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TO THE READERS: 
A recent letter in the London Times by Andrew Hanbury, resident 

of Rodmell, expresses concern over a housing development soon to 
be built in the area directly facing Monk's House. He advises us to 
visit Virginia's home "before the beauty of its surroundings, which 
inspired and sustained her, are spoilt forever." Does anyone have an 
update on this news? 

On a happier note, let me congratulate J. J. Wilson and Karen L. 
Levenback, the newly elected President and Secretary-Treasurer of 
the Virginia Woolf Society. Our community is in good hands. 

Since the Bloomsbury exhibitions in New York occasioned so 
much interest, we print here two additional, more detailed reports. 
Nadine Gordimer's contribution to the issue was in response to my 
request, following her Lane Lecture at Stanford, that she might 
relate something of her early impressions of Virginia Woolf's work. 
VWM is especially honored to hear from the distinguished South 
African novelist. 

The Fall Issue will be edited by J. J. Wilson (Department of 
English, Sonoma State University, Rohnert Park, CA 94928). All sub
missions must be in her hands by September 1. 

Lucio Ruotolo 
Stanford University 

NADINE GORDIMER ON READING VIRGINIA WOOLF 
Here are a few reflections on what Virginia Woolf has meant to 

me. I hope you don't find them too trivial. 
When I went to Europe for the first time at the age of thirty, and ar

rived in London, I found I had been there many times before: in the 
novels of Dickens and the writings of Virginia Woolf- Virginia 
Woolf above all . The sensuousness of Woolf's writing had already 
conveyed to me the valleys of deep-shaded green about which steep 
houses gather_:the locked gardens of London squares. I had already 
walked the Embankment. When young black writers in South Africa 
talk to me about the irrelevance, for them of much English Literature 
(as opposed to English language literature, which we in Africa 
ourselves write). I am distressed to think they would deprive 
themselves of knowing places they have never been in, as I found I 
knew London through writers. And I should have continued to know 
London even if I had not ever gone there. 

My own early mode as a writer was overwhelmingly sensuous, 
and I suppose that was what attracted me so strongly to Woolf in my 
teens. I don't remember how . I discovered her; it is unlikely that 
anyone in the small mining town where i lived would have known or 
lent me her books. There were no literary periodicals in my parents' 
house. It must have been in my wonderfully random wanderings 
round the local municipal library that I came upon- I believe-Mrs. 
Dal/away. Then, with money carefully saved, I must have bought for 
myself To The Lighthouse - my name is written, in the sloping 
backhand of adolescence, on the fly-leaf of the little cheap edition, 
No. 949 of the Everyman Library, that stands among the elegant 
yellow Hogarth Press editions on my bookshelves. Here was a writer 
who responded as I did, in a way I couldn't express to anyone, to in
toxicating textures and scents of domesticated nature; my world of 
sensuous experience, in Africa, was to be much vaster and wilder, 
but I hadn't grasped it yet. Through her, though, in my twenties, I saw 
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that it was possible to convey all five senses in the written word. I 
have never been particularly musical in the true sense; her kind of 
music-the music of prose-was something I could hear and follow 
with deep pleasure. I read a lot of poetry at that time (Yeats, Rilke in 
translation) and it was the lyrical, in prose, that appealed to me most. 

I cannot say that I reread Virginia Woolf. Thinking about this now, 
I am ashamed to realize that in my maturity I have read a great deal 
about her, too much about her. All those volumes of letters in their 
handsome Vanessa Bell jackets, all those thousands of diary entries, 
all those commentaries by and memoirs of her relatives and friends. 
I feel urgently-about all writers-that all one needs to know about 
them is in their books. If there is revelation, it is there-not in their 
love affairs, their quarrels, their money worries, their illnesses, their 
gossip. I would have done better to go back to the books. If I do so 
now, won't the marvel of the transparent envelope be made opaque 
by the handling of others? 

