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WOOLF, THE TIMES, THE PROVINCES 
Every Miscellany reader knows without embarrassment the 

"history" of Virginia Woolf's reputation, the ups and downs of 
her critical acceptance. As an aging Woolfian from the provinces, 
though, I should like to offer an experience of that reputation, as 
it existed in those provinces, which may be interesting, is perhaps 
different, and yet is, I hope, also representative, a register of 
shifts of taste. Once "we" all admired Woolf, and then for a long 
time I was lonely--and now I'm not quite lonely but I've a sense 
that I'm outdated. 

I first heard Virginia Woolf's name in 1948. I won't say how old 
I was, except that I was a junior at the University of Utah and 
had spent three years in the United States Army and .... I was a 
decently symbolic member of my generation. And I was 
absolutely ignorant of modern writers--although, maybe perverse
ly, I already knew of and had read Anne, Countess of Winchilsea. 

Woolf was introduced to me as one of the great moderns by 
two fellows, younger than I, down to the University from Weber 
Junior College (now Weber State U.) in Ogden. Where had they 
heard of her--these two from a junior college in a backwater 
town in a backwater state? And what of her work had they read? 
They knew she was dead; they had read Mrs. Dalloway. That was 
enough, though, a marvelous knowledge. 

Still, I myself didn't read Woolf until the next year, when I 
took a class in the 20th century British novel: Bennett, 
Galsworthy, Wells, oh indeed, Joyce, Forster, Woolf, the obvious 
(to professor and students) major figures, and Huxley, Waugh, 
and Greene, nine novelists, nine novels. 

Our Woolf novel was To the Lighthouse in the old Modern 
Library edition, with the bluish-gray dustjacket showing a 
lighthouse and a couple of nondescript buildings on a triangular 
island. The 1937 introduction by Terence Holliday spent three 
pages of eight and one half on Sir Leslie Stephen: I learned more 
about Stephen than I did Woolf (and I later discovered a 
surprising biographical fact: Stephen's children with Julia Duck
worth were "Virginia, Vanessa, Adrian and Julian"). And we 
accepted as given that the "Time Passes" section was "famous." 
In short, the literature students of my college generation knew 
Virginia Woolf as one of the few truly significant writers of our 
time. 

How did we read her? As a master of language, a stylist, an 
experimenter, someone who had done marvelous things with the 
"stream-of-consciousness" technique that most of us had just 
learned of, someone who had created psychologically fascinating 
characters. She was modern. We didn't read her as a feminist. Oh, 
one obviously recognized her criticisms of society, of male 
society, but that "message" was not, to our eyes, the cause of her 
value. And we didn't read her as political, not in a radical sense 
(and all my friends were radical then), certainly not as a socialist. 

In the next few years I read all of the novels, secure in the 
knowledge that I shared her with the intelligent and the sensitive. 
I even bought, when it first came out, Noel An nan's book on Sir 
Leslie Stephen, simply because Stephen was her father--although I 
should add that, as I was an admirer of James, the pleasure I got 
from finding that Woolf knew him contributed to my pleasure in 
the book (it was only in re-reading Night and Day last year that I 
recognized Mr. Fortescue as James). And so, when A Writer's 

Diary appeared in 1955, accompanied by the usual flurry of 
appreciations, everything seemed settled. 

But Lucky Jim had been published in 1953. And, although I 
had never heard of Wyndham Lewis' 1930's attacks on Woolf, I 
had to know the growing reaction of the "angry young men." 
Can we blame them, these young ones who, from their bases in 
the 18th century novel and a lower middle-class origin, saw Woolf 
as the epitome of Bloomsbury, the artistocrat--esthetic playing an 
elegant game? No, not entirely--a different time, a different 
message. 

I read them too, enjoyed them. They were, after all, my 
generation. But I refused to give up Woolf, although the young, 
the succeeding college generations, in the provinces and in the 
cities, of the late fifties and early sixties, were not reading her. 
No, there was no real conspiracy of attack on Woolf. There was, 
rather, a period of benign neglect, in Utah, in New Mexico, Ohio, 
and Washington, those other provinces in which I I ived. In 1964, 
I remarked to a youthful and energetic book salesman from New 
York that, in a certain novel class, I was going to use Woolf's Mrs. 
Dalloway. He looked at me with the disdain of the sophisticated, 
of the new age for the old: "Good Lord, nobody reads her any 
more." I felt murder in my heart, but I smiled. And I used her, 
keeping the faith. A difficult time. Oh, there were pamphlets, 
books, but Woolf was not one of the writers that counted. 

Then the deluge--after, say, 1970. In 1973, I taught for the 
first time a Forster/Woolf course. Only thirteen students, but 
there was an excitement, especially among the women--and for 
Woolf. Poor Forster, they didn't greatly care for him. The next 
quarter one of the women asked me for a conference course in 
Woolf--and read her as a feminist writer. The interest grew, grows. 
I'm scheduled to teach a class in Woolf only and I expect it to 
draw. But there is a tonal change: the women I know read Woolf 
almost purely as a feminist, insisting upon the essays, not just the 
novels; some are even catching hold of the political . The men? I 
haven't had one mention Woolf to me recently. 

And so I feel a bit out of it. I'm still reading her as a novelist, 
not as the handmaiden of some higher truth. (Yet, the final 
paradox: years ago I put Woolf on our M.A. reading list; she has 
disappeared from the new list, a list put together by a woman.) 
No, dammit, she is one of the masters of language--which is art. 

L.L. Lee, 
Western Washington State College, Bellingham, Washington 

NO DISCUSSION GROUP STATUS AT MLA 
The Executive Council of MLA has turned down the petition 

to found a Virginia Woolf Discussion Group, and was prompted 
by this application and others to issue a new clarification of its 
guidelines: Discussion Groups are not established "on individual 
authors or groups of authors, on themes or motifs, or on 
periods (or periods within a genre)." 

Woolfians will continue to meet as a Virginia Woolf Special 
Session, with a new application required each year. The Chair for 
the 1978 Woolf Session is Professor Lucio Ruotolo. Anyone with 
suggestions of topics and/or format should write to him by March 
1, at the Department of English, Stanford University, Stanford, 
CA 94305. 



TO THE READERS 

First of all, we want to thank all of you who responded to our 
last plea for financial contributions. Obviously, you made this 
large issue of Miscellany possible. It is doubly pleasing to have 
new contributors to this issue; so many of you are exploring such 
diverse topics that we want to have more of such notes and short 
exploratory sketches of your thoughts about Woolf and hope that 
the examples here wil I spur you on. 

We have tentatively scheduled late Spring 1978 as our next 
publication date. J .J. Wilson will be editing the issue from Woolf 
country where she is spending her sabbatical year. We hope that 
this plan will encourage more English and European contributors. 
Please send your brief articles (no more than five double-spaced, 
typed pages), reviews, notes, letters, queries, artwork, etc. either 
directly to J .J. at her sabbatical address: l Wal/ands Crescent (top 
flat), Lewes, Sussex, England; or to the Sonoma State College 
address below from where they will be forwarded promptly. 
Material sent directly to England should arrive by April 1 O; 
material sent to Sonoma State should arrive by April 1. 

We are especially grateful to Karen Petersen at Sonoma State 
for coordinating VWM's publication and business matters in 
J. J. 's absence. 

Alas, we are still in need of funds, both for this issue and the 
forthcoming one. Check should be made out and sent to: 

The Virginia Woolf Miscellany • Department of English • 
Sonoma State College• Rohnert Park, CA 94928 
Two corrections should be made to our Special Summer Issue 

1977. James Naremore, Indiana Univeristy, not Jane Marcus, was 
the fourth participant in the 1977 MLA Woolf Seminar. We 
apologize for any confusion or embarrassment this may have 
caused either Woolfian. Finally, and this is to our embarrassment, 
we would like to apologize to Nigel Nicolson--this time his name 
li spelled correctly--for consistently adding an "h" to his name. 
We will attempt to eliminate all h's which persistently creep into 
his name in our proofs! And, of course, many thanks to him and 
Joanne Trautmann for sharing with us omitted sections of 
Volume 11 of The Letters of Virginia Woolf. 

Ellen Hawkes, 
Boston University 

MONK'S HOUSE, RODMELL 

Monk's House, which is situated in a quiet corner of 
Rodmell, off the A275 Lewes to Newhaven Road, was built in 
the seventeenth century, though the earliest Deed dates only 
from the late eighteenth century. I ts fame, however, is of more 
recent origin, arising from its acquisition in 1919 by Leonard 
and Virginia Woolf as a second, country home. 

The house, together with its original contents, was acquired by 
the University of Sussex in 1972 from the executors of Leonard 
Woolf's estate in a complicated arrangement involving his papers 
which are now in the University library. 

Since then, it has been the policy of the University to 
maintain the home as closely as possible to when the Woolfs 
lived there, but without all the chaos of books and papers 
associated with Leonard Woolf. 

The walls still carry drawings and paintings by Vanessa Bell, 
Quentin Bell, Duncan Grant and Trekki Ritchie. The bath 
bought by Virginia in 1926 on the proceeds from The 
Common Reader and/or Mrs Dalloway is still in use, as are 
Duncan Grant's ceramic tables and fireplaces, the Omega Work
shop's painted furniture and the specially long armchairs into 
which Leonard fitted his beanpole figure. 
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In order to finance the maintenance of this old house, its 
contents and its extensive grounds, an active letting policy has 
been pursued aimed specifically at Woolf scholars and those 
interested in their work and writings. But, and this is the crux 
of the problem, many of the contents, whilst of little commer
cial value, are irreplaceable examples of the interests and tastes 
of the Woolfs, and particularly of the Bloomsbury set of which 
they were members, which would, in time, be irreparably 
damaged or lost by normal usage and fair wear and tear if the 
present policy were pursued indefinitely. 

