the authors in Lucio’s course.  Within the anarchist
tradition, Lucio’s interest was centered not on political or anti-political revolution,
but on the potential for organizing and regulating social existence without making

the fatal error of relying on leaders or authoritarian codes of conduct.  It would
have been an anarchist impulse that allowed Lucio to see beyond those much-

praised moments of stability in Woolf’s novels, and locate her values just where
such moments were “interrupted,” thus allowing unforeseen discoveries to

emerge.

Arthur Efron, Professor
University at Buffalo, SUNY

Columbia until she was 75 as revenge against what she saw as sexism in
her university and her department.”  As most of us know, however,
Carolyn retired at 66, telling the Washington Post and the New York
Times that Columbia was run by professors “who behave like little boys
saying, ‘This is our secret treehouse club, no girls allowed.’”  She said
she was sick of the “treehouse gang.”   The London Times obituary
echoed the reports of Carolyn’s retirement, quoting her: “When I spoke
up for women’s issues, I was made to feel unwelcome in my own
department, kept off crucial committees, ridiculed, ignored.”  Elaine
Gilbert wrote, “The loss is inestimable.  To my knowledge she was
healthy and had admirers everywhere and was doing good work….”  In
the midst of a loss that seems inexplicable, a suicide that seems unmoti-
vated, however, Carolyn’s son has written the most compelling conclu-
sion to his mother’s life.  Quoted in the London Times, Robert Heilbrun
said, “She wanted to control her destiny and she felt her life was a
journey that had concluded.”

I can only add that my wish for my friend, Lucio Ruotolo, and for a
cherished mentor and foremother, Carolyn Heilbrun, is that they now
have the leisure of all eternity to spend long, lovely afternoons on
heavenly downs in the company of Virginia Woolf.

Merry Pawlowski
California State University-Bakersfield
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BACK TO BLOOMSBURY
14th  Annual International Conference onVirginia Woolf

23-26 June 2004
Institute of English Studies, University of London

Senate House
Malet Street
Bloomsbury

London
WC1 E 7HU

In co-operation with the International Virginia Woolf Society and the
Virginia Woolf Society of Great Britain, this conference brings
Virginia Woolf back to Bloomsbury in order to revisit Woolf’s links
to the place and the group which helped to inspire her life of writing.
Woolf’s life and work will be explored in relation to her Bloomsbury
contemporaries and experiences of London.

Topics for papers will include Woolf and the Bloomsbury Group,
Bloomsbury Aesthetics, the Omega Workshop, Bloomsbury & other
London-based Artist/Writer Groups, Modernism, New Critical &
Theoretical Approaches, Freud in Bloomsbury, Psychoanalytic
Perspectives, the Hogarth Press, Women in Bloomsbury, Feminism &
Feminist Theory, Gender Theory, Queer Theory, Sexuality & Sexual
Relations, Class, Race & Elitism, Politics, Political Affiliations &
Activism, Social Consciousness & Education, Representations of
London, Ideas of Space & Place.

The conference will include a range of keynote addresses, plenary
panels and parallel sessions. In addition to the stimulus provided by
speakers’ papers and panel discussions, there will be other fun
events, including Woolf-inspired performances, tours to Bloomsbury
Group residences and more.  Between sessions delegates might also
enjoy a nomadic wander through the squares in which the
Bloomsberries lived and loved.  Keynote speakers will include
Gillian Beer, David Bradshaw, Laura Marcus, Suzanne Raitt, Morag
Shiach and Brenda Silver.

For more information contact:
Gina Vitello, Conference Co-ordinator, “Back to Bloomsbury,” 14th

Annual International Conference on Virginia Woolf, Institute of
English Studies - University of London, Senate House, Malet Street,
Bloomsbury, London WC1E 7HU UK
Email: VWoolf2004@aol.com

IN MEMORIAM
Roger Poole (1939-2003) is best known to readers of the VWM
as author of The Unknown Virginia Woolf, a “biography” that has
been published in four editions, the last three of which each
included new prefatory material and bibliographic notes.  This
proliferation is testament to Roger’s feeling that his point had
never quite been grasped, his arguments never properly engaged
with.  The book was published in 1978, the year I began working
on a PhD at Nottingham University under his direction, and it
quickly attracted opprobrium on both sides of the Atlantic.  For
anyone aware of Roger Poole’s work in structuralism, phenom-
enology, postmodern theory and Continental philosophy—to say
nothing of his background in divinity studies and his lifelong
work on Kierkegaard—his work on Woolf emerged from a rich
philosophical context that he felt was never acknowledged by
most of its readers and critics.

Roger Poole died on November 21, 2003, after a long struggle
against lymphoma and in the midst of a retirement that seemed
much more richly busy even than the years he spent at
Nottingham University.  After leaving Cambridge, he taught at
the Sorbonne in the years leading up 1968, beginning his career
at Nottingham in 1969.  Recently, he had been a Visiting
Professor at Sussex and a Fellow at the Soren Kierkegaard
Research Center at Copenhagen University.  At the time of his
death he was a Visiting Fellow in the Department of Divinity at
Cambridge University, where he gave a final seminar on
Kiekegaard in May 2003.  Coming full circle, as it were, would
have pleased Roger greatly and no doubt occasioned one of
those flights of brilliance, knitting together cultural theories,
philosophy and aesthetics, for which he will be most remem-
bered by those who enjoyed the pleasure and challenge of his
company.

Mark Hussey
Pace University

all participants whose paper proposals are accepted will be required
to register for the conference. Registration information is also
available on the website.

We look forward to meeting you at the conference next summer.

Gina Vitello, Lisa Shahriari and Olivia Jennings

A REMINDER: check the website for updates!
www.sas.ac.uk/ies/conferences/virginiawoolf.htm

Those who have submitted proposals will receive notification of the
Conference Committee’s decision by late February.  Please note that

w

http://www.sas.ac.uk/ies./conferences/virginiawoolf.htm


THIS IS ABOUT WOOLF AT SMITH
Those of us who were able to attend the beautifully organized Woolf
conference held at Smith College continue to thank Karen Kukil,
Stephanie Schoen and Marilyn Schwinn Smith for all the effort that
went into the planning and the staging of the conference.  Thanks,
too, to Carol Christ, President of Smith, and to Jill Ker Conway, the
past President who spoke so eloquently about Woolf on the first day
of the conference and to all the other people at Smith—faculty,
administrators, alums and students—who made the conference so
wonderful.  Many, many thanks also to Alyson Shaw from those of
us who stayed in the residence halls.

The conference was an extraordinary event, surcharged with intellec-
tual energy and densely packed with keynotes, performances,
concurrent sessions, special events and exhibits.  The conference
continued the great tradition of previous Woolf gatherings, mingling
vividly beautiful performances with outstanding papers, intense
conversations with delicious and abundant food, marvelous books
with art.  The setting of the conference was in itself magical—a path
amid scented peonies overlooking a misty pond led from the resi-
dence halls to the library where the treasures of Smith’s Mortimer
Rare Book Room were displayed.  So rich and strange were the items
in the display cases that each day an assistant had to wipe the glass
clean of fingerprints left by entranced collectors of Woolfiana.  There
were flower arrangements everywhere and every one was of astound-
ing loveliness.

Although there was only one day of sunshine, rain did not deter us.
In the late evening, many of us gathered in the residence halls for
milk and cookies, a relaxed time to chat at the end of a long day.
Many new faces made the conference particularly exciting.  And the
IVWS garnered a number of new members.  The Spring 2003
Miscellany was much in demand (I brought 80 copies and went home
with 10).

Again, I would like to thank Smith College for hosting the 13th
annual conference on Virginia Woolf.  For many of us, it was more
like a Woolfian paradise than “Woolf in the Real World.”  Only upon
departure did reality come back into focus.

And for those who could not attend the conference as well as for
those who want to have access to a more permanent version of some

THE USES OF HISTORY: ORLANDO AND THE COUNTESS
OF DESMOND
One of the difficulties in assessing the merits of Orlando lies in
giving proper weight to the contributions of Vita Sackville-West, her
family, and Knole, her family home, as subjects of the novel.  Too
often there is an imbalance, a tendency to view the novel as a mere
personal tribute to Sackville-West rather than as an outgrowth of
Woolf’s own well-documented and long-standing interest in English
history.

Certainly, coming to know Sackville-West helped to widen the
landscape of Virginia Woolf.  If Sackville-West profited from
Orlando by a bit of added celebrity and by having her family and its
estate immortalized, Woolf profited, too, by having her knowledge of
English history enhanced in a unique and personal way.  The rela-
tionship of the two women was of mutual benefit.  On a trip to
France with Sackville-West in September of 1928, Woolf wrote to
Leonard with an assessment of her friend:

The truth is she is an extremely nice, kind nature;
but what I like, as a companion, is her memories of
the past.  She tells me stories of the departed
world—Mrs. Keppel, King Edward, how she stayed
with the Rothschilds at Chantilly and they ran over
a big dog in a motor cart and wouldn’t stop
because they were late for their polo. (Letters 3: 539)

Some of these “stories of the departed world” were derived directly
from Sackville-West herself; others were the result of her reading.
Indeed, as a companion volume to Orlando, Sackville-West’s Knole
and the Sackvilles is invaluable, providing numerous insights into the
background of Woolf’s novel.  Woolf’s first letter to her new ac-
quaintance in 1922, in fact, is a gentle complaint that “Mrs.
Nicolson’s” promised copy of her book has not yet arrived (2: 600).
A note of thanks for the volume follows shortly thereafter in which
Woolf professes an eagerness to begin the account of the Sackvilles,
for “There is nothing I enjoy more than family histories[…]” (3: 1).

Frank Baldanza has pointed out many of the parallels between
Orlando and Knole.  All comparisons between the two, of course,
begin with the great house.  In Knole, however, Woolf found not only
the perfect setting for her biographical novel, she also discovered the
pervasive sense of history that permeates the character of Orlando.
In her journal, following a visit to Knole, recognition of the link

of the best papers, there is especially good news:  Karen Kukil and
Stephanie Schoen are editing the selected papers which will be
published electronically and available by subscription from the
Center for Woolf Studies.  Watch for information about this impor-
tant publication!

Vara Neverow
President, IVWS
Southern Connecticut State University
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between the present and the past presages the historical continuity
that is such an integral part, not only of Orlando’s estate, but of the
character of Orlando as well:

All the centuries seemed lit up, the past
expressive, articulate; not dumb & forgotten; but a
crowd of people stood behind, not dead at all; not
remarkable; fair faced, long limbed; affable; & so
we reach the days of Elizabeth quite easily. (3: 125)

This continuity, this sameness, whether male or female, sixteenth or
twentieth century, is an important facet of Orlando as Woolf’s
biographical subject.  While Woolf’s concept of time, employed to
great effect in Orlando, has inspired extended discussion, Orlando’s
longevity may well have been suggested by a previously ignored
passage in Sackville-West’s Knole and the Sackvilles.  Discussing the
furnishings of the Leister Gallery at Knole, she describes the legend
affixed to one of the paintings in that room:

There is also a curious portrait hanging on one of
the doors, of Catherine Fitzgerald Countess of
Desmond, the portrait of a very old lady, in a black
dress and a white ruff, with that strange far-away
look in her pale eyes that comes with extreme age.
Bernhard Berenson, somewhat to my surprise,
once told me that in his opinion it was by
Rembrandt.  Tradition says of her that she was
born in the reign of Edward the Fourth and died in
the reign of Charles the First, breaking her leg
incidentally at the age of ninety by falling off a
cherry tree; that is to say, she was a child when the
princes were smothered in the Tower, a girl when
Henry the Seventh came to the throne, and
watched the pageant of all the Tudors and the
accession of the Stuarts—the whole of English
history enclosed between the Wars of the Roses
and the Civil War.  She must have been a truly
legendary figure in the country by the time she had
reached the age of a hundred and forty or
thereabouts. (Knole 28)

Indeed, her age comes close to rivaling that of Orlando’s.  What
might have prevented Woolfian scholars from recognizing the
significance of this passage as the probable inspiration for Orlando’s
own life span may have been the casual, tongue-in-cheek tone that
Sackville-West assumes in relating something so extraordinary as to
be impossible.  Or perhaps the dates and reigns of English kings and
queens could not be called forth in a cursory reading; it is after all, so
unexpected.  Had the Countess of Desmond been born in the reign of
Edward IV (1461–1483), been a child when the princes were
murdered (1483), a girl when Henry VII (1485–1509) acceded to the
throne, and survived to the time of Charles I  (1625-1649), she must
have been a remarkable woman.  One tends to read this passage, in
fact, with strict credulity until the countess’s age at the time of her
death is haphazardly mentioned, almost as an afterthought.  Even of
someone given to climbing cherry trees at the age of ninety, one

AN EXAMINATION OF TWO WIVES AND MOTHERS IN
THE HOURS
The Pulitzer Prize winning novel The Hours, by Michael
Cunningham, depicts one day in the lives of three women in three
different time periods: Clarissa Vaughan at the end of the twentieth
century, Virginia Woolf in 1923, and Laura Brown in 1949.