Nadine Gordimer 
Johannesburg, South Africa 

FROM THE READERS: 
DearVWM, 

Regarding Harvena Richter's review in the Fall, 1987 issue of 
VWM, my book does not follow the thrust of Trombley and Poole 
that "faults Leonard Woolf for both Virginia Woolf's breakdowns 
and suicide attemps," as Richter alleges. Rather, I make clear 

Leonard's responsibilities regarding his wife were monumen
tal, often insoluble, and the threat of her physical illnesses, 
depression or suicide could assume retaliative, blackmailing 
proportions. Though Virginia's symptoms can be considered 
unconscious manipulation via illness, her self-destructive, 
masochistic orientation appears to far outweigh in suffering 
whatever gains were present. In discussing Leonard's interac
tions with his wife, the intention is not one of accusation but 
one of depicting the vicissitudes between the "well" one and 
the "sick" one. As her caretaker, he was after all, following in 
the footsteps of his predeccessors, Vanessa Bell and Leslie 
Stephen. (page 4) 
I clearly indicate Virginia Woolf's first breakdown had to do with 

her ambivalent mourning regarding her mother's death and that her 
second breakdown was linked to her acute identity crisis, her guilt 
and self-reproaches following her father's death. Concerning her 
breakdown one year after marriage, I suggest that Woolf evidenced a 

vengeful desire to punish her husband, and an accompanying 
cry for help ... which might, as with many would -be suicides 
have been frustrated had the gears not been enmeshing; 
Leonard contacted emergency aid and mobilized nurses in 
time. (page 87) 
Psychoanalytic theory is based on the premise that human 

behavior is multiply determined; motivation, multifaceted. 
I do not attribute Woolf's "oral rage" (the term is not mine) to 

Leonard, as Richter stated, but rather connect the extraordinary 
range of orally incorporative and orally aggressive imagery, as this 
emerges in her fiction, to Woolf's sense of traumatic deprivation, im
printed in the early, nursing relationship with her mother, and to her 
ensuing need for maternal protection. 

Nowhere in my book have I referred to Vanessa as "devouring 



mother" as Richter indicates, but rather perceive Vanessa as 
"mother surrogate" or "maternal and ego ideal." I reinforce the pos
itive aspects of the sisters' relationship, state "Vanessa as wife, 
mother and artist was prototype for many of Woolf's fictional 
women" and that many of Woolf's novels were "love gifts" to 
Vanessa. 

Regarding Richter's point that "equations between real and 
fictional people are often too easily made," I am on the contrary par
ticularly cautious in not doing so, but follow Woolf's own assertions, 
for example that Mrs. Dal/away and To the Lighthouse are autobio
graphical, the former based on her early breakdowns, the latter 
based on her impressions of mother and father. Should I make such 
an equation, I rely on numerous and layered strands of evidence. 

Finally, I do not agree with Richter's conclusion that I probe the 
"negative side" of Woolf's relationships, the "underlife . .. to the ex
clusion of all that is splendid" about Woolf. The following 
paragraph in my book clarifies my position: 

The poetic exegesis of Woolf's vision and experience, the 
many points of view brought to bear in probing situation and 
character; her attunement to the moment, to interior mono
logue; her iconoclastic experiments in form- underscore her 
striving for self-definition, her thrust towards mastery. The 
necessity for constant artistic rebirth, a recurrent motif, re
mains a passionate, life-affirming force . Writing additionally 
involved reunion with family members now dead, ensured the 
immortality of family and self ... (page 6) 

Shirley Panken 
505 La Guardia Place 
New York, NY 10012 

ABOUT "ON BEING ILL" 

For readers of Woolf's "On Being Ill," illness would represent, one 
supposes, something from which to seek relief; for Woolf it is that 
relief: "how tremendous the spiritual change that it brings, how as
tonishing ... the undiscovered countries that are then disclosed .. :' 
Although these words may be taken to imply a quest, Woolf calls 
attention rather to the quotidian-to "this daily drama of the body;' 
of which there is no record; to the fact that "all day, all night the 
body intervenes ... " 

To emphasize the corporeal runs against the train of literary tradi
tion, which Woolf sees as Cartesian: "I iterature does its best to main
tain that its concern is with the mind; that the body is a sheet of plain 
glass through which the soul looks straight and clear . .. " One appeal 
of such an approach may be strategic. Where bodily things are con
cerned Woolf is mightily perceptive, but, as The Yellow Book an
nounced, when she was a young girl, every age has its "point of 
reticence," the threshold beyond which words must not pass. Here in 
illness, however, the corporeal could be spoken of with relative 
freedom. 

At its worst illness may become a local pathology of nihilism, as in 
Gottfried Benn, but at its best, as in Woolf's essay, the body unbound 
by illness is liminal, subversive, transcendental. In the anarchy of ill
ness boundaries between beings begin to dissolve; the world is 
wonderfully one. 