It has been decided, in principle, therefore, that as soon as 
funds become available, if necessary by mounting an appeal, 
and in order to preserve the house and its contents, a living-in 
custodian will be installed and the house opened to the public. 
In the meantime, the most delicate of the contents are being 
removed from the house to safe storage (some of these have 
been offered on loan to Brighton Museum and will, in due 
course, be on display there) and replaced by something in 
sympathy with the aesthetics of the house, but certainly more 
anonymous. Properties such as Monk's House create consider
able problems for universities because the rules of the Universi
ty Grants Committee forbid the use of UGC grants to subsidise 
their running and they must, therefore, be self-financing. It is 
for this reason it has been necessary to pursue an active letting 
policy, and to consider mounting an appeal to finance the 
preservation of the house, either by the University, or by some 
other body such as the National Trust, which would require a 
considerable endowment if it was to take it on. 

The house is not at present open to the public nor, indeed, 
to members of the University, but it may be possible, in the 
not too distant future, to mount an exhibition in the University 
of some of the contents. 

However, both still and moving photographic records have 
been made, and anyone interested in seeing these should 
contact me. 

R. £. Bailey, Assistant Estates Manager (Engineering) 
University of Sussex (reprinted from the University Bulletin, 
October 18, 19 77) 

FROM THE READERS 

Dear VWM: 
If it had been Virginia Woolf who wrote from Venice in 
September 1912 that she had been "lying on a sofa eating 
chocolates and reading and looking at pictures, including her 
own portrait, in the Strand Magazine" [ VW Lett, 11, 8 
(no.647)], one might be tempted to dismiss the "portrait" as a 
flight of fancy; but Leonard wrote it. What was he referring to? 
The picture in question, drawn by J. R. Skelton, is an illustra
tion for "lsolda," number 7 of a series by Richard Marsh called 
"Judith Lee: The Experiences of a Lip-Reader' (The Strand 
Magazine, March 1912, p.246). (This episode is a melodrama 
owing something to the detective story but falling far short of 
being one.) 
The resemblance to VW, though obviously accidental, is unmis
takable. 
I am working on an annotated index to all kinds of pictures of 
members of the Bloomsbury Group, their friends and relatives 
(including accessible ancestors), and places associated with 
them. I welcome inquiries about pictures: they will help clarify 
the kinds of information that will be useful and may help close 
gaps. 
Elizabeth P. Richardson, 
99 Williams Street, Geneva, N. Y. 7 4456 



Dear VWM: 
Thank you so much for sending the extra copies of the VWM. 

which, since I have been buried deep in 1929-1931, I have only 
just received. I hope that the printing of the omissions, together 
with the explanation for them, answers everyone's questions, 
stops all those letters which come to Nigel Nicolson and me about 
the ellipses, and restores our reputations (I can't remember which 
reviewer it was who called us prudes). For all of these services and 
many more, I am grateful to the Miscellany. 

Joanne Trautmann, 
Pennsylvania State University 

Dear VWM: 
As editor of The Two Holograph Drafts of The Waves, I feel 
obliged to collect and prepare for publication any corrections 
of my errors submitted by interested students of the manu
script. Although I will receive variant readings in any form, it 
would help if each reading were submitted on a 3x5 slip or 
card, in the following format: 

Edition page number Edition line number 
Edition reading / Variant reading 

In counting lines, I suggest that they be counted either from 
the top or the bottom of the page. If from the bottom, the I ine 
number should be prefaced by a dash e.g. -5. 
At present, I hope to publish an errata list about one year from 
the publication of this notice. 
J. W. Graham, Dept. of English, University of Western Ontario, 
London, Ontario, Canada, N6A 3K7 

A REPLY 
To "the informed reader, stunned by the mutilated texts of 
Woolf's two sketches," "McNichol's Mrs. Dalloway: Second 
Thoughts," (Virginia Woolf Miscellany. Fall 1975). 

The whole of Hulcoop's attack on my edition of Mrs. 
Dalloway's Party is vitiated by his assumption that any deviations 
from the text that he knows are the result of editorial meddling. 
Such meddling would be quite unjustifiable, and would merit 
Hui coop's using even stronger language than he does. He should, 
therefore, have assumed that I had access to a text revised by 
Virginia Woolf. I was not able to refer to Virginia Woolf's revised 
typescript of "The Introduction" in my introduction to Mrs. 
Dalloway's Party. The executors of the late Leonard Woolf 
allowed me to use it but not to disclose its whereabouts at the 
particular moment in time at which my book went to press. Since 
then its existence and whereabouts (Sussex) have been known 
and it has been available to Woolf scholars. 

A thread of inaccuracy underlies Hulcoop's attack on Mrs. 
Dalloway's Party. Instead of answering the various points of that 
attack, however, I wish merely to draw attention to a few specific 
inaccuracies sprinkled through the text of Hulcoop's "Second 
Thoughts." 

Listing his own reading of Woolf Manuscripts, Hulcoop writes: 
the Mrs. Dal/away manuscript (most of which is in 
the Berg, but also that section in the British 
Museum) ... 

Most of the Mrs. Dalloway manuscript happens to be in the 
British Museum. Hulcoop might like to know, also, that there are 
corrected proofs of Mrs. Dalloway in Indiana. 

Hulcoop writes of the first two Berg Volumes of "Articles, 
essays and reviews:" 

the first, a notebook dated April 21, 7925, contains 
the beginning of "Ancestors, " and the second, dated 
May 22, 1925, contains the rest of "Ancestors" . .. 

3 

Dear VWM: 
Perhaps I may add a couple of footnotes to Dr. Beja's 

mapping of the "London of Mrs. Dalloway" in the Spring issue 
of Miscellany. 

i) Westminster is a largish place, and Richard Dalloway's 
house is not, I think, to be located at all near figure 1 on the 
map. 

Since, as Dr. (leja notes (16), Richard Dalloway crosses 
Dean's Yard on the way home from the Conduit Street 
luncheon, his house must be in the south-east of Westminster, 
near Lambeth Bridge rather than Victoria Street. Of the many 
fine terraced houses, with their grandest room on the floor 
above street level, and an attic above the other bedrooms, that 
survive the bombings of World War II in that area, I have found 
only one whose windows command a view not only of bed
room windows opposite but also those of the stair up which an 
old lady might be seen climbing. Of course, like Mrs. Dalloway 
herself, who is a little of several persons, the house may be 
made from aspects of several London houses, but I most 
tentatively propose 11, Lord North Street as the Dal loway 
house. 

ii) Peter Walsh, walking through Trafalgar Square, pauses, as 
Dr. Beja notes (10) at "all the exalted statues, Nelson, Gordon, 
Havelock". Nelson and Havelock were there alright, but in the 
company of Charles James Napier. Gordon, "with one leg raised 
and his arms crossed," stands on the Embankment near Queen 
Anne's steps. 
The Revd. Prof. Hamish F. G. Swanston, 
Eliot College, The University, Canterbury, Kent 

There is also (in Sussex) a fragment of "Ancestors" which fits 
in between the two sections he refers to and which he has 
obviously not come across. He has presumed, therefore, that 
Mc Nichol invented that bit of the story! 

The whole of Hulcoop's elaborate attack on Mrs. Dalloway's 
Party is built out of a false assumption in his opening sentence: 

McNichol's Mrs. Dal/oway's Party is merely a reprint 
of five of Woolf's short fictions together with 
McNichol's version (my italics] of two hitherto 
unpublished pieces. 

Later this reappears as "two unfinished sketches masquerading 
as new WoolfTexts."Hulcoop's cumulative invective leads up to 
the masterstroke of "setting three sample passages from Woolf's 
manuscript (of "The Introduction") beside the printed text" of it 
in order to illustrate the drastic nature of McNichol 's revisions, 
and the extent to which she has "multilated" that text. Had 
Hulcoop done his research sufficiently thoroughly he would have 
known that in addition to the Berg holograph of "The Introduc-
tion" there is also extant a revised typescript of that story. It is 
not McNichol who "invents the mirror episode," and the name of 
the housemaid (as Hulcoop claims), or who omits a "crucial 
image," but Virginia Woolf. It is Virginia Woolf, too, who "mauls 
the butterfly image to death" and "quite blatantly (brutally, but 
not creatively)" rearranges her own ideas and images. She alters 
the text so that it no longer makes sense, and even makes a 
change which ignores her own intentions. There is a chance that a 
Virginia Woolf scholar might just have recognized Virginia 
Woolf's specific talent at work in the revised text. It is, of course, 
easier to recognize when the correct name is attached. The editor 
of Mrs. Dalloway's Party, however, did in fact attribute the text of 
the stories in that volume to their true author. Hulcoop did not 
recognize the signature. 
Stella McNichol, 
University of Lancaster 



THE LEONARD AND VIRGINIA WOOLF LIBRARY 
and the Washington State University Woolf Collection 

The Leonard and Virginia Woolf Library and other portions of 
the Washington State University Woolf Collection are of great 
interest to scholars in a wide variety of humanistic disciplines. 
The Collection contains not only works by major women 
novelists but also fictional and nonfictional works by a large 
number of lesser-known women writers. Scholars interested in 
women's intellectual and artistic activity therefore will find the 
Collection of value. Especially interesting are the works written 
or owned by the American actress, novelist, and suffragist, 
Elizabeth Robins, who was instrumental in introducing Ibsen's 
plays in England. Most of these books came into the Woolf 
Library because of Robins' long friendship with the Woolfs and 
because Leonard Woolf was the executor of her estate. Perhaps 
the most valuable of these are the Edwin Booth Prompt Books 
containing her notations. 

Literature in general is well-represented in the Collection; 
however, historians, political scientists, and economists concerned 
with the period of the two World Wars will also find much 
material. Leonard Woolf's collection of books on Ceylon includes 
not only works acquired during and after the time he was a civil 
servant there, but also many acquired by his sister and her 
husband who lived there for many years. Books and pamphlets by 
Leonard Woolf and other writers chronicle the development of 
the Labor Party in England and form a substantial portion of the 
Collection. It reflects not only the Woolfs' contacts with many of 
the important intellectual, artistic, and political people and 
movements of the early twentieth century but also the milieu out 
of which these movements grew. Virginia Woolf inherited a large 
number of items from Leslie Stephen's library; his signature, 
notes, and drawings appear in some of these. 