My first reading of The Hours became difficult when I read the
following about Laura Brown: “She does not dislike her child, does
not dislike her husband. She will rise and be cheerful.” Then, two
paragraphs later:

Here is the brilliant spirit, the woman of sorrows, the
woman of transcendent joys, who would rather be
elsewhere, who has consented to perform simple and
essentially foolish tasks, to examine tomatoes, to sit
under a hair dryer, because it is her art and her duty.
Because the war is over, the world has survived, and we
are here, all of us, making homes, having and raising
children, creating not just books or paintings but a whole
world—a world of order and harmony where children
are safe (if not happy), where men who have seen
horrors beyond imagining, who have acted bravely and
well, come home to lighted windows, to perfume, to
plates and napkins.

I realized, with a feeling of dread, that Laura Brown’s story was also
my mother’s story.

Throughout my childhood my mother told my two sisters and me that
the happiest time of her life was during World War II when she

finally must exclaim:  No.  This can’t be possible.  It is no more true
than Orlando’s great stretch of life from 1570 (he’s sixteen when the
book begins) to 1928.

The key phrase linking the Countess Desmond to Orlando, however,
is “the whole of English history.”  All that the countess experienced
from the Yorks and Tudors to the Stuarts, “the whole English history
enclosed between the Wars of the Roses and the Civil War,” and
more, Woolf sought in Orlando as the vehicle of her thought.
Orlando’s life is no more incredible or imaginary than that which
Sackville-West ascribes to the Countess of Desmond.  In Orlando,
however, Woolf created an ideal—a character who could range
through the gamut of experience and history in person.  Much to be
envied, unlike even the Countess of Desmond, who preceded her,
Orlando suffers no confinements:  not class, not sex, not age.  In the
novel, Woolf uses history to transcend it.

Rebecca McNeer
Independent Scholar

Work Cited
Baldanza, Frank.“Orlando and the Sackvilles,” PMLA 70

(1955):  274-79.
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you that it’s very bad for you?
… I don’t now feel for you or for anyone else what I
imagine one ought to feel for the person one marries.
(41)

Three months later, in a November 7, 1906 letter to Clive, Vanessa
not only continues to refuse to marry him, but also wants Clive to go
away for one year. She also seems to be concerned that Clive does
not “work at something.” Clive is supported by his wealthy parents
and enjoys the life of the intellectual and “gentleman farmer,” a
lifestyle that he plans to continue after marriage.

But Vanessa’s brother Thoby died of typhoid a few days later on
November 20, 1906 after a trip to Greece. (Vanessa also had become
ill on the trip, but recovered.) Two days after Thoby’s death, Vanessa
accepted Clive’s marriage proposal.  They were married in February
1907.

By 1912 Vanessa and Clive had two sons, Julian and Quentin. In an
August 23, 1912 letter to her sister Virginia, Vanessa describes her
life at Charleston, her Sussex home:

You might think I had time to write letters here, but if so
you are much mistaken. I lead the busiest of lives. Down
at 9 punctually, then dinner to order, which means a long
talk with Sophy [the cook]… Then I give Julian his
reading lesson! and wonder how anyone ever learns that
BAT spells bat with so many appalling difficulties in the
way. Then I have to talk a little to Quentin, and then
perhaps I paint, when curtain-making allows of it, but I
haven’t really embarked on much painting yet. Julian
has lunch with me, which means that it takes about 1 1/2
hours, and I can’t settle down to write letters after lunch,
and then you see comes tea and the children again, and
then I read my Times of yesterday and after dinner all
the really important letters have to be written, and then
in odd moments there is my dog! (125-126)

In her autobiography/memoir, Vanessa’s daughter Angelica wrote of
this time in Vanessa’s life:

After Quentin’s birth in August 1910, the relationship
between Clive and Vanessa seems to have deteriorated.
He had never ceased to have extra-marital relations and
when Quentin’s refusal to put on weight was causing
Vanessa considerable anxiety, Clive offered her little
support.
… At the same time [1911] Vanessa was a prey to
intermittent but crippling bouts of lethargy lasting over a
couple of years, suggesting that she suffered from a
severe depression, different in effect but not perhaps
unrelated to Virginia’s instability. (31-32)

By the end of 1912, Vanessa had had an affair with married friend
Roger Fry, an artist she felt understood her as both an artist and a

worked as a secretary upon graduating from high school; however,
she also received constant pressure from her family to get married.
She met my father on a blind date after he returned from service as a
Marine in Okinawa. She married him in 1948. She said that the first
several years of the marriage were her only happy ones (it was three
years before she got pregnant). She also told me that she hated my
father. Unhappy and depressed for most of her marriage, her only
other happy time was the year before she died at age 69, when she
left my father and lived alone in a rented house several blocks from
my sister. Unlike Laura, my mother did not abandon her family
physically, but emotionally she left us, starving and bereft.

I had to read The Hours two more times before I could think about
the book with any objectivity.

While reading about Vanessa’s afternoon visit to Virginia in The
Hours, I began to wonder about Vanessa’s life of marriage and
motherhood. My knowledge of Vanessa’s life was limited, consisting
primarily of the facts that she lived with both her husband and her
lover, had two children (boys) with her husband and one child (girl)
with her lover.

In many ways, the time of Vanessa’s marriage and motherhood (early
1900s) was harder for women than the time of Laura Brown’s (or my
mother’s) in the late 1940s; I began to wonder if this was true and
whether I could find enough information to compare their lives. In
looking at Vanessa’s life, I questioned whether I could find first-hand
accounts or would have to depend on others’ descriptions and
interpretations. I was pleased that my research uncovered Vanessa’s
book of selected letters, published in 1993, and her daughter
Angelica’s autobiography/memoir, published in 1985. I discovered a
fascinating and unconventional life.

When Vanessa’s father, Leslie Stephen, died in 1904, Vanessa, at age
25, was determined to create a freer life far removed from the
Victorian life of her childhood. She moved her brothers Thoby and
Adrian and her sister Virginia to an unfashionable London neighbor-
hood known as Bloomsbury. During this time, Vanessa continued her
painting lessons and participated in Thoby’s Thursday evenings, a
continuation of his Cambridge group of fellow students. Vanessa
became well acquainted with one member of the group, Clive Bell.
By 1906, Clive began asking Vanessa to marry him, but Vanessa
continually refused. In this July 30, 1906 letter Vanessa tells Clive
that she doesn’t have feelings for him that are strong enough for
marriage:

For you see if marriage were only a question of being
very good friends and of caring for things in the same
way, I could say yes at once. I like you much better than
I like anyone else (other man, I suppose I ought to say!)
outside our family, and I am sure that our friendship
means quite as much to me as it can to you. But I
suppose that something more is wanted which now I
don’t feel. Therefore our being friends is a very good
arrangement for me and only pure gain. Ought I to tell
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woman. Her feelings are clearly described in this November 29, 1918
letter to him:

… that first part of our affair always seems to me one of
the most exciting times of my life, for apart from the
new excitement about painting, finding for the first time
someone whose opinion one cared for, who sympathised
with and encouraged one, you know I really was in love
with you and felt very intimate with you, and it is one of
the most exciting things one can do to get to know
another person really well. (221)

Angelica also offers some insight into her mother’s character as it
pertains to love:

An apparently strong, even self-sufficient character,
when it came to love, she bent like a flower under the
weight of a humble bee. It was her way of loving,
actuated by as great a need to be loved as to love....Even
when she ceased to be “in love,” she needed evidence of
her power over the loved one. Clive and Roger both
hovered nearby, compelled by her need, as later did
Duncan. Luckily all were, in their different ways, equal
to saving their skins. (33)

Vanessa came to know the painter Duncan Grant when she helped
him and his friend and lover David Garnett avoid fighting in World
War I. She and Clive rented Charleston and invited Duncan and
David to live there so that they could work at a nearby farm to avoid
the draft. By Christmas 1918, Vanessa had had an affair with Duncan
and given birth to their daughter Angelica.

In this March 16, 1920 letter to Margaret Vaughan, Vanessa responds
to Margaret’s criticism of her life with Clive and Duncan:

But whatever the gossip about us may be, you must
know that we see each other and are to all appearance
friendly, so it should I think be assumed that we are in
agreement on those matters which concern our intimate
lives. You say you tell Will [Margaret’s husband]
everything, although your married life has been full of
restraints. What reason is there to think that I do not tell
Clive everything? It is perhaps because we neither of us
think much of the world’s will or opinion, or that a
“conventional home” is necessarily a happy or good one,
that my married life has not been full of restraints but,
on the contrary, full of ease, freedom and complete
confidence. (237)

Angelica’s memories of her mother’s life at Charleston include a
disturbing insight into her character:

Vanessa presided in the dining-room, the magnetic
center of all our thoughts and activities. At breakfast she
was always down first, and sat for some time alone,
enjoying her solitude. She had dressed and washed

quietly, almost secretively, and would be in her habitual
place on the far side of the round table, looking with
dreamy reflectiveness at the still-life in the center, or out
of the window at the pond and the weather....Now, as she
ate a piece of buttered toast with coarse salt and held a
steaming cup [of coffee] in long, straight be-ringed
fingers, she considered her letters, absorbed the temper
of the day, and braced herself to meet its demands.  As
always, she was divided: on the one hand she was
entranced by what she saw in front of her, on the other
worried by her responsibilities. She was faced with half
an hour in the kitchen…listening to Lottie’s suggestions,
jokes and complaints. ...But a divide of some kind,
vague and unadmitted, stood between Vanessa and all of
us. In our case it had nothing to do with class, and as she
so evidently adored us, nothing to do with love and
affection—and yet it had the effect of a seeming lack of
sympathy and feeling, a black hole of impalpable depth.
She herself was aware of it and would have given
anything to cross it, but it affected all of us—those who,
like myself, she could not bear to relinquish, and those
like Clive, whose hold had slackened in an attempt to
remain in touch, for whom she could no longer summon
more than a stale affection. (90-92)

Vanessa did not give up painting when she married; in fact, she was
able to make it a daily part of her life. Angelica has provided some
insight into Vanessa’s work with Duncan at Charleston:

On Vanessa’s emergence from the kitchen, she and
Duncan would retire down the long passage to the
studio, which was half work-room and half sitting-room,
redolent of oil and turpentine.... Plans for the present and
the future were discussed at this time of day, as though
life could not be lived until it had been decided exactly
how to do it. (93)

Vanessa, Clive, Roger, and Duncan spent as much time as possible
abroad. Vanessa and Duncan painted for months at a time in France
and Italy. According to Angelica:

…when she was in France Vanessa felt that she was
taken seriously as a painter, not only by fellow artists but
by the landlady and the man in the street. It was a
sensation she never had in England. (69)

In her lifetime Vanessa exhibited her paintings when opportunities
were presented to her, completed commissions of decorative paint-
ing, and contributed pieces to the Omega project, a group of English
artists, led by Roger Fry, who created and sold decorative objects to
the public. Angelica felt that her mother did not like competing as a
professional artist and chose instead to direct her energy into painting
her surroundings and having a personal life of family, close friends,
and lovers.
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REGARDING THE HOURS: A TRANSPOSITION IN FICTION
AND FILM
The uncanny speed with which the award winning novel The Hours,
loosely based on Virginia Woolf’s Mrs. Dalloway, has spawned a
film version, attests to the extraordinary proliferation in this post-
modern period of adaptations, derivations, prequels, sequels, and
preemptive borrowings of one kind or another.  If the tendency to dip
into the creative waters of the past is hardly new, the sheer intensity
of the current phenomenon, its broad extension throughout the arts,
and most significantly the crucial role of film in the process of
exchange, are peculiarly contemporary developments.  Whatever its
etiology in a culture that may well have reached its artistic limits, the
most immediate incentives for replication seem to be practical and
self serving.  Thus, if in paying tribute to Virginia Woolf
Cunningham expresses his genuine appreciation for her gifts, the
disposition reflects positively on his own taste and inclinations; and,
in more practical terms, gives him license to preempt the qualities he
admires.