In a few pages Woolf offers up a wordly matrix exemplified by 
other authors as differently great as Kafka and Calderon. In this 
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matrix, which I have recently described elsewhere, three aspects 
combine to constitute (in the phenomenological sense of the term) 
the human realm. These are endowment, or the wherewithal of exis
tence-one's being alive, incarnate, enablement, which capacitates 
that existence so one can get on in the world; and entitlement, the 
range of the deontological or what ought to be. If such a matrix is 
philosphical, which is to say Peircean in its structure, its compelling 
representations are literary, Woolf's essay being not only a case in 
point but a hightly exemplary one. Intriguingly, her pages explore the 
question of endowment when that endowment is itself in question. 
To be endowed humanly is to possess the wherewithal to live; it is to 
be a body, and one that is moreover, and typically, in a state of well
being. But in destabilizing this state, illness exposes its nor
mativeness, which is to say the socially constructed, discursive, in
stitutional nature of the corporeal as it is taken for granted in ordi
nary life. 

That is to put the matter negatively. Positively, the release from 
narrow normative endowment reveals the hitherto hidden scope of 
the endowment that illness enables one to experience. Pater saw 
that this scope is nothing less than cosmic: as he testifies in the "Con
clusion" to The Renaissance, the same chemical elements and 
physical fibres that live in our bodies extend their network 
throughout all creation. 

In Woolf's account, a key enabling factor is, as in Proust, a change 
of physical position; she finds herself "helter-skelter with the dead 
leaves on the lawn, irresponsible and disinterested and able, perhaps 
for the first time for years, to look round, to look up-to look, for ex
ample, at the sky." And able even to adumbrate the current ques
tioning, influenced by ethological inquires, of species-specific 
assumptions: dramatic .ally, the sky stops serving merely "as a 
background for man ... the sky is discovered to be something so dif
ferent from thi's that really it is a little shocking." The new entitle
ment thus enabled, ages old, recovered from a world alive to the 
cosmic breadth of corporeal endowment and not yet lorded over by 
mind, is nothing less than worldly plenitude. 

Under this paradoxically new-old dispensation one is able to ex
perience in words what normative well-being bars: "In illness words 
seem to possess a mystic quality. We grasp what is beyond their sur
face meaning ... and then, if at last we grasp the meaning, it is all the 
richer for having come to us sensually first, by way of the palate and 
the nostrils, like some queer odour." Here too the Proustian 
analogue is unmistakable. 

There is a special wonder too in the intecalary time this enabling 
passage opens into, a time out of time that is anything, however, but 
other-worldly. Consider the gruelling regimen that Woolf underwent 
when as a teenager she was. rushed about from place to place and 
duty to duty for fear that time to herself would conduce to mental 
illness. From this disenabling rush, the onset of corporeal malfunc
tion-the good sort of ilrness, as it were-provides a relief almost 
desperately desired. Reading a family history, Woolf, now woman 
and wife, observes of the author: "So Hare, too, takes his time; the 
charm steals upon us imperceptibly; by degrees we become almost 
one of thefamily, yet not quite ... " Ahd later: "there seems no end to 
the space and the leisure of those early Victorian days ... " This is no 
longer the recherche du temps perdu but its virtual recuperation. 

Leisure: how bourgeois. But the concept is not in principle class
bound, nor should it be so taken here. In its first, medieval sense it 
signifies "opportunity afforded by unoccupied time," shifting in 
Orlando's day to "Time allowed before it is too late." Even if one 
does accept Josef Pieper's thesis that leisure is the very basis of 
culture, one should accept on Woolf's behalf the connotations of 
relief, repose, transition, and liminality (with a flavor even of 
Lawrencian lapsing-out). 

The "almost" and the "seems" hint to us, on the other hand, that 
the midsummer night's dream is coming to an end, that a sort of cur
ing is underway. One can even touch the place where the rhapsody 
begins to wear thin, to wear into something like normality: it is the 
last, long paragraph, which contains the ominous statement that 
"The law is on the side of the_ normal," the state of being in which 
much madness is no longer divinest sense. 



And here at last the advent of suffering, strangely missing until 
now, as this essay by one woman turns into a short story about 
another, a Lady Waterford, who, like the essayist, has artistic talent, 
worries over "her father's house," and has to keep busy all day. Not a 
genuine artist, however, she is "nothing but a sketcher," and what she 
sketches is her patriarch, her Perceval, who goes out riding one day 
and falls and never comes home. 