When the Woolfs married, they combined their libraries and, 
with the amount of reviewing they both did, their holdings grew 
enormously. Leonard Woolf's notes appear in many of his books; 
Virginia did not habitually make marks in hers, although she 
seems to have tried to rip out earlier Heraldic bookplates in some 
of them. The Woolfs also accumulated books on Sussex and maps 
which they used on their walks. By Leonard Woolf's death in 
1969, numerous books had been given away or sold. Many of 
those remaining had not been cared for; some were damaged 
during the War; a few were rebound and recovered. Leonard's 
executor, Mrs. Ian (Trekkie) Parsons, selected those she wanted 
to keep, then disposed of the library in a number of ways. She 
gave some of the books to Quentin Bell, Cecil Woolf, and other 
members of the families; Sussex University received a first run of 
the Hogarth Press; Sotheby's was invited to select any books it 
wished to sell at auction in London. Mrs. Parsons then arranged 
to sell the bulk of the library in two lots. The first lot, which was 
put up for sale and purchased by Washington State University in 
1970, came from Monks House. The second lot, which Washing
ton State University purchased in 1972 in order to keep together 
as much of the Woolf Library as possible, came from Victoria 
Square. Subsequently, W.S.U. purchased at Sotheby's auction a 
complete run of Hogarth Press first editions from the years when 
the Woolfs controlled the firm as well as additional books from 
Monks House. Since then, the W.S.U. Library has added some 
smaller purchases and gifts to make the Collection a more 
complete research center. 

Scholars presently have access to the Woolf materials in the 
W.S.U. Library's Special Collections. The materials are housed in 
closed stacks with a reading room staffed from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m. 
on weekdays. Small portions of the cataloguing have been 
completed. The largest single section, however, has just been 
begun. Even when it is finished, this conventional catalogue will 
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not provide the detailed information many scholars will need to 
utilize the Collection effectively. We are therefore proposing and 
seeking funding for a Guide to the Leonard and Virginia Woolf 
Library and Washington State University Woolf Collection, a 

four-phase project which will provide in its final form: 1) a I ist of 
that portion of the Woolfs' library now in the W.S.U. Library 
Special Collections. This list will be in alphabetical order under 
suitable headings with appropriate cross -references, including 
standard bibliographical identifications and brief descriptions of 
the signatures, inscriptions, notations, and insertions; 2) a similar 
list of all additonal materials purchased by the W.S. U. Library to 
make the Woolf Collection a more complete research unit; 3) a 
list of those works known to have been in the Library of Leonard 
and Virginia Woolf which are not in the W.S. U. Library; and 
4) lists of various specialized sections of the Collection. A few 
bibliographies cover portions of our holdings and need not be 
duplicated, but no publication provides an adequate overview of 
these materials. The Holleyman and Treacher Ltd. Catalogue of 
Books from the Library of Leonard and Virginia Woolf, a 
bookseller's list, is neither complete nor functional. Potential 
users of the Collection should be aware of the cataloguing 
situation but should not be discouraged from investigating a 
promising body of material. Inquiries may be addressed to Leila 
Luedeking; Humanities Special Collections; Holland Library; 
Washington State University; Pullman, Washington 99164. 
Diane Filby Gillespie, 
Washington State University, Pullman, Washington 

THE SNOW QUEEN AND THE OLD BUCCANEER: 
Letters of Dame Ethel Smyth to Lady Ottoline Morrell 

In the thirties, when the flames of fascism were fanned by 
emphasis on class differences, Virginia Woolf (and her friend 
Margaret Llewelyn-Davies) refused honors from the British 
Empire. Dame Ethel Smyth earned her honors and Virginia Woolf 
mocked her in The Years, and Lady Ottoline inherited hers. Titles 
did, however, fascinate Woolf, as well as the ladies and dames 
who bore them; much as she teased them, she also admired them. 

While studying the rich personal and artistic relationship 
between the composer and the novelist, I found a fascinating set 
of letters from Dame Ethel to Lady Ottoline in the Humanities 
Research Center, the University of Texas at Austin (here quoted 
by their permission and by permission of the Smyth Estate). 
They add a footnote to Woolf's letters, giving us a picture of one 
side of her dramatic life in the early thirties in which she is cast as 
the Snow Queen by two ardent admirers, the old, bold buccaneer, 
Ethel Smyth, and Lady Ottoline as Circe, the spellbinder, both 
trying to melt her cold heart. Woolf's greatest tribute to Dame 
Ethel is in her 1931 speech, "Professions for Women," in which 
she is compared to a tank and an icebreaker in the women's 
cause. This early version in The Berg Collection is three times as 
long and as strong as Leonard Woolf's edited essay version in The 
Death of the Moth, and has now been published in The Pargiters, 
edited by Mitchell Leaska and published by The New York Public 
Library, 1977. 

Dame Ethel was old, ill and deaf, but indefatigable. She still fell 
in love passionately, wrote memoirs, worked to advance the cause 
of women in music, composed her opera-oratorio The Prison and 
continued with spirit the life of the eccentric Englishwoman of 
genius. In December 1932, Lady Ottoline had written to ask what 
Dame Ethel had been so excited about in conversation with 
Virginia Woolf at a party. And Dame Ethel replied that she had 
been explaining "Moynihan's" remark that "only one person in 
ten dies what he calls 'a natural death.' " 

He explains that people will not reckon with their bodies and ask 



too much of them--and this he called 'community suicide.' I know 
Leonard is there, but he can't prevent Virginia (kicking) against the 
pricks of prudence--undertaking more tha n she can pu ll o ff, refu sing 
(the old, old trait of children) to go to bed when she should and so 
on! The other night in the midst of this last attack she sat up one 
night talking to a ludicrous Pole until 1 :30! and .'t'.Q_l!_ know better 
than I (as you are so old a friend) that it is hard for L. to be always 
saing 'no'··that was what I was saying when you came up--that I 
wish she would resign herself to abstain from jaunts and excitement 
oftener than she does. 

Dame Ethel claims that she will "abstain" from seeing her 
"highly-strung" friend, but this tone of shared maternal solicitude 
soon gave way in the letters to gossip, complaints about health 
and the weather and a growing fascination with "marvelously 
alive Ottoline." 

In July 1933, Dame Ethel asks Lady Ottoline to read her 
memoir of Henry Brewster and his philosophical book The Prison 
(she was at work on an opera to this text), adding that she was 
proud that "Virginia put her seal on this literary effort of mine." 
"I saw Virginia on Wednesday," she wrote, "and she was so 
saintly I was quite frightened. I never saw such caterpillars as 
crawl in Tavistock Square Garden and that too was frightening." 
And in a subsequent letter Ethel explores both the kind of love 
and loyalty Virginia Woolf inspired and how little "rice pudding" 
her admirers got in return: 

... I want to say I felt I had spoken rather critically, frigidly, about 
V. whereas the truth is that, though (as I always tell her) my feeling 
about her rests in V. the artist--for no one being has more prestige 
for me as artist--! do deeply love her. I see & feel her lacks--& have 
had with her the experiencewhich I expect all her friends have 
had- -that at first you thought of something more human, less 
mood-ridden & less disconnected, in short than what you ultimately 
get, but the fact remains that she bulks more curiously in one's life 
than anyone else. I have [still] very real friends & 3 or 4 relations of 
my own and the 2 next generations~ Maurice & one or two, and I 
never thought it would come eventually into that sort of category. 
But I very soon ... well fairly soon--found out that could never be. 
Consequently if (I speak for myself) something cut deeper into my 
life, it would not strike me to share it with her--or talk to her about 
it. Not at least as you would to other people--(! should arrange it for 
her.) & at one time I secretly rebelled against this state of things, as 
human ties mean much to me. But I never forgot how, quite early in 
the day, she once said to me about various "incidents" in her past, 
that people had often wanted of her what she could not give them. 
That remark made a notch in my brain --a thing not to forget. And I 
don't think she has an idea that one ever wanted or would, at least, 
like to have a more ordinary relation, if you know what I mean! But 
one of the things I am most grateful to her for is that apart from the 
glow and interest, and new things her being in this world puts into 
one's life, she teaches what is wrongly said old dogs can't learn--new 
tricks! I began life by saying to my Grandmother "this is so little 
rice pudding I can't eat it"--& went on in the same key. 
Well--Virginia, like a high explosive or an electrically charged wire, 
obliges you to be careful & make the most cif what you get in the 
way of pudding. It maynt be your idea of a hearty meal, but its the 
most highly cherished & her charm & beauty, of course, too. dish in 
your menu! This (I am quite aware) is because of the way her genius 
acts on one to cause sensation, & I have a theory that 3/4 of a 
woman's life--no matter of what colour--is that her imagination is 
stirred. Often, at off moments, I feel satirical, privately, about 
Virginia's contribution to a duet & may speak in that tone; I think I 
did yesterday. But the fact remains that I do love her. Just flatly 
that. I am sure too that Vanessa, whom as you know she adores, 
doesn't treat V. quite as you would an ordinary human being. 

You know all this a million times better than Ht's only to purge 
myself of anything that looked like--not exactly disloyalty but 
something that doesn't quite represent all the truth, that I inflict all 
this on you. 
"In one unguarded and inspired--moment Virginia revealed to 

me your name for me!! I love it!!" Ethel wrote to Ottol ine in 
October. "It has been unanimously adopted with enthusiasm next 
door (the Balfours) specially when I am wearing my Raglan coat 
and a very stiff broad-brimmed hat--you don't know." Evidently 
Lady Ottoline had attempted to revise her nickname. "I can't 
have you bowdlerize your best inspirations," Ethel replied. "It 

5 

was Old Buccaneer--and as children you and Virginia may have 
caught the dying strains of a song that was in its raging youth 
when I was a child, 'The Bold Buccaneer.' If you said 'brave' and 
V. turned it to 'bold' these are permissible mis-quotations!" Is 
"The Bold Buccaneer" one of the tunes the old gramaphone 
chuffs out in Between the Acts? Virginia Woolf would have 
known the legend of "the 01 d Buccaneer" from Meredith's The 
Amazing Marriage and may have understood why the young bride 
preferred the brave old sailor to her husband. Un- or barely 
consummated marriage, the fate of the Old Buccaneer's daughter, 
would also have interested Woolf. 