There are those who praise Cunningham for his ventriloquist
reconstruction of Woolf’s voice and tone, while others, more con-
cerned with questions of authenticity, have expressed dismay.  Yet
whatever the ethical implications, replication proves useful not only
to the writer himself, who by reproducing the attributes of an
accomplished forebear, seems to acquire them, but also to that
sizeable segment of the reading public that is susceptible to the
claims of culture, if not in fact willing to accede to its demands.
What finally distinguishes a successful adaption like The Hours is its
ability to satisfy this appetite for culture without unduly taxing
readers so inclined, or forfeiting the broad appeal of mainstream
fiction.  For despite its borrowed high-brow aura, Cunningham’s is a
mainstream novel, worthy of its best-sellerdom and excites in turn
the popularizing instinct of film-makers, who, eager to market the
appetite for culture, purvey the preempted aura, adjusted now to the
more generalized taste of the viewing public, at yet a further remove.
With which, one would suppose, the cycle should conclude.  Yet, in
what is admittedly a surprising development, we are brought back to
the beginning.  For the first time in its seventy-eight year history,
Mrs. Dalloway itself, that is the novel as written by Virginia Woolf,
has made its way onto the best seller list.  Buttressed to be sure by
the reassuring presence of The Hours and fortified by the stimulating
atmosphere of the film (playing at neighborhood theatres throughout
the country) Mrs. Dalloway has made a comeback!

Reassuring as this development must be to those concerned with the
life of the novel, one cannot help wondering whether the purchase of
a novel, far more demanding of the reader than its popular sequel,
ensures that it will be read; and whether those who may actually read
it will not inevitably adjust their conception of it to the standing
authority of the film.  For if films occasionally revive the novels on
which they are based, their effect upon them is enduring. Though she
bears only an approximate resemblance to Woolf’s heroine, Mrs.
Dalloway at the movies has subtly replaced the literary model on
whom she is based.  Conversely, the film version of Orlando has
effectively restored the heroic portrait Woolf meant to undermine. In
the case of The Hours, itself a popularization of a prior and more

After studying Vanessa’s selected letters and Angelica’s memoir, it
became clear to me that Vanessa was able to construct a satisfying
professional, as well as personal life only because she and Clive
received a substantial income from his family. (With only referencing
this material, I was unable to determine whether Duncan contributed
to Angelica’s support). Vanessa was able to have paid help (cook,
governess, gardener, washing woman, and maid) and send her
children to private schools. Vanessa always had a studio for her
painting, whether in Charleston, London or abroad. Virginia argued in
A Room of One’s Own that two things were necessary for a woman’s
life to be productive and fulfilling: money and a room of her own.
Even though Vanessa suffered from depression and complicated
relationships with men, she was able to live the productive and
fulfilling life that her sister described in A Room of One’s Own.

I wonder how Laura’s life could have been different if she had had
the opportunities that money and a room of her own might have given
her to create a more fulfilling life. Most American homes built in the
1940s did not have rooms that the wife could use for her own
purposes, although many husbands had a separate room as their
retreat/study/library. It is unlikely that Laura Brown had access to
some space of her own free of husband and children.  As far as Laura
having her own money: even if she had possessed a small amount
before her marriage, it probably would not have been enough to
provide her with the help she would have needed to enable her to
create a fulfilling life; furthermore, middle-class wives at this time
were expected to do all housework and childrearing themselves.
(When my mother begged my father to allow her to hire help, he told
her no, because it was her job to take care of the house and the
children herself). Also prevalent at this time, and lasting until the
women’s movement in the late 1960s, was the societal attitude that if
a wife held a job, it meant that the husband was a failure in providing
for his family. Under these burdens and the threats of depression and
suicide, Laura felt that she had few options. How ironic that
Virginia’s answer to the question of how a woman can have a
fulfilling life was fulfilled by her sister Vanessa, but not by Laura
Brown forty years later.

Carolyn Byrd
Independent Scholar
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complex work of fiction, the film process is more nearly consistent
with the spirit of the novel.  Following close upon the novel, the film
easily recovers its themes, occasionally fulfilling, more effectively
than the novel itself, its deeper implications.  In the repeating images
that link its time-scattered figures, in the visual hallmarks that define
its time separated segments, the film version of The Hours provides a
cohesive order the novel seems to lack.  But it is in its critical
perspective that film translation proves most revealing.  Sharpening,
clarifying, and admittedly often simplifying its ideological underpin-
nings, the film effectively lays bare the novel’s deepest meaning.

Reconsidered in the light of its film version, The Hours loses much
of its amplitude. For what has largely fallen away in the popular film
rendering is that allusive literary network that is meant to extend the
novel beyond its natural limits and to endow its characters with an
enriching complexity that in themselves they may not possess.
Enclosed in that suburban setting from which she is trying to escape,
defined by the conventionalizing beauty of the actress who plays her,
Laura Brown, the heroine of the middle segment of the novel, is, in
the film, a far less mysterious figure than she appears to be in the
novel.  If she continues to immerse herself in Virginia Woolf’s novel,
a circumstance which Cunningham endows with a transcendent
meaning, Woolf’s novel has in the film lost much of its talismanic
value.  Without the underscored connection to Virginia Woolf and her
novel, Laura’s dilemma, that she cannot love her loving husband, nor
fully commit to her adoring child, seems merely mundane and Laura
herself is reduced to being, what we now suspect she really is, just
another suburban housewife longing to break free.

In the final segment of the novel, significantly entitled “Mrs.
Dalloway,” Cunningham invites us to view his contemporary heroine
Clarissa Vaughan as the latter-day incarnation of Clarissa Dalloway.
The connection is tenuous even in the novel where despite the shared
name and the recognizable reconstruction of Mrs. Dalloway’s day in
Edwardian London, we are invited to focus on the liberating changes
that separate the contemporary woman from her Edwardian forebear.
The film retains the Woolfian trappings, yet they will surely have lost
their defining value to an audience, who for the main part has not
read Woolf’s novel.  As played by the ubiquitous Meryl Streep, the
heroine takes on the guise of a long familiar film figure who, though
she is endlessly called Mrs. Dalloway, bears not the slightest resem-
blance to Woolf’s heroine.

Finally, it is the overwrought presence of Virginia Woolf that
dominates the film as indeed it does the novel.  Yet it is not so much
a “real” Virginia Woolf as her legendary image that appears to have
captured the author’s imagination and serves as model for his
stricken heroines.  The film portrait, modeled closely on the novel’s,
reveals to what considerable extent Cunningham bases his character-
ization of Virginia Woolf on the exhausted stories concerning her
madness and suicide.   Admittedly, in Cunningham’s conception they
provide the basis for a tender tribute to Woolf’s great gifts as a
novelist.  Cunningham resurrects the familiar cliche in which
madness and genius are inextricably linked and mutually enhancing.
Woolf’s vaunted instability is here the emblem of her genius; her
suicide at the age of 59, its crowning confirmation.

Less inclined to worship at the shrine of literary achievement, the
film retains the stereotypical pattern without the mitigating presence
of literary genius.  If Woolf is depicted as a writer, deeply engaged in
the creation of Mrs. Dalloway, the creative enterprise in which she is
engaged is mainly the mark of a pervasive disorder, fully confirmed
(proven one might say) in a corresponding lack of grace and beauty.
Much has been made of the conspicuously false rubber nose worn by
Nicole Kidman in her portrayal of Virginia Woolf.  The disguise that
was meant to give visible proof of unrelenting eccentricity, seems to
many critics and film viewers, to willfully distort the image of the
writer.  In fact, like all the women in her family, Woolf was noted for
her beauty. That she was also formidably intelligent and famously
charming are facets of her character as well documented as her
“madness,”  though they fail to conform with the view the film
embraces: that gifted women are generally “mad” and always
unattractive.

The film’s portrait of Virginia Woolf is certainly less sympathetic
than the novel’s, yet its essential pattern is not in fact inconsistent
with the legendary portrait of suicidal genius that is the centerpiece
of Cunningham’s novel.  The author apparently agrees.  In a New
York Times article that appeared shortly after the opening,
Cunningham praises the film unconditionally for its faithful render-
ing of his novel.  The judgment, sincere on the face of it, reflects the
increasingly intimate relationship of film and fiction.  It is a relation-
ship which Woolf herself could not endorse. Leery of the film’s
incursions on the novel, even in that early phase of film history of
which she writes, she would, one assumes, have been deeply dis-
turbed by a proliferation that literally consumes the novel as soon as
it is launched, and if Cunningham’s approach portends a future trend,
may well consume the novelist in turn.

Herta Newman
Independent Scholar

s

WAITING FOR A NEW SUN: MR. DALLOWAY BY ROBIN
LIPPINCOTT
I remember standing on the seashore once, fully absorbed in the gran
finale of a firework show, and thinking: “Wow, this is exactly how a
good ending for a novel should be!”... To me, the last pages of Robin
Lippincott’s Mr. Dalloway felt just that way.

If it weren’t for the sparkling conclusion and the scattered pages pre-
paring for it, the novel would be rather plain all the way through.
Probably published at the wrong time,1  Mr. Dalloway definitely does
not withstand the unavoidable comparison with Michael
Cunningham’s The Hours, lacking its profundity and variety of
themes. Despite the thoughtful construction of some of the updates

1Mr. Dalloway was published in 1999, just one year after The Hours
and a few months after Cunningham’s novel was awarded the
Pulitzer Prize novel was awarded the Pulitzer Prize.about the lives of
the characters with whom we had been acquainted in Mrs. Dalloway,
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about the lives of the characters with whom we had been acquainted
in Mrs. Dalloway, the overall impression is that of a mere sequel to
Woolf’s masterpiece.  And, as is often the case with sequels, the re-
sult is somewhat disappointing.  But then comes the end....

The last pages of the novel are dotted with many more characters
than the first part of the book, but among the stories they are telling
there is only one which insistently demands to be raised above the in-
distinct muttering of the crowd: Robbie’s. Robert (Robbie) Davies, a
forty-five year old editor working for Faber, first met Richard
Dalloway at a reunion at Oxford. What appears to be a casual en-
counter quickly develops into a good friendship, with meetings being
more and more recurrent, until the friendship finally turns into love.
The newly-born relationship soon proves to be very rewarding, but
its existence is made possible only at  a high cost on Robbie’s part:
he has to stay in the shadow. After his parents’ death, though, Robbie
cannot bear this situation anymore, and starts asking Richard for
more. “That was precisely what Robbie wanted... that people should
see; for he would not be ignored!” (98). His fight against going unno-
ticed culminates in a letter he writes to Mrs. Dalloway in which he
informs her of the relationship between her husband and himself. Her
cool reaction, though, leaves the situation basically unchanged.

Robbie’s drama unfolds in the final part of the novel. Put down after
a day where he had failed to meet Richard, he impulsively decides to
participate in the surprise party Mr. Dalloway organized for Clarissa
to celebrate their thirtieth wedding anniversary, without having been
invited. Ironically, a relationship which “had gone on for years,
amazingly enough, running along smoothly, like the best of trains,”
(95) comes to a final moment of truth by means of a train trip. Show-
ing up at King’s Cross Station with some sixty other guests, Robbie
manages to board one of the two cars reserved for the Dalloways and
embarks upon a “long, dark, fast tunneling into nowhere” (191).

The darkness characterizing the ride takes on different meanings,
representing not only a matter of circumstances (in that the trip takes
place at night) but also referring to its unknown destination, and,
even more deeply, to Robbie’s struggle against his status. In contrast
with all this obscurity stands Robbie, with his face “gleaming and his
white tuxedo so shiny” (149). After all, while pondering what to wear
for the party earlier on in the day and deciding upon a white outfit, he
had asked himself: “And why not? Why bother trying to be incon-
spicuous any longer?” (113). Despite his efforts, finding himself in
the middle of a group in which he hardly knows anyone and with the
urge, for privacy’s sake, to avoid Richard until at least reaching their
destination, Robbie disappears into the crowd. Once again, “it was as
if he were invisible” (157).

Robbie’s longing to defeat the darkness surrounding him is very sub-
tly portrayed by Lippincott in a touching moment of the trip. As soon
as Robbie sees Richard suddenly standing atop a seat in his car, ready
to make an announcement, he flees to the next car not to be discov-
ered. When Robbie goes back, he starts wondering about what Rich-
ard had to say. Although certain that the man had most likely just an-

nounced their destination, Robbie catches himself thinking and
strongly hoping that Mr. Dalloway had renounced his marriage and
proclaimed his love for him... But then reality takes over, leaving
Robbie as the only one “still in the dark as to where they were all
heading” (187).

Finally, the train comes to a stop and the guests are impelled to trans-
fer to two omnibuses. Once again Robbie manages to board a vehicle
separate from Richard. Along the bumpy road, his discomfort grows,
and he feels like a marionette, dragged along by the crowd. His lone-
liness becomes unbearable once they reach Bardon Fell, a perfect
vantage point from which to watch the total eclipse of the sun on that
early morning. As the sky begins to change its usual colors, Robbie
feels spooked, haunted by its standing there, completely alone, in
what seems to be a dead world. Then everything fades away and
turns to black. Robbie is now totally immersed in complete dark-
ness.....