Just here the story breaks off : "and never could Sir John Leslie 
forget. .. how the curtain, heavy, mid-Victorian plush perhaps, was 
all crushed together where she had grasped it in her agony." So ob
vious is the grief of Lady Waterford that Woolf needs only a single 
strong detail to communicate it. If she does not go on to portray the 
full process of mourning, this lack, while certainly related to her own 
struggle with grieving, reflects a more general problem. Aware of 
everything traditional that it has lost-aware, with the War, of the 
fragility of civilization itself-the culture of modernity is aggrieved, 
but hard put to deal with its grief. The old ceremonies no longer 
work, and new ones are wanting. Traditionally, mourning is an en
abling process through which the dead are released from life as the 
living are released back to it. To fail to mourn is to hold on to the 
dead, it is to incorporate death in life, as In Memoriam risks doing, a 
melancholy prospect that casts shadow not only over some of 
Woolf's work but over modernism as a whole. 

On the brighter side, the moves Woolf makes manage at least a 
small success, and arguably a large one. For the purport of the 
curious turn to the Waterfords is to disconnect illness from mortality 
and causality while associating it with the aleatory: the lady's lord, in 
good health, perishes in an accident. Collaterally, Woolf evidently 
unburdens herself of some ressentiment by the implicit parallelism 
between Lady Waterford and herself, also a woman left deserted by 
death in the family. And finally Woolf affirms the discursive immor
tality of her Victorian counterpart already hypostatized by the 
historian Hare. All of which is perhaps a quieter way of saying, 
"Against you I will fling myself, unvanquished and unyielding, 
0 Death!" 

David Halliburton 
Stanford, California 

1"Endowment, Enablement, Entitlement: toward a Theory of Consti
tution," in Literature and the Question of Philosophy, ed. Anthony J. 
Cascardi (Baltimore: Johns Hopkins Univ. Press, 1987), pp. 242-64. 

Review: VIRGINIA WOOLF AND THE PROBLEM OF 
THE SUBJECT: FEMININE WRITING IN THE MAJOR 
NOVELS by Makiko Minow-Pinkney, Rutgers University 
Press, 1987 

Virginia Woolf's dissatisfaction with "the damned egotistical 
self" of her male modernist peers is well-known. In this lucid 
and perceptive book, Minow-Pinkney contends that Woolf 
repressed the incipient feminism of her first two books and con
centrated in the 1920s on forging a modernism of her own that 
would produce "a different kind of subject." For Woolf, says 
Minow-Pinkney, "aesthetic innovation and feminist conviction 
are deeply interlinked." It is a position that makes a great deal 
of sense as she explores the fiction Woolf wrote between 1920 
and 1931 . 

As far as I know, this is the only book on Woolf that uses con
temporary "French theory" as a consistent framework. It is evi
dent that Woolf is a precursor of those theorists who have had 
such as influence on our academic and aesthetic discourse in 
the last two decades . The reading of Woolf offered here is 
primarily psychoanalytic but, like Jane Gallop, Minow-Pinkney 
makes even Lacan's arcane text accessible. 

The theoretical context of the book is simply stated: 
language, representation itself, is made possible by the repres
sion of 'woman' -the term implies everything that is margin
alized by western rationality: the body, unconscious, radical 
heterogeneity. The "problem of the subject" for a woman is to 
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gain access to language (what Lacan terms the Symbolic) 
without either denying woman's difference by silencing it, or 
falling into psychosis by making too radical a break with 
language. It is this problem that Minow-Pinkney sees Woolf 
concerned with in the novels from Jacob's Room to The Waves. 

Woolf's concept of androgyny has an affinity with psycho
analyst Julia Kristeva's theory of poetic language and Minow 
Pinkney explores this connection at length. She sees Kristeva as 
offering a way out of the .silence-psychosis bind and uses her 
terms heuristically to identify the theoretical implications of 
Woolf's fiction. Mi now-Pinkney is careful in her use of theorists, 
taking note, for example, of the many criticisms of Kristeva's 
work. 