In November, while apologizing for "the incredible behavior of 
both my cisterns" on Lady Ottoline's visit, Dame Ethel added, "I 
think Leonard is selfish about Virginia, and would like her sitting 
there, either alone next door or a deux with him always. But I 
don't think he a bit wishes to discourage her from thinking well 
of her friends and wanting to see them." The letter exclaims 
about the joys of seeing Ottoline "in action" at a party and what 
a good letter she wrote to Virginia about it, culminating in praise 
for Ottoline as a "magician": "I think if I had been a lover of 
Circe's I would even have enjoyed seeing her turning other 
women into pigs--forgetting that it would be my turn next. And 
your magic is the other way round ." She claimed she couldn't 
bear to visit Ottoline on her "jour" but reassured her of Virginia's 
affection for her: 

I am quite certain the Snow Goddess is very fond of you ... & 
that in one's friend's heart one counts as good wine. It took me a 
long time to realise how really fond she is of Vita S. West--1 think 
because just when I made Virginia's acquaintance she was rather 
displeased with Vita (I think this) & I remember Elizabeth also 
saying "I don't think V. cares much about Vita, do you?" I often 
think Virginia loathes me--& so she does, at times. Did, e.g., aDOut 
six weeks ago! But now I don't care! I feel like taking the advice Sir 
John Suckling gave to the "fond lover"- -And Do! and say to myself 
"If V. is such a fool as to dislike me, let her--and be damned to her." 
But in my heart I don't really think she dislikes me . Yet mind, if she 
did, I should un-like her permanently again, becaused I don't like 1 
legged relations. You need never fear I shall pass on even a remark 
like yours about the snow goddess. The context (in letters) the tone 
of voice (in talk) lacking, a phrase comes out all wrong--specially if 
your are dealing with a hypersensitive creature like V. You can say 
anything that passes thru your head to me--always-- ... 

Ethel Smyth's energy was amazing and she invited Lady 
Ottol ine to see her conduct her Mass in London and afterwards 
join her for tea at a Lyons in Brompton Road. Virginia was to be 
there as well: 

... you know I've at last leverage to do my life's work--help to push 
women through the male anti-woman barrier in music. I have 15 
rehearsals, 2 conducting, 2 speeches, 5 articles to write, 3 interviews 
to have all in the next 3 weeks! I want to tell you about it all 
someday but as I see no chance--simply for ages--of seeing you I 
want you to know I have my claws tight in the fluffiest of your 
loveliest fluffy gowns. When the time comes the gentlest of pulls 
will be perpetrated to beg you to respond to the call of 

Ethel Smyth V. is pro tern lost to me! 

Ottoline was growing deaf and the deaf composer offered to 
get her a trumpet. Health and books are the chief topics of the 
letters with an occasional witty remark finding, for instance, a 
lady who saved a German prisoner so "anti-patica that I regret her 
having done that valiant deed." In July 1934, Ethel called 
Ottoline's husband her "one-time lover," adding "I do think a 
certain husband called L. a little dryer than is comfortable in one 
you don't see often, but I do like him, once he has been stewed 
up--like dried Australian apricots." In September she asked for a 
"prearranged duet" being too deaf and "stupid with rheumatism" 
to be presentable and the same month she lamented to an 
obviously sympathetic ear about Virginia: 

.•. I stayed a week at a lonely house (Wooten Manor near Pobgate) 
with my friend Alderman Miss Hudson & saw Virginia who was at 



her most charming & seemed very well & wrote afterwards to say 
she adored seeing other peoples houses but didn't suggest it because 
(1 ) she knew I would have told Alice Hudson to admire her books 
("She wouldn't" "That W have made me shy") and (2) "You would 
have said I was good looking . She would suppress a start at my 
plainness. Shy again. Yes! these enthusiastic women like Ethel make 
it almost impossible for very shy women like Virginia ever to meet 
Ethel's friends"(!!) 

Yours Ethel 
This requires no answer. Just a cri du coeur. 
In August 1935, Ethel praised Virgin.ia Woolf's speech at the 

opening of the Roger Fry Collection as "enchanting": 
I've not seen her for ages & expect she's forging ahe.ad with her 

book at Rodmell. I do hope I shall be able to understand this 
one··or I ought to say enjoy this one, for I dont get stuck over her 
parts of speech as I do over Edith Sitwell's & others . I wish I had the 
firm self confidence of Duff Cooper (whom I particularly like) who 
says "I've got quite a decent brain, & if I cant gather what people 
are driving at it is their fault, not mine." Now I can always 
understand Keats when he's not wistfully floating in a mist & 
Lawrence & even Day Lewis ... but "the guiltless light Remakes all 
things and men in Holiness" ..• ? That sort of remark sends me back 
to my tap, as H. B. used to put it ... 

It seems to me that the life of intercourse is interchange, its a 
question of the air being possessed by creative particles or sterlising 
spray. For that reason I partly understand your husband's lack of 
enthusiasm for Leonard W, & if I don't share it it is because the 
spectacle of the Semite mind shot through with University culture & 
including tastes that are surely not Semitic··love of music for 
instance··is rather engrossing ... 

The anti-semitism expressed here, while appalling, seems to have 
been common and may also be found in Maynard Keynes' 
references to L. Woolf in his letters to Vanessa Bell and to 
Duncan Grant {Northwestern University Library). 

Later Leonard and Virginia appeared to her as more "kindly" 
and "human": "I can hardly bear to wait till her book 
appears--she tells me it's not at all Waves-'like but a straight
forward human document such as my canary brain can take in." 
Her letters continue about court cases, dogs, T.S. Eliot and 
"bullying Virginia": "When I say I 'bullied' V. into seeing me, I 
mean I said 'Really, V., I do want to talk to you about 3 things 
that matter & after all you don't want to drop me, do you ... ? ' 
One has to put a penny in the slot every time or else wash her off 
the slate. And that would be such a pity though she wouldn't 
really care a damn." In November Ethel told Ottoline that she 
had written to Virginia of Ottoline's beauty, obviously trying to 
arouse some feelings: "Ottoline's beauty carries one like a dark 
blue sea ... waves with white crests .. . You swim in it! Sunshine, 
big violent yet gentle waves." This, of course, is the same imagery 
which Virginia used to characterize Ethel as either the sea or a 
ship. By 1937 when the letters end, Ottoline is like the sun. It is 
an odd sort of triangle, the Snow Queen, the sun and the sea. But 
neither the sun nor the sea seems to have melted much ice. 

Virginia Woolf's relationship with Dame Ethel Smyth was very 
important to her, personally and artistically. She demanded love, 
letters and what she called "protection" from Dame Ethel and 
then shrank when they were showered on her in abundance. 
Dame Ethel continued to put "pennies in the slot" despite the 
fact that the tunes which eventually rang out of this "enchanted 
organ" were not meant for her ears alone. 

Jane Marcus, 
c/o Aarhus Universitet, Denmark 
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ON VICTORIAN PHOTOGRAPHS OF FAMOUS MEN AND 
FAIR WOMEN 

In 1926 the Hogarth Press published a collection of Julia 
Margaret Cameron's photographs, prefaced with essays by Virgin
ia Woolf and Roger Fry. Woolf was probably writing the 
introduction and reconsidering her great-aunt's life and work 
while she was working on To the Lighthouse, with its skeptical 
view of a "womanly woman" and a "manly man," and Victorian 
Photographs of Famous Men and Fair Women {reissued by 
Hogarth Press and David Godine, 1973), while not usually 
considered part of Woolf's canon, may be profitably grouped 
with the other works of the twenties which cast a cold eye on 
Victorian sexual stereotypes . 

The fitle, with. its Victorian distinction between famous men 
and fair women, is a good indication of the assumptions behind 
the photographs. The men in Cameron's portraits--Tennyson, 
Browning, Herschel, Darwin, Carlyle, Sir Henry Taylor--often 
swathed in cloth, like Rodin's Balzac, piercing of eye and 
monumental, are beings of another sort from the women, who 
clutch their necklaces and cast their eyes downward. Herschel and 
Darwin look fearlessly into the distance, searching, one expects, 
for Truth. If, to be photographable, men must have character, 
then women must have beauty, preferably of a sad, even tragic 
kind, for Cameron views them with a pre-Raphaelite eye for 
languor. Their gazes are either directed at children or suggest a 
rapt self-absorption, an energy directed back upon the self. 

Julia Cameron records in innocent approval a sexual dicho
tomy which Woolf questions in To the Lighthouse: men lead, 
advance, create, direct their energies outward; women are a 
reservoir of spiritual values and weave around them relationships 
among people. If To the Lighthouse undercuts the Victorian ideal 
of woman, it also suggests that Victorian masculinity is something 
of an unnatural growth, that too much feminine shouldering has 
gone into Mr. Ramsay's laborious climb up the mountains of 
truth, and Roger Fry's preface to Victorian Photographs, while 
largely concerned with aesthetics, addresses itself to this cultural 
question: 

In that walled-in garden of respectability [ Mrs. Cameron's 
world], sheltered by its rigid sexual morality from the 
storms of passion and by its secluded elevation from shafts 
of ridicule, that pervading seriousness provided an atmos
phere wherein great men could be grown to perfection--or 
rather in which men of distinction could be forced into 
great men ... In that protected garden of culture women 
grew to strange beauty, and the men--how lush and rank are 
their growths! How they abound in the sense of their own 
personalities! There is Sir Joseph Hooker, a learned and 
celebrated botanist, but no earth-shaking genius--how su
perbly he has sprouted in that mild and humid air. 
If the Victorian hothouse bred for two traits, beauty in 

women and greatness in men, it is no wonder that the women 
were fair and the men famous. But at what cost? What was 
stunted in the process? Woolf's biographical preface explores the 
fact that Cameron herself, despite cultural conditioning, was a 
person of considerable achievement. The story she tells is an Ugly 
Duckling, story, an allegory of Beauty and Talent, personal 
mythology in the guise of family history. Of the seven Pattie 
sisters, Julia was the only one who lacked beauty, but she turned 
out to embody Talent, and Talent, eccentric and imperious, 
dressed the chambermaid in costume and made her sit for 
photographs while visitors were forced to answer the door. Talent 
could compel even Tennyson to sit still for the long periods 
necessary to expose her plates. Woolf relishes her aunt's eccen· 
1:ricities (for example, keeping a gardener even when she had no 
garden, because the man's back was "absolutely superb"), relishes 



her defiance of convention in the name of art and also out of 
sheer exuberance of nature. 