But as the sun slowly finds his way back, Richard realizes with enor-
mous pleasure that Robbie is standing at his side. Without wondering
about how that could have happened, but only eager to prove to him-
self that his soul was not dead, “he tightened his grasp on Clarissa’s
hand....Then, there, in the sunlight, amidst the crowd, he took
Robbie’s hand in his, briefly, without even looking at him, and it let it
go. Only for a moment, but it was enough. It was a beginning” (215).

In the pages of her diary in which Virginia Woolf recorded her expe-
rience of watching the total eclipse of the sun in June 1927, she de-
scribes the world coming back to life as a relief and a recovery. Like-
wise the Indigo Girls in their song Virginia Woolf, having compared
the eclipse of the sun to the darkening of Woolf’s mind which killed
her, affirm that it was through her death that their creative rebirth was
possible (Podnieks 191).  Inserting Robbie’s story along the lines of
this “Woolfian tradition,” Lippincott ends his novel with an undeni-
ably positive message. Once again, an eclipse has cast a new light on
someone’s life.

Laura Francesca Aimone
Independent Scholar
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IAN McEWAN’S ATONEMENT AND
“THE TECHNIQUES OF MRS. WOOLF”
Towards the end of Ian McEwan’s highly praised novel, Atonement,
the main character, Briony Tallis, receives a rejection letter from
Horizon magazine. The year is 1940 and Briony has submitted “Two
Figures by a Fountain,” a novella based on an episode she witnessed
as a child and a draft of what turns out to be the novel itself. The
rejection letter, itself a witty parody, criticizes Briony’s story for
“[owing] a little too much to the techniques of Mrs. Woolf.” The
author of the letter, identified as “C. C.” (Cyril Connolly was editor
of Horizon at the time) describes Mrs. Woolf’s techniques with a
blend of praise and condescension: “The crystalline present moment
is of course a worthy subject in itself, especially for poetry,” he
comments loftily, “it allows a writer to show his gifts, delve into
mysteries of perception, present a stylized version of thought
processes, permit the vagaries and unpredictability of the private self
to be explored and so on…However, such writing can become
precious when there is no sense of forward movement…our atten-
tion would have been held even more effectively had there been an
underlying pull of simple narrative” (294-297).

A revised version of “Two Figures by a Fountain” becomes the
central scene in Atonement, and many readers, like C. C., have
noticed Woolf’s influence. John Updike observed that “a Virginia
Woolfian shimmer overlays the Austenish plot” of McEwan’s novel,
and New York Times reviewer Michiko Kakutani commented on the
“lambent Woolfian prose” of the first section. But Woolf’s influence
extends beyond the shimmer and lambency of poetic descriptions.
Her novels, notably Mrs. Dalloway, hover in the background of
McEwan’s story, and her ideas about fiction play an important role
in the main character’s development.

The first half of Atonement takes place in an English country house,
and the reader soon settles into the familiar world of Mansfield
Park, Howards End, The Go-Between, Brideshead Revisited and,
more recently, the film Gosford Park. The dominant point of view is
that of the young Briony (she is 13 in 1935, when the story begins),
whose ignorance of adult interactions recalls the youthful central
characters in Elizabeth Bowen’s The Death of the Heart and James’s
What Maisie Knew.  The two figures who meet by a fountain, the
dramatis personae of the central scene which Briony tragically
misinterprets and which she is to revisit throughout her life, are her
sister Cecilia and Robbie Turner, a young man who lives on the
Tallis estate. Cecilia and Robbie have known one another all their

lives and have both just completed their studies at Cambridge.

The scene is first presented from Cecilia’s point of view. On a
summer morning, she picks wildflowers and places them in a vase
(which is a precious family heirloom), then steps outside to the
fountain to fill the vase with water. There she encounters Robbie.
Their conversation is strained, involving misunderstandings and
emotional undercurrents Cecilia doesn’t quite understand. As Cecilia
begins to lower the flower-filled vase into the water, Robbie offers to
help. She resists, they struggle, and a piece of the vase breaks off,
splits in two and falls. As Robbie moves to retrieve the fragment,
Cecilia impulsively strips off her skirt and blouse and plunges into
the pool in her underwear. She retrieves the broken pieces, dresses
and walks off. In the hours that follow, Robbie and Cecilia discover
that they are passionately in love.

The fountain scene alludes to a similar, emotionally charged encoun-
ter in Mrs. Dalloway. The heat of the day, the country estate, the
flowers, the opening of French windows, all echo the details of
Bourton which flood Clarissa Dalloway’s memory as she steps out
into the London sunshine on a June morning (3). Thinking of Peter
Walsh, Clarissa remembers the grief and anguish of “that scene in the
little garden by the fountain” (8) thirty years earlier. Painful details of
this scene are rendered from Peter’s point of view: tormented by
jealousy, he had sent Clarissa a note asking her to meet him by the
fountain, where she had broken off their relationship (64). Other,
subtler allusions to Mrs. Dalloway punctuate McEwan’s story; for
example, in an echo of Clarissa Dalloway’s “silver-green mermaid’s
dress” (40), Cecilia chooses a green dress to wear to dinner and,
looking in her mirror, sees “a mermaid who rose to meet her” (92-
93).  And, probably not by accident, Cecilia happens to be reading
Samuel Richardson’s Clarissa.

Recalling Mrs. Dalloway too is McEwan’s abrupt juxtaposition of the
idyllic world of the pre-war country house and the horrors of the
battlefield, described in gruesome detail when Robbie becomes a
soldier and takes part in the British army’s retreat to Dunkirk. Like
his literary predecessor Septimus Smith, Robbie is a lover of litera-
ture and a working class outsider who is destroyed by war.

Part love story, Atonement is also the story of a writer’s development
and an exploration of the ways in which writing fulfills certain
psychological needs. As a child, Briony invents fairy-tale heroes and
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DRAMA REVIEW:
Alma and Mrs. Woolf
by Anne Legault, transl. Daniel Libman.  Blue Heron Theater and
Arts Center, New York, March 7-30, 2003.  With Joan Grant (Mrs.
Woolf) and Nicole Orth-Pallavicini (Alma Rattenbury).  Dir. Jim
Pelegano.

Originally commissioned by the P. I. (formerly Pink Ink) Theater in
Vancouver to write a play about either Virginia Woolf or Alma
Rattenbury, Anne Legault chose to have the women meet in a library
reading room on June 4, 1935. Readers of Woolf’s recently discov-
ered 1909 notebook (edited by David Bradshaw and published as

villains; the former are rewarded by marriage, the latter punished by
death. These stories satisfy her “orderly spirit” and enact her desire
that “an unruly world could be made just so” (7). The fountain scene,
however, marks a turning point in Briony’s literary development
because the actions she observes cannot be made to fit into her
favorite plots. At first, watching Cecilia and Robbie from a second-
story window, she assumes that she is observing “a proposal of
marriage” (36). But when Cecilia undresses and enters the pool, this
story line must be abandoned. To a puzzled Briony, “the sequence
was illogical – the drowning scene, followed by a rescue, should
have preceded the marriage proposal.”

The fountain scene presents Briony with new subject matter: aban-
doning “fairy-tale castles and princesses,” she resolves to devote her
attention to what seems far more interesting, “the strangeness of the
here and now, of what passed between people, the ordinary people
that she knew” (36). She is enthralled by the idea that “she could
write the scene three times over, from three different points of view”
(38).

Unfortunately, Briony does not apply this understanding of point of
view to real-life human relationships. Her innocence about sexual
matters, her interception of an obscene letter and the powerful
narrative pull of a new story she has created, lead to Robbie’s being
convicted of a crime he did not commit.

Five years later, Robbie is in prison and Briony has embraced literary
modernism. She has read The Waves three times, we are told, as well
as, apparently, “Modern Fiction” and “Mr. Bennett and Mrs. Brown.”
But there is an element of self-deception and dishonesty in her
enthusiasm for what looks like a jumble of modernist theories. What
attracts her about “a modern sensibility” is its “defining uncertainty.”
“The age of clear answers,” she believes, “was over.” She no longer
believes in characters and plots; she is interested only in “thoughts,
perception, sensations.” She wants “to enter a mind and show it at
work;” she believes that “a great transformation was being worked in
human nature itself, and that only fiction, a new kind of fiction, could
capture the essence of the change” (265).

Briony’s enthusiastic but highly selective adoption of modernist and
Woolfian ideas about fiction allows her to avoid taking responsibility
for the damage she has done; as she later acknowledges: “The
evasions of her little novel were exactly those of her life. Everything
she did not wish to confront was also missing from her novella—and
was necessary to it” (302). To tell the truth about the fountain scene,
Briony realizes, she must create characters and compose a plot.

Briony’s final version of the story (it has gone through many revi-
sions), which turns out to be the completed novel, Atonement,
possesses the narrative momentum which C. C. had found lacking in
“Two Figures by a Fountain.” The author who, in her youthful
embrace of modernism, had disparaged characters and plots as
“rusted machinery”  creates a suspenseful narrative with characters
who engage the reader.  Both “the techniques of Mrs. Woolf” and her
ideas about fiction are central to McEwan’s portrait of a young artist.

Barbara Apstein
Bridgewater State College
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Pictured (left to right) are Nicole Orth-Pallavinci
(Alma Rattenbury) and Joan Grant (Mrs. Woolf)

in “Alma and Mrs. Woolf.”
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Alma Rattenbury, acquitted of the murder of her third husband in
1935, is not mentioned by Woolf, but biography is not the point in
this latest incarnation of Virginia Woolf icon; or, perhaps, it is the
whole point.  The play, movingly acted by Joan Grant (Mrs. Woolf)
and Nicole Orth-Pallavicini (Alma), and elegantly staged, brings
together two very different women in a meditation on rational
suicide, will, and the similar patterns of women’s lives.  Legault
makes effective use of biographical data to enhance the dramatic
situation, drawing for instance on “A Sketch of the Past,” but
biography is not the aim.  In creating her versions of these women
and imagining their unlikely chance encounter, the playwright
confirms what Woolf believed about the truth of fiction.

Rattenbury, a successful composer of popular songs, had worked as a
Red Cross nurse in France following the death at the front of her first
husband in August 1916 (details of her life can be found at
www.bookboat.com/history/alma2.htm).  Describing to Mrs. Woolf
how the police had found incriminating her equanimity in the
presence of her murdered husband’s blood, she remarks: “I carried
more dead men than they’ll see in their whole career!  And I gave
birth, twice.  I’m not scared of a little blood.”  One of the starkest
contrasts between the women is their attitude to the body: when
Rattenbury describes her young lover (sentenced to death for the
husband’s murder), Woolf suddenly seizes up: “I can no longer move.
My hands are cold and I am without sensation in my legs.  I feel as if
I am about to choke.”  What might be heavy-handed in print is
rescued by Grant’s level handling of the lines, an observation by a
woman who is long familiar with the vagaries of her embodiment.
Both Grant and Orth-Pallavicini are remarkably successful in
conveying the tensions inherent in this brief encounter without letting
their characters become symbols.

Gradually, chains of repeated images–stones, a door, silence–evoke
thematic connections between the women–early abuse, the struggles
of creative women, the choice to take one’s own life, Antigone.
Rattenbury’s suicide (she stabbed herself six times, falling dead into
the River Avon) is an obvious point of contact with Woolf’s own
biography, but Legault uses such contextual knowledge only as a
stimulus for reflections on the capacity for making such a choice,
something with which Woolf was closely engaged throughout her
life.

The simple set–an octagonal table, two chairs, piles of books, wood
paneling, a mysteriously locked door–and intimate environment of
the Blue Heron theater’s fifty or so seats allowed a focus on the

DRAMA REVIEW:
Vita and Virginia
By Eileen Atkins. Shakespeare & Company, Lenox, MA, July 12-
Aug. 31, 2003.  With Tod Randolph and Catherine Taylor-Williams.
Dir. Dan McCleary.

In Vita & Virginia, Eileen Atkins’ dramatic compilation of the letters
between Virginia Woolf and Vita Sackville-West from 1922 to 1941,
Shakespeare & Company presents the third of its recent productions
of Woolf’s writings.  After playing Woolf in Virginia in 1998 and A
Room of One’s Own in 1999, Tod Randolph has perfected her
depiction of the author; her mannerisms are recognizably Virginia’s
from familiar photographs, and even her voice holds tones of the
surviving BBC broadcast.  Catherine Taylor-Williams as Vita works
well with this established Woolf, a rapport based mainly on the
actors’ comic amiability—the witty exchanges contained in Woolf’s
and Sackville-West’s letters are even more enjoyable when per-
formed by actors with perfect timing.  The performance ran from
July 12 through August 31 in Lenox, Massachusetts, in the one-
hundred seat Spring Lawn Theatre.