Woolf noted in her diary that she had "some restless searcher" in 
her that drove her on and on to seek 'reality'. Minow-Pinkney makes 
a very useful distinction between the desire for totality or wholeness 
in Woolf and the possibility of its realization. In Jacob's Room she 
finds an obsession with "the problem of the sign's radical separation 
from the origin" -a concern that has become acute for us since the 
work of Jacques Derrida. The "origin," Derrida tells us, is always 
caught up in a system of traces; meaning does not precede its traces. 
Minow-Pinkney shows how Jacob's Room is at once a feminist cri
tique of masculine ideology (which always culminates in war) and a 
theoretical explication of the emptiness of the sign. The "restless 
searcher'' which is so apparent in Woolf's fiction becomes in Minow 
Pinkney's reading a postmodern consciousness which, in its drive for 
truth, finds only an endless chain of signifiers. 

Woolf was dissatisfied with the linearity of writing, which implies 
a unified (male) subject. In her readings of the novels, Minow
Pinkney pays careful attention to syntax and grammar showing how 
Woolf's radical experiments with language differed from the des
tructive aspect of Joyce's. Woolf achieves the dispersal of 
consciousness in her texts by use of free indirect speech which 
makes pinpointing the locus of the subject impossible. Through her 
"subtle and elegant infraction of syntactic laws in order to under
mine the protocols of writing "Woolf disperses "the transcendental 
unified subject that underpins male rationality and narrative and 
opens new possibilities for subjective activity." The new possibilities 
that Minow-Pinkney sets out in her book demonstrate the profound
ly political nature of the act of reading Woolf. 

Central to Minow-Pinkney's discussion of subjectivity in Woolf is 
Kristeva's concept of the "subject in process/on trial" (sujet en 
proces) and her theory of poetic language. Kristeva proposes a 
dialectical notion of language, the two poles of which are the sym
bolic and the "semiotic." The subject oscillates between these two 
modalities and it is the latter, the semiotic, thatMinow-Pinkney finds 
expressed in Woolf's fiction. The semiotic precedes the establish
ment of the symbolic order and its transcendental subject, and 
belongs to the realm of what dominant (male) discourse represses: 
the bodily drives, sound, color, movement, shape. The constant flow 
of drives articulates what Kristeva call the chora, described as a 
"rhythmic space" which has neither "thesis" nor "position." Minow
Pinkney sees in Woolf an oscillation between the symbolic and the 
semiotic. By never completely destroying language (as Joyce did in 
Finnegans Wake) but "letting grammar dissect and regulate the flow 
of the subject's desire" and by keeping the "conventional narrative 
form of third person and past tense," Woolf achieves what Kristeva 
call the "impossible dialectic" which is feminine writing. 

In discussing To the Lighthouse, Minow-Pinkney refers to the work 
of Luce lrigarary, noting that it is a helpful starting-point "but not 
really adequate to these complexities:' Mrs. Ramsay is a "divided 
subject" as a woman, at once within and outside patriarchal 
discourse. It is this concept of woman as always already split in con
sciousness that Minow-Pinkney links to Woolfian androgyny. An
drogyny is not a resolution of opposites into some sort of 
"wholeness" that merely re-establishes the fixed terms of the patriar
chal order, but is (as in Orlando) "the throwing of both sexes into a 
metonymic confusion of genders:' Like Saussure's definition of 
language, Woolfian androgyny is diacritical, a system of differences 
with no positive terms. 



In The Waves, Minow-i>inkney finds the culmination of Woolf's 
feminist-modernist project and realization of that "impossible 
dialectic" which, in Kristevan terms, is "an alternation between the 
formation of the thetic subject and regression to the pre-Oedipal 
stage, to the jouissance of an as yet undissociated mother and 
child" -this is the condition of possibility for "feminine writing." 

By using contemporary psychoanalytic theory to discuss Woolf, 
Minow-Pinkney not only shows how radical Woolf's aesthetic prac
tice was but also explains why it is only very recently that the 
political and social implications of her fiction are being understood. 
Woolf was working on a razor edge of balance between challenging 
patriarchy but avoiding its forms and categories and, on the other 
hand, rejecting the symbolic and courting psychosis. The radical 
heterogeneity of Woolfian subjectivity and the decentering exper
ience of reading Woolf are seen by Minow -Pinkney as a deconstruc
tion of phallogocentrism. Her book is an exciting addition to the 
growing body of work on Woolf's politics. 

Mark Hussey 
505 Court St. 
Brooklyn, NY 11231 

Review: CHARLESTON PAST AND PRESENT by Quentin 
Bell, Angelica Garnett, Henrietta Garnett, Richard Shone 
London: The Hogarth Press, 1987. 176 pp. 