I do not think it far-fetched to suggest that Cameron served 
Woolf--in a jargon neither would relish--as something of a role 
model, a woman who was also a serious artist. If her preface to 
Victorian Photographs downplays the extent to which Cameron 
played the perfectly conventional roles of wife and mother (she 
did not take up photography until she was fifty), this is of a piece 
with Woolf's personal mythology, as revealed in letters and 
journals, which downplayed the extent to which her sister was a 
serious artist, casting her in the role of Pattie madonna to Woolf's 
own Cameronesque Talent. Read as a unified volume, both 
pictures and text of Victorian Photographs of Famous Men and 
Fair Women constitute a statement of Victorian values and a 
critique of them, a critique which anticipates Woolf's fictional 
treatment of her family history, with its own Famous Man and 
Fair Woman, its own conflict between beauty and talent. In fact, 
you could call Victorian Photographs a dry run to the lighthouse. 
Phyllis Rose, 
Wesleyan University, Middletown, Connecticut 

NOTES ON JEANNE MOREAU'S LUMl(RE 
AND BETWEEN THE ACTS 

"Did the plot matter? ... There were only two emotions; 
love; and hate." Isa's words in Between the Acts might be 
appropriate to any number of modern works, among them Jeanne 
Moreau's first venture at filmmaking, Lumi~re, released last 
winter; but it is a surprise, toward the end of the film, when a 
voice from a kitchen radio begins to speak out Isa's lines. 

Lumiere is, to begin with, a very canny study of women's lives, 
almost as if Moreau starts with Woolf's proposition, "Chloe liked 
Olivia." It traces the events of a week in the lives of four actresses 
(the most important, Sarah, played by Moreau herself) in scenes 
that are on the surface fluid, but have enough texture to catch 
what is essential and complex in these very different women: 
their sexuality; the pattern of their liaisons and friendships; with 
particular delicacy, the place of children in their lives; how they 
pursue their careers. Their ambitions are in fundamental ways at 
odds with their human attachments, but it is especially fascinating 
to see that finally in public they can only be the women they are 
in private, managing or being managed in much the same ways. 

Like Woolf, Moreau is an observer of the common rhythms of 
life and theater, of the way drama seems to lend to the world 
beyond the stage its infectious energies, its clarity and poise, its 
illusory sense of control. Skipping dozens of pages, eliding freely, 
the radio voice comes to Miss LaTrobe's moment of panic as she 
leans against a tree and feels her power leave her: "Illusion had 
failed. 'This is death,' she murmured, 'death.'" 

The I ines have a superficial fitness for they sound in the 
sickening lull that follows a real death. They are also a cry from 
behind the scenes, where Moreau, as writer and director, 
marshalls her people, arranges her effects, and now, coming to the 
central event in such "plot" as she supplies, mistrusts her own 
construction. Sudden powerlessness disrupts the real and the 
artistic life, both of which offer similar problems of balance and 
control. For the actor, however, the two are not safely separated. 
In the final scenes, the news of the death undoes the balancing 
act that is Sarah's personal and professional life. 

Professions are essential here, particularly to Sarah, "the star." 
She almost seems to demonstrate that acting can be natural. What 
she possesses (and here Moreau seems to elucidate the enigma of 
Jeanne Moreau) is a perfect concentration of her forces, a 
formidable directness and honesty, whether managing her day
light affai rs or in the spotlight of a "take," the two lights of the 
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movie's title. But when death cuts away important friendship, 
daylight becomes harsh, the limelight artificial. In male dress, 
holding a pistol (a bit of play death that wanders through the film 
like a fragment of old-fashioned plot), Sarah briefly breaks down. 
But perhaps it is a measure of her moral integrity, or perhaps her 
professionalism with no moral lesson involved, that she never for 
an instant stops facing the camera squarely. 

Another Streatfield might find other messages here. Indeed, 
Geoffrey Hartman in the Georgia Review (Spring 1977) analyzes 
the Woolf allusion as part of the quotational and punning 
technique of the film, its commentary on film art. It is not a 
dehumanized reading; he comments brilliantly on the way Sarah's 
life reflects the peculiar nakedness and discontinuity, the lights 
and cuts, of film acting. Nevertheless, as with much Woolf 
criticism, one wants to protest the quick leap that locates 
meaning and pathos in what is implied by the more sophisticated 
aspects of the technique. 

Whatever it has to say about drama or cinema, Lumi~e is very 
conspicuously a film in which life gets its own back. Perhaps the 
final sense in which it can be called a woman's film is its deep and 
pervasive suspicion of acts of management. As in Between the 
Acts, something feral, destructive, deadly, lies waiting to be 
tapped by creative effort. So the characters who rise above 
conventionality to real achievement suffer not only separation 
from their biological roles, but desperate occupational hazards. 
The scientist is attacked by the cancer cells he studies; the guns 
and knives that surround Sarah suggest something murderous in 
her control. It is on the grounds of these high risks that one must 
finally understand Moreau's identification with Miss LaTrobe in 
her metaphoric death throes and, one guesses, with Virginia 
Woolf. 
Joanna Lipking, Princeton, New jersey 

A REPORT ON "BLOOMSBURY WEST" 

For a few days in August, San Francisco was the setting for a 
strange evocation of Bloomsbury. The Twelfth Symposium of the 
University of San Francisco, initiated by Father William Monihan, 
Director of Library Relations, chose as its three-part subject 
Roger Fry, Virginia Woolf and T.S. Eliot. Deriving its title, 
"Islands of Light," from The Waves, the Symposium provided a 
forum for three speakers, six discussants, and approximately 120 
participants to consider ways in which Fry, Woolf and Eliot 
redefined humanistic values in the early twentieth century. 

Frances Spalding of Sheffield, England, the first speaker, 
traced Roger Fry's search for the "completed moment" in his art 
criticism and more especially in his painting, and showed slides of 
Fry's paintings which remain in private collections as well as 
photographs of Omega designs and artifacts, and of interiors 
designed by Fry, Clive Bell, Duncan Grant and Vanessa Bell. 
Susan Gorsky of Cleveland State University discussed "Vision 
and Design in the Novels of Virginia Woolf," her special concern 
being the ways in which Woolf's search for value is revealed 
through the formal elements of her novels, particularly in To the 
Lighthouse and The Waves. The final speaker, Father James 
Torrens of the University of San Francisco presented an analysis 
of Eliot's use of the Eastern contemplative tradition and of the 
Christian tradition in the Four Quartets. One of the many spider's 
threads of attachment among the three talks and the ensuing 
discussion was the artist's painful but endless search for the 
"islands of light" in the "central shadow," as Woolf describes it in 
The Waves. 

Because the members of the audience were not, for the most 
part, people trained in literary analysis, they offered unusual 
perspectives on the subject. The range included a musicologist 



spea king about the musical structure of the Four Quartet s, a 
psychiatrist identify ing likely causes of Virginia Woolf 's emot ion
al disturbances, a rare book collector discussing the early Hogarth 
pamphlets, an art critic evaluating Roger Fry's work as a painter, 
and a World War I veteran asking the reasons for the anti-war 
position of so many of the Bloomsbury friends. The moderator, 
Walter Muir Whitehall (an historian most recently associated with 
the Boston Athenaeum), sat with the speakers and the Symposi
um Director at the judges' bench in the Law School Moot Court 
Room, where the daytime sessions were held. The discussants' 
perspective was also unusual, for, from their vantage points in the 
jury box, they mediated between those at the bench and the 
audience in the spectators' seats. Each discussant spoke at first on 
his/her area of special interest--Dorothy Bevis, retired rare book 
librarian and Virginia Woolf scholar; Henry Hopkins, Director of 
the San Francisco Museum of Modern Art; Arthur Quinn, author 
of a book on the philosophical backgrounds of Bloomsbury (in 
press); Kevin Starr, author of works on American literature and 
history; Sau-Ling Wong, completing a doctoral dissertation on the 
correspondence between Fry's and Woolf's thinking and Taoist
Zen ideas; and Alex Zwerdling, author of many studies of 
modernist writers and currently preparing a book on satire and 
social criticism in the Bloomsbury Group. In time, however, the 
barriers broke down between the scholars and the students, the 
artists, businessmen, housewives and scientists. Like an oversized 
Bloomsbury party, conversations set in motion by the prepared 
papers gathered momentum during the discussions which follow
ed and continued to grow over coffee or wine, during lunch and 
dinner, in hallways and in automobiles. 

The Director of the Symposium hopes to publish not only the 
three papers but also taped portions of the discussions from the 
question and answer periods. When this is done, it would be 
appropriate for the book to be packaged with a cover design from 
the Omega and with a cup of that cocoa which seemed to 
enhance a good Bloomsbury debate. Without these, the quality of 
the scholarship will be unchanged; even with them, the atmos
phere somehow created during the three days of the Symposium 
will be sadly lacking. 
Susan Gorsky, Cleveland State University 
Postcript: The preliminary publication of the lectures given at the 
Symposium is now ready for distribution. The price is $6 per copy 
including mailing and postage. Please send check made out to the 
University of San Francisco to Father William J. Monihan, Director of 
Library Relations. 

REVIEW: A LITERATURE OF THEIR OWN: 
British Women Novelists from Bronte to Lessing 
Elaine Showalter 
(Princeton, Princeton University Press, 7 9 77) 

Elaine Showalter begins her book with John Stuart Mill's 
statement that: "If women lived in a different country from men 
and had never read any of their writings, they would have a 
literature of their own," and throughout she stresses her belief in 
a separate tradition created by women novelists. However, this 
separate tradition does not result from a "movement" or from 
any shared, uniform female imagination; Showalter finds the first 
theory unlikely, given women's ignorance of their literary history 
and the "self-hatred that has alienated women writers from a 
sense of collective identity," the second theory "dangerously 
close to reiterating the familiar stereotypes."Rather, she theo rizes 
that "the female literary tradition comes from the still -evolving 
relationships between women writers and their society" (p.12) . 