Vita begins the performance alone, and in the first of many animated,
grandiose gestures, keeps her back to the theatre, faces the open

Carlyle’s House by Hesperus) will know of her interest in domestic
drama.  On November 3, 1909, Woolf, drawn by a cause célèbre,
went to the Divorce Courts to observe the proceedings between the
Fearnley-Whittingstalls: “It seemed to show real married life,” she
wrote of the painful evidence (17).  No one was murdered in this
case, but Woolf’s diary does occasionally take note of the capital
cases against women accused of their husband’s murder (Edith
Thompson, for example).  Woolf’s great-uncle James Fitzjames
Stephen had famously been charged with prejudicing the jury in the
case of Mrs. Maybrick when he pronounced that adulterous women
were naturally murderers.

women’s at first tentative and somewhat hostile interactions, drawing
the audience into an atmosphere of developing though guarded trust
as they begin to understand what each wishes from the other.  Near
the end, Alma suggests to Mrs. Woolf that she look at herself in a
mirror.  “No,” she replies.  “Since I was little, I tend to avoid
mirrors.”  Alma gives her a pocket mirror, saying, “Look, Mrs.
Woolf. What do you see?”  It is a poignant moment, and made me
think of how many people have created their own images of Woolf,
reflecting many different concerns and all striving for the preemi-
nence of their own version.  At the time of the play’s action, Woolf is
writing Roger Fry and feeling miserable about the constraints of
traditional biography.  “Alma and Mrs. Woolf” conforms to the
theory of biography Woolf developed in several essays but did not
realize in her own biographical writings.  In the play, Mrs. Woolf
speaks about her current book to Alma:

How does one relate the story of a life?  You are
forced to describe a human being, which is
impossible....How does one describe another
without describing oneself?  Who am I? Who are
you?  The events of your life mean nothing if one
does not know the person to whom it all happened.

As well as being a thoughtful meditation on rational suicide, “Alma
and Mrs. Woolf” takes its place among the jostling versions of
Woolf’s afterlife.  In “The New Biography,” Woolf wrote of that
“queer amalgamation of dream and reality” that constitutes a modern
life (235), and for this viewer, at least, the play embodied the truth of
imagination.

Mark Hussey
Pace University

http://www.bookboat.com/history/alma.htm
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balcony, and speaks the lines of the letter regarding her impressions
of Virginia, turning to the audience only upon the declaration that “I
have quite lost my heart.”  Taylor-Williams is a charming, energetic
Vita, posing with her red hat and matching lipstick reminiscent of the
William Stang painting, or circling the stage and leaping to stand
atop a chaise lounge with dancer’s elegance.  When Randolph as
Virginia enters without glitter or spectacle and slumps into a stuffed
chair she is rendered almost dull against Vita’s brilliance until, of
course, she speaks.  Woolf’s words heard aloud and performed by
Randolph fuel the character with beauty and energy more subtle than
would bright clothes and makeup.

Randolph takes care not to let the dowdy flowered housedress, knit
shawl, and sagging stockings diminish her character’s reception in
comparison to Vita’s tailored glamour, but instead captivates the
audience’s attention by allowing Woolf’s words to dominate her
character, with clothing an accessory but never a distraction.
Virginia’s passionate letters to a traveling Vita, her desperate descrip-
tions of her own illness, and her pointed observations about the
upcoming war have viewers listening to her words first, and noticing
her clothes second. Only then does one see how the clothes comple-
ment the dialogue, and Randolph’s hesitant tug of a stocking during a
moment of depression, or whip of the shawl over her shoulder after a
haughty review of Vita’s latest novel has the audience as attracted to
Virginia and her shapeless garments as they are to Vita in her tree-
green, gold-buttoned riding coat.

Despite the dialogue spoken as letters composed aloud, with the
actors in their respective chairs on opposite sides of the room,
Randolph and Taylor-Williams expressed the passion and sexuality of
Woolf’s and Sackville-West’s words through soliloquies directed
toward the letter’s recipient rather than to the audience, and through
desperate reaches for each other across the space of the floor.  Again
and again they would come close but not quite touch, and remind the
audience that though each spoken letter demanded the other’s
presence, Vita was actually in Persia, or France, or the United States,
while Virginia remained in Rodmell. Director Dan McCleary’s
attempts to separate the actors enough to emphasize the epistolary
aspect of their relationship were successful, even in the Spring Lawn
Theatre’s limited salon setting.  The women exchange gazes infre-
quently, and come together only during Virginia’s trip to Knole, when
she and Vita are, in contrast to the majority of the performance,
physically inseparable as they run hand in hand, out the stage door
and back in again in a carefree display of playful ecstasy.

While the next act reveals the women miles apart as they recount
their experiences in the ongoing war, their exchange is as intimate
and affectionate as it was when they were together at Knole.  Even
the audience is made to feel the intensity and sincerity of the relation-
ship when the women speak of longing for each other while bomb-
like explosions reverberate through the theatre’s speakers and the
audience joins the actors in gazing overhead and gripping chair arms
to the accompanying air raid sirens.

In contrast to the war, Woolf’s death is subtle as she steps behind an
airy, river-colored shade painted with waves, while Vita retreats to an

obscure corner of the floor, and the audience is left hearing only the
actual words of Virginia Woolf and Vita Sackville-West.  Sound
effects, costumes, and even actors are set aside so the performance
can end with only the letters speaking for themselves.

Susan Wegener
Contributing Editor

Photos by Kevin Sprague.  With Tod Randolph as Virginia Woolf, Catherine
Taylor-Williams as Vita Sackville-West, adapted from the correspondence

between Virginia Woolf and Vita-Sackville West by Eileen Atkins. Directed by
Dan McCleary. Vita and Virginia appeared at Shakespeare & Company’s Spring

Lawn Theatre, July 12-August 31, 2003.
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REVIEW:
VIRGINIA WOOLF’S WOMEN
by Vanessa Curtis. Foreword by Professor Julia Briggs.
Madison: University of Wisconsin Press, 2002. 224 pages. $27.95
cloth.

Beginning with Quentin Bell’s two volumes in 1972, we’ve had
plenty of biographies of Virginia Woolf, and one of the more recent,
by Hermione Lee, details nicely Woolf’s personal relationships, with
chapters on “Katherine [Mansfield],” “Vita,” and “Ethel [Smyth],”
alongside chapters on “Thoby” and “Leonard.” But Vanessa Curtis’s
Virginia Woolf ’s Women is the first to deal exclusively with Woolf’s
relationships to the women in her life, and to a certain extent, the
women in her fiction. Opening her introduction, Curtis, who is a free-
lance writer and co-founder of the Virginia Woolf Society of Great
Britain, claims that her “unashamedly ambiguous title. . . can be
applied both to the female protagonists of [Woolf’s] fiction and to the
women who provided the love and care that she needed” (15). In
truth, the book is more concerned with the latter than the former, and
while it contributes to the Woolf biography, it doesn’t offer much
new in the way of connections between Woolf’s biography and her
fiction.

That said, the first chapter, entitled “The ‘Angels in the House’—
Maria, Julia and Stella,” nicely fills out our view of Virginia’s
matrilineage by presenting the hypochondriacal “Mia” Jackson,
Julia’s mother, who spent several long-suffering years, between the
death of Dr. Jackson of Calcutta in 1887 and her own death in 1892,
among the inmates of 22 Hyde Park Gate. Curtis’s brief portrait of
this quintessentially Victorian matron, “her letters, some nine
hundred black-edged epistles of gloom. . . warning her family of the
perils of eating sausages and not attending to the workings of their
bowels” (32), deepens our understanding of Woolf’s distaste for and
rejection of all pretense and convention—and the hypocritical self-
sacrifice that stood behind it—as well as our understanding of the
central female figure in Virginia’s early life, Julia herself.

However, this first chapter on Mia, Julia, and the tragic half-sister
Stella doesn’t realize its full potential. Contrary to much Woolf
scholarship that points the finger firmly at the male figures in
Virginia’s family—Sir Leslie Stephen, and half brothers George and
Gerald Duckworth—Curtis suggests that the troubled, indeed often
perverse relationship of Woolf’s mother figures to their own mothers
and daughters—the roles often being confounded—is significantly
responsible for Woolf’s unwillingness to care for herself, which
plagued her throughout her lifetime and to a certain extent may
account for her suicide in April 1941. But Curtis never goes so far as
to articulate her position. Instead, she raises the spectre of Louise De
Salvo, whose biographical study of the effect of childhood sexual
abuse on Woolf is perhaps the most well-known and most controver-
sial work on ‘Virginia Woolf’s Men,’ only to focus on a minor point
in it: “Louise De Salvo boldly—and mistakenly—declares that ‘Julia,
in fact, did not love Stella’” (42). And then Curtis’s rebuttal is largely
speculative: “Julia’s retort [that Stella seemed to her more a part of
herself] presumably meant that Stella served as a permanent visual
reminder of the late and loved Herbert, and consequently reminded

Julia at every turn of the grief, suffering and loss that she had
endured” (42). Curtis’s sidelong approach makes her critique seem
petty and sniping rather than direct and intellectually full.

The limitation of Curtis’s purview is both the strength and the
weakness of her chapter on the composer Dame Ethel Smyth, who
instrumented a friendship with Woolf after reading A Room of One’s
Own and who was arguably the most important creative influence on
the last decade of Woolf’s life. Here Curtis draws on her knowledge
of music, which the book jacket informs us she studied before
becoming a writer, to provide a very helpful trajectory of Smyth’s
musical compositions, and their frustrating reception—or lack
thereof. But the point for which Smyth became most important to
Woolf—her claim that she had been frustrated as a composer because
she was a woman—Curtis dismisses without substantiation: Recount-
ing Smyth’s unhappy encounter as a young woman with Johannes
Brahms, in which he expressed “contempt” for her, Curtis opposes
Smyth’s claim of gender bias, stating flatly that Smyth was “wrong—
although Brahms did not hold a very high opinion of women in
general, on this occasion he was merely irritated purely by Ethel’s
obsession with a minor detail in music” (171). Yet Curtis provides no
evidence for this rebuttal, nor does she on the following page when
she claims that the “staggering thirty-one years” between the first
performance in 1893 of Smyth’s Mass in D and its subsequent
performance, reviewed unfavourably at the time by George Bernard
Shaw (who later praised the work), “was not due, despite what Ethel
liked to believe, to her being a woman, but because her music was
vigorous, personal and unique, in a way that frightened the majority
of critics” (172). What’s missing from this chapter is the profound
effect Smyth had on the development of Woolf’s thinking from 1931
to 1941 about the condition of women. The late Mitchell Leaska’s
edition of The Pargiters documents both the speech Woolf gave on a
double bill with Smyth to the London/National Society for Women’s
Service, later revised and published posthumously as “Professions
for Women,” and the ways in which, confronted by Smyth and her
plight as a woman composer, Woolf expanded the ideas first articu-
lated in A Room of One’s Own, to include professional women who
encounter greater difficulties than the writer does—aided as she is by
the cheapness of ink and paper, the relative quiet of a scratching pen,
and, perhaps most importantly, the fact that she has formidable
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models from the past, like Sappho and Jane Austen.

Despite its flaws, there are many treasures in Virginia Woolf ’s
Women. Look, for instance, at the collection of half a dozen photo-
graphs of Virginia Stephen that begin with her at age 14 on the roof
of Hindhead House. A year after her mother Julia’s death, she
appears slender, fragile, indeed as awkward about her physical
appearance as she was to feel for the rest of her life whenever she
was being looked at. Look at the last photo of this set: Taken at
Canterbury in 1910, the year she claimed in “Mr. Bennett and Mrs.
Brown” that “human nature [had] changed,” Virginia, the incessant
critic of Victorian propriety and dark creeper-covered gloom, is seen
in white on a summer lawn laughing at her nephew Julian, also in
white.

Georgette Fleischer
Barnard College/Columbia University
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REVIEW:
THE MODERN ANDROGYNE IMAGINATION:
A FAILED SUBLIME
by Lisa Rado.  Charlottesville: University Press of Virginia, 2000.
256 pages.  $57.50 cloth; $18.50 paper.
A ROUTE TO MODERNISM: HARDY, LAWRENCE, WOOLF
by Rosemary Sumner.  London: Palgrave Macmillan Press, 2000.
228 pages.  $69.95 cloth.
QUEERING THE MODERNS: POSES/PORTRAITS/PERFOR-
MANCES
by Anne Herrmann.  New York: Palgrave Macmillan, 2000.  280
pages.  $59.95 cloth.

I have found that the beach is a good place to talk with friends about
literary criticism.  Here, our middle-aged bodies make abundantly
clear the degree to which academic dignity is irrelevant in the world
at large.  We drink juice out of boxes and tell our dirty secrets.1

One of mine has to do with the kind of criticism that I check out of
the library in preparation for teaching a new class, a novel out of my
field, or a book, my notes for which are stored on a floppy disk,
which is stored in a Glenfiddich tin, since my charming little iBook
allows me to watch the Sopranos on DVD but lacks a slot for

1 Review editor’s note:  This  review was originally scheduled for the issue
pre-summer 2003; now it recalls warmer climes… and less stressful times.
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floppies.  At the beach, loosened up by Juicy-Juice, it’s easy to admit
that I reach for volumes out of the Twentieth Century Interpretations
series or to observe that a lot of strangely useful stuff was published
in the days when men were calling Emily Dickinson by her first
name and correcting her metrical indiscretions.  Such criticism is not
hip, but such authors are often the ones who talk about the kinds of
things I want to hear and need to know about when I’m prepping for
undergraduate teaching.  Thus, to discover that two of the three
recent books on modernism I’m reviewing here are—in very differ-
ent ways—wonderfully useful for teaching was a rare treat for me.
The introduction of Lisa Rado’s study of the imagination surveys the
literary history of poets and their muses in a way that can easily feed
into Western Lit. survey courses, while Rosemary Sumner’s book on
Hardy, Lawrence, and Woolf moves among these three authors—with
mentions of many others—in just the way that a good undergraduate
course does.

Rado’s The Modern Androgyne Imagination begins by suggesting
that muses are less about inspiration than they are about a writer’s
concern to tap into structures of cultural authority.  Homer’s muse
links him to Zeus, just as Dante’s Beatrice connects him to the Judeo-
Christian God.  Both relationships announce the poet’s access to
power:  until the eighteenth century, male poets claimed that they
were more or less taking dictation from God via a female muse who,
by choosing a poet, asserts his desirability.  Thus, for both classical
and Christian poets, literary prowess overlaps with sexual virility as
confirmed by the Ultimate Authority.  Fast-forward to the late
nineteenth century when theorists such as Richard von Krafft-Ebing,
Havelock Ellis, and Sigmund Freud problematized the very notion of
sexual categories by adding a third one to the mix—the “intermedi-
ate” or androgynous sex—thus rendering the notion of the male poet
and his female muse suddenly obsolete.  Modernist authors invented
a variety of tropes to fill the vacuum created by this defection, but, as
the trials of Oscar Wilde and Radclyffe Hall made clear, the stakes
were high:  attempts to develop a workable version of an androgy-
nous imagination are often articulated in the terrifying vocabulary of
the sublime.

James Joyce, H.D., William Faulkner, and Virginia Woolf, however,
all went at the problem with a will. Joyce’s attempts triggered fears
about feminization, although the anxieties of both Stephen in Portrait
of the Artist as a Young Man and Bloom in Ulysses suggest that
Joyce was more critical of sexual hierarchies than of androgyny
itself:  “Hierarchy and domination lead to rebellion and reversal; the
cycle never ends. Joyce suggests that masochism and the sublime
cannot help but participate in these patriarchal structures, and,
instead, he attempts to subvert and therefore escape altogether the
prison of hierarchies” (53).  H.D. imagines a painful and intimidating
androgynous “overmind”:  a “helmet” that Ray Bart must wear even
though it doesn’t really fit, while Faulkner experiments with the idea
of a psychic hermaphrodite, as seen in his early novel Mosquitoes,
where a character modeled on Sherwood Anderson describes male
artistic creation as hermaphroditic and thus perverse. Faulkner’s
investigation of the androgynous imagination is visible in The Sound
and the Fury and comes as close to the ideal as he ever gets in The
Wild Palms.  Eventually, the model fails, but happily, Faulkner was

comfortable with failure:  “‘Failure to me is best. To try something
you can’t do, because it’s too much [to hope for], but still to try it and
fail, then try it again. That to me is success’” (131).  Rado’s discus-
sion of Virginia Woolf begins by identifying a habit of “transforming
blockage into inspiration” (154) as seen in Woolf’s prose as well as
in characters like Lily Briscoe.  In a persuasive reading of the end of
To the Lighthouse, Rado focuses on Lily’s imaginative move from
Mrs. Ramsay to Augustus Carmichael, a new and freeing muse.  Her
reading of Orlando asserts that “it is a novel about identity crisis,
gender trouble” (161), emphasizing how “endeavoring to employ an
androgynous model of the imagination involves the painful and
continuous repression of the body” (166).

Rado concludes that androgynous models of the imagination failed
not because of a sex war (as Gilbert and Gubar claim) but because
the idea of an individual creative mind failed.  All these authors, she
points out, “experimented toward the end of their careers with ways
of thinking about their art that would leave out the idea or concept of
an imagination” (183).  This beautifully lucid and absorbing study is
one that I’ll return to both for teaching my students and for what it
teaches me about the literary and cultural context within which
modernist writers were working.

Rosemary Sumner’s A Route to Modernism: Hardy, Lawrence, Woolf
covers more familiar ground.  Sumner explores such modernist
preoccupations as the rejection of plot in favor of a focus on the
unconscious, the overlaps between poetry and music, the tension
between chaos and harmony, and interest in the degree to which
characters remain unknowable to one another.  None of these ideas is
surprising; the book’s virtue lies rather in the agility with which
Sumner moves back and forth not only among her three primary
authors but also among an array of other artists, writers, and musi-
cians including Beckett, Bartok, Magritte, George Eliot, Cézanne,
different works and different authors.  Sumner’s book is not the one
to read if you want to be on the cutting edge of modernist studies, but
it could be useful and invigorating if you’re about to teach a Modern
British Lit. survey and want to remind yourself of all the different
ways of thinking about Hardy, Lawrence, and Woolf in relation to
one another.

Despite the back ad’s claim that Anne Herrmann’s Queering the
Moderns: Poses/Portraits/Performances is “highly readable,” I
found it pretty heavy sledding.  As is always the case when I read
criticism, the things that bother me about the book are in direct
proportion to my own insecurities, which in this case revolve around
my unfamiliarity with queer theory.  It’s possible that for someone
more conversant with contemporary criticism than I am, this book is
indeed an easy read, but I certainly wouldn’t recommend it as a
introduction to the field.  For me, the prologue was too liable to lapse
into cryptic prose.  In a discussion of women and airplanes, for
example, Herrmann suddenly declares that “Expatriates take steam-
ers to Europe or East Africa, a symptom of their desire to be else-
where, as well as the site of the symptom itself—losing one’s voice
on deck as one embarks on a speaking tour. To be in two places is to
be out of place because that other place is still there, making things
queer” (5).  I had no idea what she was talking about until one

-17-
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hundred pages later when she tells that Gertrude Stein worried about
losing her voice on the boat to America for a speaking tour in 1934,
at which point I was only somewhat further enlightened.  Herrmann
calls women by their first names:  Amelia Earhart starts off being
referred to as “Earhart” and then suddenly becomes “Amelia”; Beryl
Markham quickly becomes “Beryl,” and so forth.  Why? She seems
to be playing around with the genre of literary criticism, but not in a
way that I understand.  For me, it just hearkens back to the Dickinson
critics of fifty years ago.

Herrmann explains that when modernists used the word “queer,” they
were as likely to mean “strange” as they were to mean “gay,” so her
use of “queer” suggests a variety of definitions and inhabits a variety
of grammatical positions—many of which came at me out of the
blue:

The short prose pieces in Pater’s The Renaissance (1873)
and Imaginary Portraits (1887) take the form of non-
narrative, non-dramatic and non-psychological portrayals of
an artist: celibate, focused on the desire for companionship,
and fascinated by death.  In other words, “imaginary”
because “queer.” (72)

Or, in her discussion of Bruce Nugent’s story “Smoke, Lilies, and
Jade”:

The story queers the subject of homosexuality by, on the one
hand, making the protagonist, Alex, bisexual, and, on the
other hand, by making the object of his desire, Adrian—
whom he names Beauty—neither white nor black, but Latin.
(123)

Herrmann’s approach seems to be simply to expose us to different
uses of “queer,” assuming that we’ll pick up the lingo as we go.  I
found myself wishing, though, for a more explicit unfolding of the
word’s various meanings and for more meditation on how those
various meanings evolved.  Queering the Moderns concentrates on
memoirs and handles a fascinating array of them:  books about
transatlantic flight by Amelia Earhart and Beryl Markham (the first
women to fly the Atlantic solo); the strange mixes of biography and
autobiography that constitute Virginia Woolf’s Orlando and Gertrude
Stein’s Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas; and, finally, works by male
auto-ethnographers James Weldon Johnson and Earl Lind—Ralph
Werther, the latter of whom “is one of the first users of the printed
word ‘fairie,’ referring to ‘youthful androgyne’ or ‘passive invert’”
(143).  These materials are provocative and Herrmann’s pairings
inspired; I just didn’t feel well-guided enough.  It’s likely that this
book contributes to a critical discussion that is already well under-
way, but I’d be grateful for more of an attempt to include those of us
who are entering the conversation late.

Allyson Booth
U.S. Naval Academy

REVIEW:
THE KATHERINE MANSFIELD NOTEBOOKS:
COMPLETE EDITION
Edited by Margaret Scott.  Minneapolis: University of
Minnesota Press, 2002.  Volume I, 310 pages; Volume II, 355 pages
(Combined under one cover).
$77.95 cloth, $25.95 paper.

Virginia Woolf remarked to Vita Sackville-West on 5 August 1927,
that she had been reading the Journal of Katherine Mansfield “with
a mixture of sentiment and horror.  What odd friends I’ve had—you
and she—”  (Woolf, Letters 3: 408). Neither the sentiment nor the
horror breaks the surface of her appreciative review of 18 September
in The New York Herald Tribune, where she noted that Mansfield’s
“attitude toward her work is admirable, sane, caustic, and austere.
There is no literary gossip; no vanity; no jealousy.”  What Woolf did
not realize, however, was that the Journal was only a selection from
a huge pile of notebooks that had been arranged to suggest—as
Woolf phrased it— “a mystical companion.”

 When I first began working on Katherine Mansfield more than
twenty years ago, it was necessary to travel to New Zealand to study
her notebooks at the Alexander Turnbull Library in Wellington.
Mansfield’s notoriously difficult handwriting made the attempt to
work through the 53 notebooks and innumerable loose pages of
manuscript a seemingly impossible endeavor.  In the four weeks I
spent there, I was only able to do a superficial reading of this massive
amount of writing, and many pages remained illegible to me.  What I
could read was fascinating, especially Mansfield’s adolescent diaries
and fictional sketches and her later, more painful comments upon her
marriage and dreadful suffering from tuberculosis.

What a treat it is to have all this marvelous material readily available
now in book form!  It is due to the persistence of one dedicated
woman, Margaret Scott, who has brilliantly transcribed and edited
these notebooks:  a truly Herculean accomplishment.  The difficulty
she faced is made obvious to the reader by the inclusion of reproduc-
tions of several pages of manuscript at the beginning of each of the
two volumes.  (The University of Minnesota Press has combined the
two volumes under one cover.)

The notebooks are essential reading for anyone working on
Katherine Mansfield, and they should replace the well-known
Journal of Katherine Mansfield as the authoritative source for serious
scholarship.  Mansfield’s husband, John Middleton Murry, had
published the Journal in 1927, and later produced a so-called
“definitive edition” in 1954.  However, even a cursory study of the
notebooks makes it obvious that Mansfield had not kept a consistent
“journal.”  Instead her notebooks are a jumble of partial diaries,
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quotations, ideas for stories, fragments, sketches, jottings on the
backs of envelopes, recipes, lists of addresses, and financial ac-
counts.  Murry had created a cohesive book through cautious and
careful selection, adhering to early twentieth-century standards of
literary propriety.  Margaret Scott judiciously discusses Murry’s
editing in her fine introduction, noting that he had to confront not
only an enormous amount of nearly illegible material, but the
considerable hostility of some of her statements about him:

. . . sudden stinging bites, some of them poisonous.  It
must have been agonising for him to keep coming across
KM’s bitter accusations and misunderstandings. . . . Yet
his courage never failed him.  He struggled on with the
deciphering and whatever he did manage to read he
published, without defensive explanations.  Almost his
only deliberate suppressions were names of people still
alive at the time of publication. (I, xvii)

I should caution readers that they will not find material on Virginia
Woolf in these notebooks.  Despite Mansfield’s frequently intense
and troubled relationship with Woolf, the only reference to her is in a
brief list of social engagements that Mansfield jotted down on 1 July
1920:  “Virginia Wed. afternoon”.  How I wish she had described that
afternoon!  It was shortly afterwards, on 6 July, that Woolf wrote in
her own diary about the luncheon she attended for the writers of
Murry’s Athenaeum, which she found “a little dingy & professional,
a glimpse into the scullery where the Sullivans & Pounds & Murrys
& Huxleys stand stripped with their arms in wash tubs” and com-
plained that “Heaven knows, a story by Katherine always manages to
put my teeth on edge.” (Woolf, Diary 2:  52) An account of that
luncheon from Mansfield’s perspective would have been a fascinat-
ing addition to the record.