Women writers, Showalter argues, form a literary subculture 
which exhibits developmental phases common to all subcultures, 
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a thesis which forms the backbone of the book. Drawing on her 
studies of obscure and celebrated women writers, she studies the 
changes in women's literature as it moves from the feminine phase 
("imitation of the prevailing modes of the dominant tradition, 
and internalization of its standards of art and its views on social 
roles"), to the feminist phase (''protest against those standards 
and values, and advocacy of minority rights and values") and 
finally to the female phase ("self-discovery'') (Showalter's italics). 
Showalter's sociological perspective provides a welcome focus on 
the relevance of the female experience to that of other minority 
subcultures, and humanizes what might be a rather rigid historical 
schema. Finally, a delightful profusion of facts about writers both 
well-known and obscure enlivens the literary history. For its 
historical and critical insights, this book is frequently dazzling 
and almost always solidly illuminating. 

Unfortunately, however, A Literature of Their Own is occa
sionally flawed in tone. A reader is surprised by Showalter's 
seeming insensitivity to the sexism in a word, a phrase, an 
argument. So we read of an "authoress," of "suffragettes," of 
"the almost terrifying collectivity of the suffrage movement" 
with surprise: why terrifying? to whom? Or we read of "feminist 
writers engaged in the kind of quarrel that, according to Yeats, 
leads to rhetoric but not poetry," and wonder at the trivializing 
connotations of the word "quarrel." Showalter's tone seems 
bitter, even hostile, in her relatively compassionless survey of 
Olive Schreiner's difficult career. We read of the "nauseating, 
fin-de-sie'cle style" of her later writings and of her ultimate 
failure: "[If] her best work is that which was never written, then 
the next-best, one deduces, is that which was incomprehensible." 
Perhaps Showalter's inspired ability to envision woman's poten
tial has made her less tolerant when a writer falls short. She seems 
frustrated by Schreiner's "perverse will to fail." 

Some of these defects importantly affect Showalter's chapter 
on Woolf, "Flight into Androgyny," which, indeed, provides both 
the most thought-provoking and the most disturbing material in 
the book. As a corrective to the current view of Virginia Woolf :is 
a cu lture hero and "the apotheosis of a new literary sensibility-
not feminine, but androgynous," Showalter shows us a woman 
terribly afraid of her female sexuality. She traces a correlation 
between Woolf's sexual milestones (first menstruation, the fertile 
years, menopause) and her mental breakdowns which is fascinat
ing but frustratingly undocumented. One wishes for more 
concrete evidence than Showalter's brief disclaimer, "[although] 
none of Woolf's biographers mention it, this breakdown must 
have coincided with the onset of menstruation ... "Similarly, the 
theory that Woolf suffered from anorexia nervosa begs more 
intensive exploration, and readers might explore further Marlene 
Boskind-Lodahl's similar approach in "Cinderella's Stepsisters: A 
Feminist Perspective on Anorexia Nervosa and Bulimia" (Signs, 
Vol.II, No.2, Winter 1976). Nevertheless a chilling revelation for 
teachers of women's studies is the connection Showa! ter estab-
1 ishes between the rest cure prescribed for Virginia Woolf and 
that portrayed so vividly in Charlotte Perkins Gillman's The 
Yellow Wallpaper. As Showalter explains, "the rest cure was a 
sinister parody of idealized Victorian feminity: inertia, privatiza
tion, narcissism, dependency." 

While Showalter is frequently insightful in her treatment of 
Woolf's biography, she is somewhat less accurate in her remarks 
about the literature. So, she ident ifies Miss Kilman of Mrs. 
Dal lo way as the "repressed governess" when in fact she tutors 
Elizabeth Dalloway in modern history, and labels her incorrectly 
as a suffragist . Then, she suggests that the fishing metaphor so 
celebrated as an account of a writer's psychological state in 
"Professions for Women" is "an allegory of a woman's failure to 
reach orgasm." This interpretation has disturbing overtones of 
"phallic criticism" in its eagerness to see a woman's art through 



the lens of her sexual life. 
The most striking, and most controversial, aspect of Showal

ter's discussion of Woolf is her closely reasoned argument that the 
famous goals of androgyny and a room of one's own "have a 
darker side that is the sphere of exile and the eunuch." Her 
exploration of the defensive origins of much of Woolf's aesthetic 
vision opens a fruitful area of discussion, yet Showalter seems to 
overlook much of Woolf's accomplishment in making her survey. 
A student of Woolf who values her increasing ability to merge 
fact and vision in a portrait of London society, to make her 
political views clear without sacrificing her artistic vision, will 
find it difficult to agree with Showalter's harsh judgment that 
"Woolf's books show signs of a progressive technical inabil ity to 
accommodate the facts and crises of day-to-day experience, even 
when she wanted to do so." One thinks of The Years which 
splendidly interweaves the suffrage movement, the fight against 
totalitarianism, and the chronicle of a family from 1880 to the 
'30's: surely there Woolf does far more than "accommodate the 
facts and the crises of day-to-day experience." Growing from a 
desperate attempt to demystify Woolf's suicide, Showalter's 
challenge to the aesthetics of androgyny is sure to stimulate an 
answer. 
Susan Squier, SUNY Stony Brook 

POSTSCRIPT TO A LITERATURE OF THEIR OWN: 

I want briefly to comment that if VWM readers wish to pursue 
Showalter's claim that Woolf's early breakdown coincided with 
the onset of menstruation, they should consult Stella Duckworth 
Hills' 1896 Diary in The Berg Collection. I have a hunch that "x's" 
with notations of "SD," "Nessa," and "Ginia," each spaced at 
monthly intervals, were Stella's way of recording all their periods. 
While the x 's continue for SD and Nessa throughout the year, 
Ginia's do not. Perhaps the cessation of menstruation was one 
of the manysymptoms for which Stella took Virginia to see 
Dr.Seton, as she notes, several times in October and December. 
While menstruation and sickness were commonly associated, this 
confluence of facts might have re-enforced the association for 
Woolf. 
Ellen Hawkes, Boston University. 

VIRGINIA WOOLF BY VIRGINIA WOOLF, 1915-1919 
REVIEW: THE DIARY OF VIRGINIA WOOLF, Volume One, 
1915-1919, ed. Anne Olivier Bell, intro. Quentin Bell, 
New York: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1977. 

Reading The Diary of Virginia Woolf, Volume One, brings to 
mind a phrase from Woolf's essay "Two Women"; she seems to 
have "got more interest, more pleasure, and more use out of ... 
her I ife" than most people are able to manage. Her diary shows 
how much Woolf cared about that criterion in judging life and 
character. It is filled with appraisals of her friends, till in 1919 she 

begins a considered "account of my friendships and their present 
condition, with some account of my friends characters; & .. . an 
estimate of their work, & a forecast of their future works." 
Informally, however, she has been making such estimates all 
along. She "thought it unpleasant how one has to steer past 
certain questions with [ Desmond Maccarthy]: when's your book 
coming out, has Molly's novel been taken, are you writing, &c--1 
divine that the answers depress him acutely in the early 
morning." Gerald Duckworth "has no opinions but merely a 
seaweeds drift in the prevailing cur rent. " Of Lytton Strachey she 
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"suspect[s] that he is now inclined to question whether Eminent 
Victorians, 4 in number, & requiring 4 years for their production, 
are quite enough to show for his age, & pretensions .... I suppose 
the contrast (& to me there is a contrast) between his 
achievements & L. [ eonard] 's achievements made itself felt to 
him." Though there are times in this diary when Woolf feels a 
distinct renewal of intimacy with Strachey, the impression that 
remains from this volume is a negative one: 

There are three words knocking about in my brain to use of 
Stracheys,--a prosaic race, lacking magnanimity, shorn of atmos
phere ... in Lytton's case [there is] a lack of physical warmth, lack of 
creative power, a failure of vitality warning him not to be spendthrift 
but to eke out his gifts parsimoniously, & tacitly assume his right to a 
superior share of comfort & opulence. In matters of emotion this has a 
slightly stingy appearance, nor is he ever unthinkingly generous & 
magnanimous, risking himself. 

Vitality, magnanimity, risk: with these among her cardinal 
virtues, the mere absence of zest was a failing to take seriously, 
and one that Woolf noted among her friends. Her diary reminds 
one how much she. expected of life. No wonder she called the 
"new novel" by "Mary Carmichael," the latest addition to 
English literature, Life's Adventure. 

These critical judgments of friends form one of the main blocks 
of new material to be found in Diary I, compared to the other 
pub I ished records of Woolf's I ife for th is period, A Writer's Diary, 
selected by Leonard Woolf, Quentin Bell's Virginia Woolf, 
and Woolf's own Letters 1912-1922. The tone of her critical 
judgments, however, seems not at all spiteful; nor do they 
contradict the affection she obviously felt for and inspired in 
others. Rather, they come from the seriousness of her concern 
that I ife not be wasted, and they regularly show an almost 
touchingly earnest desire to be fair, carefully stating both good 
and bad. The other sense of newness in Diary I comes from what 
is revealed here, sketchily, of her relation to her political milieu, 
though there was some of this in her letters. 

These two kinds of revelation come together strikingly in one 
critical judgment that was not confined to the privacy of her 
diary, "that scene of revelation & explanation with Margaret"-
Margaret Llewelyn Davies, General Secretary of the Women's 
Co-operative Guild--in which "in 30 minutes we traversed more 
ground than in the past 3 years." 

Tentatively she began it--how Janet [Case] & she felt that perhaps--they 
might be wrong, but still in their view--in short my article on Charlotte 
Bronte was so much more to their liking than my novels. Something in 
my feeling for human beings--some narrowness--some lack of emotion-
·here I blazed up & let fly. So you go on preaching humanity, was the 
gist of what I said, when you've withdrawn ... the idea of herself as a 
forcible intense woman, excluding the greater half of the human heart 
staggered her. She took the blow well. It was as if one had suddenly 
drawn some curtain. She must think it over, & write to me she said. I 
plunged down the hill to Lilian's bedside [ Lilian Harris, Assistant· 
Secretary of the Guild], & she in her serene quiet way said "Ah, I'm 
glad you told Margaret that; she never will let me say it." 