Sydney Janet Kaplan
University of Washington
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REVIEW:
THE LETTERS OF VITA SACKVILLE-WEST TO
VIRGINIA WOOLF,  2ND  ed.
Edited by Louise DeSalvo and Mitchell Leaska.
San Francisco:  Cleis Press, 2001.  384 pages.  $29.95 cloth.

Many thanks to Cleis Press for re-issuing the letters from Vita
Sackville-West to her lover/friend, Virginia Woolf.  A new generation
of Woolf scholars will benefit from having the collection readily
available.  For my own part, as someone who avidly read this
correspondence when it appeared in the mid-1980s, I welcome the
chance to rediscover Vita’s energetic fascination with and continuing
love for Virginia.  The collection “means” differently now than it did
initially because of feminist and lesbian work that has appeared in
the interim.  Though much has been written about their relationship,
these primary documents supply the architectural framework for all
critical or theoretical exploration.  Importantly, no one, after perusing
these letters, can relegate their relationship to a year or two of
tempestuous attraction, as was the case even among some feminist
scholars when the book first came out.

In his introduction, Mitchell Leaska casts the relationship in charac-
teristically heterosexual terms with Vita the “male” and Virginia the
“female”:  “Virginia’s childlike helplessness stimulated Vita’s sense
of domination.  Virginia’s fragility aroused her sense of power.  It fed
and simultaneously appeased the deep vein of aggression which ran
through Vita’s nature” (25).  Yet a careful reading of her letters shows
Vita quite often as the vulnerable member of the dyad, as enthralled
with Virginia as ever Virginia was with her. Studying both sets of
letters in tandem, greatly facilitated by the Leaska/DeSalvo work,
makes utterly clear a mutuality of commitment and dependence that
came to exist between these two extraordinary women.  I hope that
the sporadic inclusion of Virginia’s replies will tease interested
readers into doing exactly that.  Before the publication of this
collection, it was impossible to know the contours of their connec-
tion; rather, Vita seemed merely one of several women to whom
Virginia wrote erotically, copiously, and wittily.

These letters convey several essential factors that imbue Vita’s
feelings for Virginia:  extreme excitement over spending time with
Virginia (“I’d travel all the way to Egypt with the fever heavy upon
me sooner than not see you” [72]);  intense disbelief at key moments
that Virginia can find her worthy of her attention (“Darling, I don’t
know and scarcely even like to write, so overwhelmed am I, how you
could have hung so splendid a garment [Orlando] on so poor a peg
[Vita]” [242]; and an unflagging love for and fascination with
Virginia in spite of various sexual liaisons with other women.  Her
letters make clear that such transient affairs may have satisfied
momentary physical urges, but her intimacy with Virginia meant
more to her than any passing fancies. What she writes to Virginia
becomes less uniformly fiery, but her language remains sentient at
every turn.  For example, in a letter from Persia in 1927, Vita
remarks “There was a new moon over the poplars in the Istafan
garden, the slimmest shaveling of new moon, curtseying away from a
star like the one we saw when we went for a walk at Long Barn”
[165-66]; or at the end of a letter from Long Barn in 1928, “Darling,

s
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you’re my anchor.  An anchor entangled in gold nuggets at the
bottom of the sea” [374].  My lesbian-feminist lens prompts me to
look for sensuality within language used to express same-sex desire,
since the surrounding cultures so often have exerted extreme pressure
to extinguish any such feelings.  To overlook the clear use of sexual
imagery and the vocabulary of intimacy found throughout Vita’s
copious correspondence is to misread in a serious way the texture
and depth of feeling for someone central to her life.  She clearly
shares in the fun and excitement of constructing and maintaining
erotic intimacy through linguistic channels.  In her last letter to
Virginia, 6 March 1941, we catch echoes of the intensity and sheer
playfulness present throughout her long correspondence:  “Hay!
Good God, hay!  Have I not been scrounging all over the Weald of
Kent for hay?  No hay; scarce milk: and that’s why you haven’t had
any more butter—and that’s why all the lawns of Sissinghurst are not
going to be mown this year but allowed to grow. Hay!  My holy
aunt!” [374].

In addition to recording the depth and contours of her connection
with Virginia Woolf, Vita’s letters give the lie to anyone inclined to
underrate her general abilities.  The person behind this correspon-
dence thinks seriously about a wide panoply of subjects, and is able
to render the quixotic locales she visited with immediacy and
passion.  In fact, passion may be the watchword for this entire
collection.  Feeling at ease with the person to whom she is writing,
Vita opens herself emotionally, intellectually, and erotically.

Toni McNaron
University of Minnesota

REVIEW:
MODERNIST WOMEN AND VISUAL CULTURES:
VIRGINIA WOOLF, VANESSA BELL, PHOTOGRAPHY AND
CINEMA
by Maggie Humm.  New Brunswick: Rutgers University Press, 2003.
xii +244 pages.  Illus. 45 b/w photographs.  $24.00 paper.

There have been a number of important books published in the last
fifteen years addressing the relationship between modernist literature
and visual culture, including several studies on Virginia Woolf and
her circle.  Among these, Diane Gillespie’s The Sisters’ Arts: The
Writing and Painting of Virginia Woolf and Vanessa Bell, Emily
Dalgarno’s Virginia Woolf and the Visible World, and Jane
Goldman’s The Feminist Aesthetics of Virginia Woolf  stand out as
exemplary treatments of the complicated relationship between
writing and visual art.  Now we are fortunate to have another, in
Maggie Humm’s most recent book.  Following in the vein of her
earlier books, Feminism and Film and Virginia Woolf, Photography
and Modernism, Humm’s latest text is remarkable from the start for
the photographs that she has collected and included: images from
Woolf’s and Vanessa Bell’s photo albums and loose photographs,
still-shots from contemporary cinema sources, and the photographs
from Three Guineas.

In seven relatively brief chapters, Humm sorts through these images
and their contexts, proposing an often-insightful theoretical overview
for how we might go about thinking ourselves through these some-
times strange, always fascinating photographs.  Moreover, the book
considers an impressive range of modernist visual culture and its
reciprocal effects on gendered constructions of images and seeing.
By setting the relatively new phenomenon of women’s domestic
photography within a larger frame of early-twentieth-century ocular
referents—cinema, painting, and writing about photography, cinema,
and painting—Humm allows for a broader cultural studies approach
to what is certainly one of the defining aspects of modernity and
modernism, the ubiquitous attention to a radically changed visible
world.  Thus, her book’s chapters address, in addition to the
Stephens’s sisters’ photographic efforts, the important work by
contemporary women writers on cinema, including the essays
written by H.D., Gertrude Stein, and Dorothy Richardson in Kenneth
MacPherson’s avant-garde film journal Close Up.  She also gives a
compelling reading of Woolf’s short story “Portraits” (1937).
Humm’s thesis for these perhaps disparate materials asserts that “in
their cinema writing and domestic photography, modernist women
explore gender issues in a perhaps freer way than in their better-
known work,” and she asks us to attend to these texts in order to
understand better what they “can tell us about gender and modern-
ism” (4).  While this latter analysis may cover well-trod territory, the
materials offered by Humm as a map for the landscape are strikingly
fresh.

If for no other reason, this book warrants our attention because of the
penultimate chapter on Three Guineas, “Memory, Photography, and
Modernism,” which puts into print again the five photographs from
the first edition of Woolf’s original text, unfortunately left out of
subsequent Harcourt editions.  As Humm points out, Woolf’s essay is
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structured by nine references to absent photographs of “dead bodies
and ruined houses,” and the published photographs offer an impor-
tant counterpoint, as “grotesque, excessive performances of people
trying to deny the effects of change” (208).  Humm cogently argues
that Woolf’s contiguous relationship to the “missing” absent photo-
graphs stands in sharp contrast to her narrative distancing from the
published photographs (ironically “missing” in the version of the
book with which most of us are familiar), setting up the main
thematic of Three Guineas, “[Woolf’s] attack on the symbolic
blindness of patriarchal traditions” (215).

In a final assessment, Modernist Women and Visual Cultures is
valuable less for the incisive answers suggested by Humm than for
the important ground she opens for Woolf studies and for modernist
studies generally.  As one standout example, the chapter on Vanessa
Bell’s photography, especially the section on the fifty-some photo-
graphs of her children, posed naked and often in erotic poses,
succeeds best as an introduction to what Humm calls “a more
problematic issue” in Bell’s oeuvre.  One photograph, of a naked,
pre-adolescent Angelica Bell, looking up at fully-clothed Roger Fry,
is particularly disturbing, especially when we consider that there are
extant nine more such images in Bell’s albums, of eroticized children
with clothed adults (113, 128, fig. 34).  Certainly, Humm’s book calls
for further research and analysis of these important materials that she
has drawn together in her timely, thoughtful, and, in many cases,
initial treatment.

Thaine Stearns
Sonoma State University
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Letters to the EditorLetters to the EditorLetters to the EditorLetters to the EditorLetters to the Editor
TREATING TYPHOID IN JAFFNA

Dear Editor:

Peter Stansky’s article in the Spring 2003 VWM reminded me that in
his autobiography Leonard Woolf speaks of having typhoid fever in
Jaffna in late 1905 and that he was cured by an American missionary
doctor, but does not name him (Growing, 81-85).  The doctor was T.
B. Scott, a member of the American Ceylon Mission, who presided
over Green Memorial Hospital in Manipay, Jaffna, Ceylon (now Sri
Lanka).  Dr. Scott diagosed typhoid, put Leonard to bed in his
hospital, and told him to eat nothing, sleep, and in 21 days his fever
would be gone. Leonard obeyed and on the 21st day, his temperature
was normal.

I know whom to thank for saving Leonard’s life because my parents
were missionaries in Ceylon from 1902-05 and so briefly were in
Jaffna when Leonard was, and they knew Dr. Scott well.  I suspect
they never met Leonard, for in his letters and diaries he mentions
meeting only British missionaries.

It is ironic that in 1906 Thoby Stephen died of misdiagnosed typhoid
in London; Leonard, in the tropics, survived.

John W. Bicknell, an aged missionary kid

MORE ABOUT  Katherine Dalsimer’s Virginia Woolf:
Becoming a Writer

Dear Editor:

In the Spring 2003 issue of VWM, Ruth O. Saxton reviews Katherine
Dalsimer’s book as “sensitive and perceptive.” I do not disagree, but
I believe that many of Dalsimer’s perceptions are gleaned from other
biographies, without credit.

In Studies in the Novel (Fall 2003), I review Becoming a Writer and
offer evidence of borrowings from: Hermione Lee’s Virginia Woolf
(1996), Lyndall Gordon’s Virginia Woolf: A Writer’s Life (1984),
Thomas Caramagno’s The Flight of the Mind: Virginia’s Woolf ’s Art
and Manic-Depressive Illness (1992), Mitchell Leaska’s Granite and
Rainbow: The Hidden Life of Virginia Woolf (1998), and my own Art
and Affection: A Life of Virginia Woolf (1996).

I hope VWM readers will turn to Studies in the Novel and then will let
me know whether or not they agree with my sense of the issues at
stake.

Panthea Reid
Professor Emerita, Louisiana State University



EDITORS
Jeanne Dubino, Plymouth State College

<jdubino@mail.plymouth.edu>

Mark Hussey, Pace University
<mhussey@pace.edu>

Vara Neverow, Southern Connecticut State University
<neverowv1@southernct.edu>

Merry Pawlowski, California State University, Bakersfield
<Merry_Pawlowski@firstclass1.csubak.edu>

REVIEW EDITOR
Karen Levenback, George Washington University

 <kllevenback@worldnet.att.net>

ASSISTANT EDITOR
Jennifer A. Hudson, Southern Connecticut State University

 <buffelina22@hotmail.com>

PRODUCTION EDITOR
Debra Sims

<simsdebra@yahoo.com>

DESIGN EDITOR
Susan Wegener

 <sweg@earthlink.net>

This issue of the Virginia Woolf Miscellany was published at
Southern Connecticut State University.

Subscription Information

The subscription rate is $10 a year for individuals who are not
members of the International Virginia Woolf Society.

The subscription rate for libraries is $15 a year.

Publishers, authors and scholars should direct inquiries regarding
book reviews to Karen Levenback
<kllevenback@worldnet.att.net>

8
ABOUT THE VIRGINIA WOOLF MISCELLANY

The Virginia Woolf Miscellany is a bi-annual (Spring and Fall)
publication focusing on Woolf studies and related topics. The

publication was founded in 1973 and was housed at Sonoma State
University until Spring 2003 when it moved to Southern Connecticut
State University.  The Miscellany includes reviews as well as articles
and is indexed in the Modern Language Association Bibliography.
Submissions to the Miscellany are sel ected by the editor of record

and do not go through a formal peer review process.

The hard copy of the publication includes reviews of books relating
to Woolf studies as well as short articles, black and white photo-
graphs, line drawings, and commentaries. The electronic version

(beginning with the Spring 2003 issue) includes color photographs
and is accessible online at

http://www.home.southernct.edu/~neverowv1/VWM_Online.html

Each issue of the publication also includes the International Virginia
Woolf Society column, updates on the annual conferences on Virginia

Woolf and the panels at the annual MLA convention  and other
events relevant to Woolf studies.

Beginning in Fall 2003, the Virginia Woolf Miscellany became a
subscription publication ($10 per year for individuals; $15 per year
for libraries and institutions).  Members of the International Virginia

Woolf Society receive the Miscellany as a benefit of their
membership.

8
GUIDELINES FOR SUBMISSIONS

AND EDITORIAL POLICIES

The Miscellany gladly considers very short contributions including
notes and queries as well as line drawings and photographs.

Submissions should be no longer than 3000 words at maximum and
should be submitted electronically.

The Editorial Board reserves the right to edit all submissions for
length.

If time permits, contributors will be consulted about changes.

The Editorial Board takes no responsibility for the views expressed in
the contributions selected for publication.

Submissions accepted for publication may be published in both hard
and electronic copy.

All rights revert to the author upon publication.

8
-22-

mailto: jdubino@mail.plymouth.edu
mailto: mhussey@pace.edu
mailto: neverowv1@southernct.edu
mailto: Merry_Pawlowski@firstclass1.csubak.edu
mailto: kllevenback@worldnet.att.net
mailto: buffelina22@hotmail.com
mailto: simsdebra@yahoo.com
mailto: sweg@earthlink.net
mailto: kllevenback@worldnet.att.net
http://www.home.southernct.edu/~neverowv1/VWM_Online.html


The Virginia Woolf Miscellany
A Subscription Publication

$10 per year ($15 for libraries and institutions)—beginning Fall 2003

—Free to all members of the International Virginia Woolf Society—

“[Desktop publishing] is an actual fact, and not beyond the reach of a moderate income [from subscriptions]”

Virginia Woolf, Three Guineas

po
Don’t miss a single issue of the Virginia Woolf Miscellany!

Please check the appropriate category below:

___ I am not a member of the International Virginia Woolf Society and would like to join (dues for one year are $20 for those who are full-time employed; $10 for
those who are students, retired, or part-time employed) :

$10/20  2004    $10/20  2005    $10/20  2006  $10/20  2007   $10/20  2008  $10/20  2009  $10  2010  Total amount____

___ I want to subscribe to the Virginia Woolf Miscellany; I do not want to become a member of  the International Virginia Woolf Society.   Subscriptions to the
Miscellany as of Fall 2003 are $10 per year ($15 for libraries and institutions).

___ I want to renew my subscription:
$10  2004    $10  2005    $10  2006  $10  2007   $10  2008  $10  2009  $10  2010  Total amount____

___ I want to  purchase the copies of the following back issues at $5 per issue:  _________________________________________________________

___ I want to make a donation of $____ to the Virginia Woolf Miscellany.

___ I want to make a donation of $____ to the International Virginia Woolf Society.

___This is a request to begin or renew an institutional/library subscription for:
 $15  2004    $15  2005    $15  2006  $15  2007   $15  2008  $15  2009  $15  2010  Total amount____

Total amount to be paid: ______________

Please complete the information below:

Name: _______________________________  Affiliation and Dept.  (if any): __________________________

Street Address: ____________________________ City: _______________________

State: ___________________ Country: ___________________________ Postal Code: _________________

E-mail address (essential for electronic mailings): _________________________________________________

Circle one:   My mailing label for the Miscellany is correct/incorrect.
Circle one:   I would/would not like to receive electronic (as well as print) mailings of the Miscellany.

Check your preferred payment method:
____ Cash in U.S. dollars

____ Check or money order  (Checks must be drawn on a U.S. bank and made payable to:  VWM/SCSUF [Southern Connecticut State University Foundation])

____ Credit card
Mail your payment to:

Vara Neverow, Editor, Virginia Woolf Miscellany
Department of English

Southern Connecticut State University
501 Crescent Street, New Haven, CT 06515

To pay by credit card, complete the form below:

Name on credit card: ____________________________________  check one: q MasterCard q Visa

Credit card number: __ __ __ __ - __ __ __ __ -__ __ __ __ -__ __ __ __  Exp. date ____/____

Signature: _______________________________  Total amount to be charged to account:  _______  Date ______

For information or questions about the Miscellany, please contact Vara Neverow, Editor, Virginia Woolf Miscellany

Phone:  (203) 392-6717 Fax:  (203) 392-6731 e-mail address: neverowv1@southernct.edu website: http://www.home.southernct.edu/~neverowv1/

 PRESERVE YOUR COPY OF THE MISCELLANY!  PHOTOCOPY THIS PAGE AND MAIL  THE COPY!  PLEASE DO NOT FAX!!!

mailto: neverowv1@southernct.edu
http://www.home.southernct.edu/~neverowv1/


-24-

THE INTERNATIONAL VIRGINIA WOOLF SOCIETY COLUMN
The year 2003 was marked by sudden and devastating losses—it was the

year that Lucio Ruotolo, Carolyn Heilbrun and Roger Poole departed.  But the
year was also marked by triumphs for it was the year that Smith College hosted
the annual Woolf conference (many thanks to Karen Kukil, Stephanie Schoen,
Marilyn Schwinn and all those who assisted the organizers!) and then there was
the MLA convention in stunningly beautiful (but, alas, unseasonably chilly) San
Diego.

MLA 2003
Four of the IVWS officers were at MLA—Vara Neverow, Jeanne Dubino,

Leslie Hankins and Mark Hussey.  We would first like to share Jeanne’s report on
the initial MLA panel and the festivities at the IVWS party with you and then
follow up with other news:  “For me,” Jeanne says, “the height of MLA is always
all matters Woolfian, and that is certainly no less true this year.”  From the two
panel sessions on Virginia Woolf to the fabulous party at Bonnie and Tom Scott’s
house, Woolfians (and other lucky participants) were treated to an array of
scholarship and festivities.  Because she was required to attend another meeting,
Jeanne could not go to “Virginia Woolf in the Archives,” but she was lucky
enough to be present at “Virginia Woolf and Magazines and Journals of the 1920s
and 1930s.”  Patrick Collier, Beth Rigel Daugherty, and Leslie Kathleen Hankins
gave marvelous presentations to an enthusiastic and welcoming audience.  In
“Virginia Woolf and Star Reviewers” Patrick offered a fascinating insight into the
phenomenon of star reviewers in the 1930s.  Woolf entered this ferociously
contested scene rather late, with her essay “Reviewing,” which was never, as
Patrick reminded us, published during her life time.  Beth’s “The Transatlantic
Woolf:  Essaying an American Audience” made a brilliant argument:  the fact that
the Woolf revival started in the US rather than in the UK be attributed to the
different venues of publication.  Woolf published more essays—at least 20—in the
US, essays that show her to be a genuinely radical and theoretical thinker.  Leslie,
who also organized the panel, gave us a captivating look at the relationship
between Woolf and her friends with the high fashion and highbrow literati in her
presentation, “Virginia Woolf and Friends and Cineastes in The Little Review,
Broom, The Arts, Vanity Fair¸ and the British Vogue.”  In her inimitable style,
Leslie reminded us that Woolf’s ideas were not born in isolation.

Jeanne also notes that both Leslie and Evelyn Haller displayed their expertise
in getting about on crutches due to injuries sustained prior to MLA--but neither of
them let their injuries prevent them from attending the Woolf party at Bonnie and
Tom’s house.  Many of the Woolves traveled in a van, graciously provided by the
Scotts.  With the 8 1⁄2 x 11" photo of Woolf placed in the rear window, it wasn’t
hard to figure out which of the many vans that pulled up at the Marriot was ours!
Though it was too dark to see the countryside, we could see that the Scotts’ home,
in LaMesa, is very beautiful.  Many Woolfians remembered the furnishings from
having attended the welcoming event at the 1999 Woolf conference in Delaware.
It was wonderful to catch up with old friends and to meet others over sushi and
sandwiches, macadamia nuts and chocolate, wine and vodka.  On behalf of us
all—including Vara Neverow, Leslie Hankins, Anne Fernald, Heather Levi, Lisa
Shahriari, Eileen Barrett and Elissa Dennis, Suzette Henke, Andrew Smyth, David
Turk, Mark Hussey, Evelyn Haller, Sally Jacobsen, Mildred  Strassberg , Lisa
White, and Amy Brown—thank you, Bonnie, Tom and Heidi.

Vara, Mark and Leslie were able to attend both MLA sessions (there were
about 40 people at each session).  Vara observes that the panel “Virginia in the
Archives” was outstanding.  The panel was chaired by Catherine W. Hollis.
Andrea E. Adolph in her paper “The Maria Jackson Letters: Woolf and Familial
Discourses of Embodiment,” discussed Jackson’s uncatalogued letters and offered
a fascinating glimpse of Victorian medical lore, especially with regard to women’s
health and illness.   John Kevin Young’s “'Life on Tap down Here’: Reading
Woolf as Author, Editor, and Publisher”focused on marketing and the publications
of the Hogarth Press.  Celia Marshik, in her paper, "'Shd Be Suppressed': Orlando
and the Home Office," presented fascinating evidence that complaints similar to
those regarding Radclyffe Hall’s The Well of Loneliness had been filed regarding

the obscenity of Woolf’s Orlando although the accusations were never pursued.
Vara also reports with delight that several new members have joined the IVWS.

MLA 2004—Counting the Ballots
In the early afternoon of 5 January 2004—the absolute deadline for

submission of calls for papers to the MLA Spring Newsletter—Vara and June
Dunn, one of the three members-at-large of the IVWS, counted the 79 ballots
received for MLA 2004.  Below arethe panels selected for the MLA convention
in Philadelphia (27 December-30 December 2004).  Please note that all
presenters must be MLA members (with their dues paid!) prior to April 1:

MLA 2004—The Call for Papers
Apart from The Hours:  Virginia Woolf’s Continuing Presence on the

Intellectual Scene.  How Woolf motivates/informs contemporary intellectual/
artistic work. (for example, Sontag, Schaberg, Atwood).  No pop culture or
Cunningham please!  250-500 word abstracts by 15 Mar.; Mark Hussey, English
Dept., Pace University, One Pace Plaza, New York, NY, 10038
(mhussey@pace.edu).

Virginia Woolf’s Essays.  Reviews. Essays. Introductions. Extended non-
fiction. Anonymous.Signed. Commissioned. Not. Personal. Formal. Literary.
Occasional. Feminist.Critical. Theoretical. Then. Now. Early. Late. So many
categories, attitudes, subjects, angles, moods, approaches.  250-500 word
abstracts by 15 Mar.; Beth Rigel Daugherty, English Department, Otterbein
College, One Otterbein College, Westerville, OH, 43081
(bdaugherty@otterbein.edu).

The results of the balloting are listed below according to the total number
of votes in each category (1—highest / 2—next highest / 3—next to the next
highest) followed by the total number of votes for the panel.
20/7/9=36    Apart from The Hours:  Virginia Woolf’s Continuing Presence on

the Intellectual Scene.
7/4/5=16   “On Knowing . . . Greek”: Virginia Woolf and the Classical Tradition
1/4/2=7    Parenting in Virginia Woolf
7/6/5=18    Virginia Woolf and Carolyn Heilbrun
8/6/6=20    Virginia Woolf and Katherine Mansfield
8/8/4-20     Virginia Woolf and Toni Morrison, Divisions/Commonalities
14/14/8=36  Virginia Woolf’s Essays
5/8/11=24     Wasted Women: Vagrants, Charwomen and Prostitutes
6/13/12=31  Woolf and the Onset of World War II
2/5/8=15     Woolfian Beasts

Who Will Play Mrs. Dalloway in Philadelphia?
The IVWS will, of course, need to organize a Society Party in Philadel-

phia—if anyone is interested in hosting or assisting in arranging the event, please
contact Vara Neverow at neverowv1@southernct.edu or 203-392-6717.  The
location and the directions must be finalized before April 1, the deadline for the
submission of program copy for the Convention.

Vara Neverow, President
Leslie Hankins, Vice President
Jeanne Dubino, Secretary-Treasurer
Mark Hussey, Historian-Bibliographer
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