Since Margaret Llewelyn Davies is the model for Woolf's Mary 
Datchet, the references to Margaret here, some of which proclaim 
Woolf's deep admiration, take on a special interest, as Qg_r:y_L 
coincides with the period of composition of Night and Day. As I 
read Night and Day, Mary Datchet is a very positive figure, who 
feels herself becoming narrow and struggles beyond that to 
something better; and who has the same belief in taking risks that 
Woolf acted on in this encounter ("After all . .. why should she 
speak? Because it is right, her instinct told her; right to expose 
oneself without reservations to other human beings . "). What 
Mary moves on to is a society "for the education of labor, for the 
amalgamation of the middle class and the working class, and for 
the joint assault of the two bodies, combined in the Society for 
the Education of Democracy, upon Capital." For all the faults of 
this society and its founder, Mr. Basnett, the heroine of the novel 
responds to "a n intelligence in his face which attracted her 



intelligence"; "a world entrusted to the guardianship of Mary 
Datchet and Mr. Basnett seemed to her a good world, although 
not a romantic or beautiful place . .. " 

Hence the importance in Diary I of the 1917 Club, which, "At 
this moment," on 10 October 1917, "L. is bringing ... into 
existence." Though the Club was treated in its appropriate place 
in Quentin Bell's biography, that study, covering the sweep of 
Woolf's life, could not convey, as do the entries of 1917-19, how 
"the Club" became part of the texture of Woolf's life. True, it 
seems to have been, "as Goldie said, 'quite a family party,'" and 
very much a social club, the place where Woolf found it more 
interesting to have tea, on the days she was in London, than in a 
shop. Nor does Woolf have much good to say of the speakers 
(unless Leonard was speaking) or the audience. Nevertheless, to 
realize that this was the setting in which she regularly saw her 
friends--Lytton, Alix, James, Goldie, the younger people from 
Cambridge, others--a Club, with some 120 or 200 people at_ its 
first dinner meeting, formed to celebrate the February revolution 
in Russia, gives a significantly different impression of Woolf than 
that which has been publicly available. It is in this connection 
that one feels a lack in the volume's otherwise detailed and 
helpful footnotes. Even as much as an appendix on _the Clu_b's 
membership, its programs and activities, and no~ least its reaction 
to the October revolution, would have been desirable, and hardly 
out of place in a volume that bothers to list the entire programs 
of concerts that Woolf mentions having attended. 

One of the most interesting entries in the volume, not 
incidentally, is Woolf's record of a conversation with Leonard, 
Alix Strachey, and Fredegond Shove, after which Woolf writes, "I 
still feel, however, that my fire is too large for one person. 1 'm 
one of those who are hampered by the psychological hindrance of 
owning capital"; and in which she declared that "Psychological!; 
it may be necessary [ to I ive on 30/ a week; about a secretary s 
wage] if one is to abolish capitalism." Along with this, however, 
there is the tension of her relations with her servants. Though her 
"opinion never changes that our domestic system is wrong ... 
keeping two young women chained in a kitchen to laze & work & 
suck their life from two in the drawing room," she could also 
write the following mixture of truism and upper-class self-con
gratulation: "The poor have no chance; no manners or self
control , to protect themselves with; we have a monopoly of all 
the generous feelings--(! daresay this isn't quite true; but there's 
some meaning to it. Poverty degrades, as Gissing said.)" Then too 
there are her repeated references to "the poor little mahogany 
colored wretch " "the two darkies," Ceylonese working with 
Leonard for a g~vernment investigation of the 1915 repression of 
rioting in Ceylon--this last information an example of the 
volume's helpful footnotes. 

One would enjoy going on, as QiMy_j_ is so full of interest: 
war· peace; art; the many glimpses of experience that appear in 
late~ novels, The Years especially; Woolf's discussing with 
Desmond MacCarthy the portrayal of character in fiction ("I find 
myself altogether unmentioned there"); her discussing with 
Lytton his disgust at the "stereotyped ways" of his sentence, 
which bears all the earmarks of the "masculine sentence" 
parodied in A Room of One's Own. Anne Olivier Be!I has d?ne a 
scrupulous and even devoted job of editing, and has given a gift of 
pleasure to readers of Woolf all over the world. 

-it-
A final note: since Woolf herself refers to the 1915 volume as 

"the first volume of my diary," the editor is quite justified in 
publishing this as volume one; nevertheless, the Berg Collection 
diaries from the '90's and the early years of this centu ry are also 
worthy of publication, and they contain many facets of Woolf's 
experience that show up in her novels, particularly thoughts on 
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going to parties and coming home and reading Greek. Granted, 
they contain set-pieces in a stiff prose style; b"ut if the decision 
has been made that they are not commercially saleable, and the 
Bells, Hogarth, and Harcourt have no interest in bringing them 
out, then perhaps the New York Public Library Press might be 
given the right to do so. Is it too much to look forward to the 
near publication of The Diary of Virginia Stephen? 
Margaret Comstock, New York University 

POSTSCRIPT TO THE DIARY OF VIRGINIA WOOLF, 
Vol. I: "Effie's story" and Night and Day 

Readers of the first volume of the complete edition of Virginia 
Woolf's Diaries will find references to an unidentified work called 
"Effie's story" or "The Third Generation" in the earliest pages of 
the diaries, written in January 2, 15 and 18, 1915. I had the good 
fortune to begin reading the Diaries just after I had pored over 
the manuscripts of Night and Day, now in the Berg Collection. 
These manuscripts, written late in 1916, correspond very closely 
to pages 141-224 of the Hogarth Uniform Edition of the novel. 
But even though the novel was at this point well under way, there 
is on the 22nd leaf of the manuscript book, one crossed out 
Effie, replaced by Katharine. The Effie occurs in the passage 
about the baby in the perambulator being rescued from the bull, 
on pages 158-159 of the Uniform Edition. Originally the savior 
"rescued Effie in his arms." There is, I think, only this one 
concrete indication that "Effie's story" is Night and Day, but 
since Katharine Hilbery represents the third generation when one 
counts her poet grandfather as the first, it seems reasonable to 
conclude that "Effie's story," "The Third Generation," and Night 
and Day are one. 

The manuscript page with the deleted Effie follows soon after 
one dated October 11 [ 1916]. Virginia Woolf may have been 
rewriting a scene composed earlier, but since the perambulator 
story also appears in the manuscripts of Jacob's Room, it may 
have been the kind of anecdote that triggered earlier associa
tions. Whatever the reason for the late Effie, the close relation
ships between Night and Day and Leonard Woolf's novel, The 
Wise Virgins, also suggest that Virginia Woolf was working on her 
novel early in 1915, when she was reading (or rereading) The Wise 
Virgins, published six months before. One of the slighter but 
curious correspondences between the novels exists in the naming 
of the characters modeled on Vanessa Bell, who appears as 
Katharine Lawrence in The Wise Virgins. Even the unusual 
spelling of the first name recurs in Night and Day. 

I would also like to suggest that Virginia Woolf's reference to 
"another novel" based on Vanessa's life, made in the letter to her 
written 30 July 1916, is not the first hint of Night and Day but a 
passing reference to still another novel, never written. Vanessa 
Bell's domestic situation in 1916 was complex and fascinating, as 
always, but very different from her position fifteen years earlier. 
As Virginia Woolf indicated in a letter to Janet Case, written 19 
November 1919, Katharine Hil bery began as a version of Vanessa 
still resident in Hyde Park Gate, "concealing a passion for 
painting and forced to go into society by George [Duckworth] " 
(The Letters of Virginia Woolf, Vol.II, ed. Nigel Nicolson and 
Joanne Trautmann, 1976). A novel based on her life in 1916 
would have been very different from Night and Day. 
Elizabeth Heine, 
The University of Texas at San Antonio 

My deductions and the references to the ma~uscripts appear 
with the kind permission of Olivier and Quentm Bell and the 
Henry W. and Albert A. Berg Collection, The New York Public 
Library, Astor, Lenox, and Tilden Foundations. 



THE SAME JOB: NOTES ON THE RELATIONSHIP BETWEEN 
VIRGINIA WOOLF AND KATHERINE MANSFIELD 

"We have the same job, Virginia," Katherine Mansfield wrote 
six months after her first meeting with Woolf, "and it is really 
very curious and thrilling that we should both be after so nearly 
the same thing."1 While the extraordinary similarities between her 
work and Woolf's may have seemed "thrilling" at first, they were 
also profoundly unsettling since they threatened to disturb that 
crucial sense of uniqueness which each writer needed to feel 
about her own vision. The friendship with Mansfield, however, 
also allowed Woolf to confirm and define various perceptions she 
had just begun to articulate. Mansfield's tragic death at thirty
four was in some ways a relief to Woolf since it removed a rival, 
but, because they had worked at that "same job," Woolf also felt 
depressed by her death. 2 

When she first met Woolf in 1916, Mansfield, six years the 
younger, had already pub! ished a collection of short stories and 
was contributing stories regularly to small rnagazines.3 She had 
come to London alone from New Zealand, had been married 
briefly, had had two abortions, and was living with John 
Middleton Murry, the young critic and editor whom she married 
in 1918. Woolf remarked on Mansfield's "commonness," her 
"hard and cheap" lines, and wished that she did not "stink 
like ... a civit cat that had taken to street walking" (VW Diary, 
1, 58). But if Woolf felt threatened by Mansfield's ach ievernent 
and experience, she respected her serious commitment to writing.4 

Their relationship became close in the winter of 1918-19 when 
Mansfield was living in Hampstead where she had to spend much 
time in bed due to her tubercular condition. Woolf visited her 
frequently and she felt an extraordinary sympathy for her. 
"When we talked about solitude," she wrote later in May, 1920, 
"I found her expressing my feelings as I have never heard them 
expressed ... I feel a common understanding between us--a queer 
sense of being 'like' not only about literature" (quoted in 
Quentin Bell, Virginia Woolf, I, 70-71). They shared not only 
solitude and the shadow of serious sickness, but the death of a 
beloved brother for whom each would write. In her letters to 
Woolf, Mansfield describes the spring beyond her window, the 
keeping of a writer's notebook, her kittens' family tree, and her 
need to talk with Woolf about a "power of things" (KM Letters, 
P.192). 

Similarities in their work appear early. Rachael Vinrace's 
sensibility, with her ambivalence toward sexuality, her uneasy 
contemplation of traditional female roles, and her emotional 
swings, is similar to that of a number of young women in 
Mansfield's first collection of short stories, In a German Pension. 
The link between sexual submission and death suggested in The 
Voyage Out appears in an unpublished Mansfield story in which a 
young woman, called by a voice from a boat, swims toward it and 
drowns.5 Like Woolf in The Mark on the Wall,Mansfieldsought to 
convey the secret fantasies that shape human reality, such as the 
romantic daydreams of a lonely shop girl in "The Tiredness of 
Rosabel." The lonely, enduring female is a familiar figure in both 
their writings--frorn Mansfield's Ma Parker and Miss Brill to 
Woolf's Mrs. Brown and Lily Briscoe. 

When Woolf selected Mansfield's "Prelude" for Hogarth's third 
publication, she adhered to the standards of innovation she had 
articulated in "Modern Fiction," 6 This long short story of a New 
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Zealand family not only deals in part with Kezia, a nine year old 
girl who is just becoming aware of the complexities that exist 
beyond her world of childhood, but also presents a spectrum of 
female perspectives: Linda, Kezia's ill mother who yearns to 
escape her marital and maternal roles; Beryl, her restless young 
aunt; and Mrs. Fairfield, the serene grandmother. Linda's ambiva
lence reminds one of Mrs. Ramsay, Susan, or Isa, while Beryl"s 
secret yearnings are similar to those of Katharine Hilbery and 
Kitty Malone. Like Woolf, Mansfield abandons plot and allows 
this delicate story to rise out of its characters' perceptions.7 

Their close relationship changed in August 1919 when 
Mansfield left for Southern France and Woolf saw her only a few 
times again before her death in 1923. In her struggles with 
sickness and loneliness, Mansfield often thought back on Woolf 
with jealousy. "How I envy Virginia; no wonder she can write," 
Mansfield wrote to Murry. "There is always in her writing a cairn 
freedom of expression as though she were at peace--her roof over 
her, her possessions round her, and her man somewhere within 
call ... what have I done that I should have all the handicaps? 
... " (KM Letters, p. 272). 8 But a strong professional bond and 
admiration continued as well. In 1920 she wrote Woolf, "You are 
the only woman with whom I long to talk work. There will never 
be another. "9 

In 1922, Mansfield's story "Bliss" provoked Woolf's anger. 
The story seemed "so brilliant--so hard, and so shallow, and so 
sentimental," she wrote Janet Case, "that I had to rush to the 
bookcase for something to drink" (VW Letters, II, 514). Woolf's 
vehemence may belie her unease at a story which moved 
disturbingly close to areas Woolf was beginning to explore. The 
manic state Mansfield describes in Berthe Young is one that 
Woolf herself had known and would portray in Clarissa Dalloway 
and Septirnus Smith. Berthe sees a flowering pear tree as an image 
of her own sudden flowering which involves not only joy but 
pain. Describing similar acts of symbolic transformation would 
become one of Woolf's chief artistic aims and she would often use 
trees as symbols of pain and death!0 Berthe's moment of 
perception is close to a Woolfian "moment of being," a state 
Mansfield ponders in her journal: "What is it that happens in that 
moment of suspension? It is timeless. In that moment . . . the 
whole life of the soul is contained." 11 

After her irritation at "Bliss," Woolf announced that she 
would not read Mansfield's third story collection, The Garden 
Party; yet in this collection, this best known of Mansfield's 
works, she comes closest to Woolf's ideas and stylistic techniques. 
"At the Bay," the sequel to "Prelude," begins with a description 
of the sea at dawn which is similar to the opening passage of The 
Waves, and the moth image that Mansfield uses might well have 
helped Woolf define her own moth rnetaphors. 12 The setting of 
"The Garden Party," its atmosphere of party preparations, and 
Mrs. Sheridan's indulgent love of flowers remind one of the initial 
mood of Mrs. Dalloway, as does the juxtaposition of the party 
with death and violence.13 "The Daughters of the Late Colonel" 
also has echoes of Woolf's work. When Constantia, the younger of 
the two rniddleaged daughters, hears a barrel organ outside, she 
wonders, "What was it she was always wanting? What did it all 
lead to? Now? Now?" The same unanswerable questions clutch at 
Eleanor Pargiter, another Colonel's daughter.14 

Mansfield's achievement in the short story is as brilliant and 
lasting as Woolf's in the novel. But the astonishing closeness of 
their visions, which seems so clear in retrospect, was for them a 
disturbing, as well as an exciting discovery. After Mansfield's 
death, Woolf deepened the themes and perceptions that they had 
discovered almost simultaneously and thus kept her promise to 
Mansfield who had asked, "Do not quite forget rne." 15 

Ann L. McLaughlin, Chevy Chase, Maryland 



NOTES 

Mansfield to Woolf, August 1917. The Letters of Katherine Mansfield, ed. 
). Middleton Murry, New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1932. p.71 (hereafter 
KM Lettertl . 

2 Virginia's diary entry, January 16, 1923: "Nelly said in her sensational 
way at breakfast on Friday 'Mrs. Murry's dead! It says so in the paper.' At 
that one feels··what? A shock of relief?··a rival the less? Then confusion 
at feeling so little··then, gradually blankness and disappointment: then a 
depression which I could not rouse myself from all day" (quoted in 
Leonard Woolf, Beginning Again, London: Hogarth Press, 1964, p.205 ). 

3 Most of Mansfield's stories appeared in The New Age during this period, 
but several appeared in Murry's magazine ventures, Rhythm, The Blue 
Review, and _?~ature. 

4 Their appraisals of each other's comm itm ents to writing are in fact very 
similar. Mansfield writes to Dorothy Brett, "I saw Virginia on 
Thursday . .. she ~ take the wr itin g seriously and £!; honest abou _t it 
and thrilled by it . One can't ask more" (KM Letters, p.146). Woolf writes 
to Vanessa "At least she cares about writing, which as I'm coming to 
think, is about the rarest and most desirable of gifts." The Letters of 
Virginia Woolf, Vol.I I, eds. Nigel Nicolson, Joanne Trautmann, New 
York: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1976, 293 (hereafter VW Letters). 

5 ""Die Einsame (The Lonely One)," was written while Mansfield was still a 
student at Queen's College and published in the school magazine, dated 
March, 1904. Four of the five stories that appeared in the Queen's College 
magazine remain unanthologized, but Queen's College kindly allowed me 
to xerox them in 1974. 

6 Mansfield wrote to Woolf, "Virg ini a, I have read your article on Modern 
Novels. You write so damned well, so devilish we ll" (KM Letters, p.202). 
"Modern Novels" was reprinted as "Modern Fiction" in The Common 
Reader. 

7 Woolf wrote, "I myself find a kind of beauty about the story; a little 
vapourish I adm it, & freely watered with some of her cheap realities; but 
it has the living power, the detached existence of a work of art" (VW 
Diary I, 167). 

VIRGINIA WOOLF MISCELLANY 
c/o Department of English 
Sonoma State College 
7807 East Cotati Avenue 
Rohnert Park, California 94928 

8 Lady Ottoline Morrell, who knew both Woolf and Mansfield well, said 
that Mansfield had always been jealous of Woolf and that the Woolfs had 
not treated her with consideration. In an unpublished letter, she writes: 
"She [Mansfield] was jealous of Virginia and also they treated her with 
little respect or consideration. Expected her to walk from the station 
when she went to stay with them. Now you or I wouldn't have minded 
this, but she did and Murry too was furious for her sake." Lady Ottoline 
Morrell to Rosamond Lehmann, May 28, 1931. King's Co llege Library, 
Cambridge. Permission to quote the above kindly granted by Mrs. Julian 
Vinogradoff. 

9 "Fifteen letters from KM to Virginia Woolf," Adam International Review, 
Nos 370-375, p.24. 

10 In "A Sketch of the Past," Woolf says, "The tree, outside in the dark 
garden, was to me the emblem, the symbol, of the skeleton ago~v ~? 
which her [Stella's] death had reduced him [Jack]; and us; e~erythin_g. 
Virginia Woolf, Moments of Being: Unpublish:d ~utob 1ograph 1cal 
Writings, ed. Jeanne Schulkind, Sussex: The Un1vers1ty Press'. 1976, 
p.12T:ln The Waves, Neville synaestheticaly transforms death into an 
"immitigable tree which he cannot pass. 

11 Journal of Katherine Mansfield., ed. J. Middleton Murry, New York: 
Alfred A. Knopf, 1933. p.150. 

12 Other Mansfield metaphors of insects seem to have influenced Woolf. In 
"The New Dress," Mabel Waring equates her feelings of social insecurity 
with a trapped fly, and Woolf makes a deliberate reference to Mansfield's 
story, "The Fly." "Where had she read the story that kept coming into 
her mind about the fly and the saucer?" A Haunted House and Other 
Short Stories, New York: Harcourt, Brace, and World, Inc., 1972, p.56. 

13 Once when Woolf was unable to accept a Murry invitation, Mansfield 
wrote that she was sorry because "I wanted the private satisfaction of 
looking at the party with you" (KM Letters, p.203). Their writing shows, 
however, that they frequently looked at parties in the same way. 

14 The Short Stories of Katherine Mansfield, New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 
1941, p.483. Commenting on Chekov, Mansfield wrote to Woolf, "What 
the writer does is not so much to ~Ive the question but to~ the 
question. There must be the question put. That seems to me a very nice 
dividing line between the true and the false writer." (KM Letters, p.204) 
In the Mansfield story, as in the first chapter of The Years, a picture of 
the girls' dead mother dominates the drawing room and seems to watch 
the daughters' movements. 

15 quoted in Bell, II, 91. 
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