This is a perfect guide book to Charleston , the house on the Sussex 
Downs near the sea where Vanessa Bell and Duncan Grant moved in 
1916. Grant and David Carnett had been told it was no longer 
acceptable for them to work on their own as agricultural laborers for 
their war-time service; rather, they had to be gainfully employed in 
such work . For that purpose, Charleston was rented, so that they 
could be hired by the nearby farmers. I twas a rather rundown house, 
dating from the late 17th and early 18th century, that after years as a 
farmer's residence had been briefly a modest country hotel. Leased 
from Lord Gage, it became the house in the countryside for the Bell 
wing of what Quentin Bell has call "Bloomsbury -by-the-Sea." In a 
quite casual way, the house was transformed into, to use far too 
pompous a phrase, a "House of Art." Quentin Bell writes that it is a 
canard to say that no surface was safe from the resident artists, but 
certainly between wall and furniture decorations, paintings, fabrics 
and crockery, the house had a unity to be found in the flowing, 
lighthearted, loosely post-impressionist style of Bloomsbury art. 

The Woolfs had their country retreat some miles away in Monks 
House in Rodmell. When Maynard Keynes married some years later, 
he acquired Tilton across the road. Charleston was used most sum
mers and occasionally during the year. With the outbreak of these
cond war, it became the principal residence of Vanessa Bell until her 
death in 1961, and of Grant until his death in 1978. Over the years 
since, a heroic fight has been waged, and considerable sums collec
ted, to preserve the house. (There is still not enough to complete the 
restoration and have sufficient endowment to hand the house over 
to the National Trust. Readers of the Miscellany may well wish to 
support Charleston by sending fifteen pounds for an annual mem
bership in the Charleston Trust, to Friends of Charleston, 17 Hazel 
dene, Seaford, East Sussex, BN 25, 4NQ, England.) Now over the past 
few years it has been opened to the public - and one can see how 
Bloomsbury lived. 

Like all houses open to viewing, it at best presents an approxima
tion of past lives, rather than the actuality itself. It is up to the visitor 
to infuse the vision with reality. Being neat and tidy is more against 
the grain in this house than might be true elsewhere, both physically 
and emotionally. As, for instance, Angelica Bell demonstrated in her 
Deceived with Kindness, there was as much if not more emotional 
distress here than could be found among any group of friends, rela
tions and lovers, perhaps in part because of the necessary com
promises of life measured against Bloomsbury's commitment to the 
importance of personal relations. This house was not, if any place is, 
the great and good place, but in many ways it was nevertheless won-
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drous for its residents and visitors. This handbook helps us to under
stand why. 

The effort to grasp the house is made easier by the material in 
the book, much more vital than most such guides, more alive and 
vibrant, as was Bloomsbury itself. It is beautifully organized. 
Quentin Bell writes an introduction on the origins of the preser
vation of the house as well as a discussion of the garden in the 
form of a delightful memoir. Richard Shone gives a brief history 
of the house and takes the reader through it room by room, with 
fine illustrations. And then there is a selection of reminiscences 
and letters, some, such as Henrietta Garnett's especially written 
for the collection. Biographical notes and a bibliography com
plete this ideal guide, to be used before, during and after seeing 
Charleston -and to serve the purposes of those who are unfortu 
nate enough not to be able to have that pleasure. 

Peter Stansky 
Stanford University 

Duncan Grant(1885-1978). Reclining Figure, n.d., ink on paper, 22x30. Collection of 
Paul Roche. 

Review: DUNCAN GRANT AND THE BLOOMSBURY 
GROUP by Douglas Blair Turnbaugh, Secaucus, New 
Jersey: Lyle Stuart, Inc., 1987. 

The latest addition to the plethora of material that continues to 
accrue about the Bloomsbury circle is Douglas Blair Turnbaugh's 
Duncan Grant and the Bloomsbury Croup. Turnbaugh's book, 
though purporting to be a biography, is both more and less than that. 
It is more because its over-sized format contains as many as 106 il
lustrations, including 64 full-page plates, and less, because its 108 
pages of text are insufficient to tell the life story of this extraordinar
ily productive artist who lived to the age of ninety-three. 

Duncan Grant, born in Scotland in 1885, was a first cousin to that 
vast clan of Stracheys, a family that produced Lytton, (the author of 
Eminent Victorians and Queen Victoria), James (Freud's English 
translator), Dorothy (friend and translator of Andre Gide), Pernel 
(Principal of Newnham College, Cambridge), and Marjorie (suffra
gette). It was his aunt, Jane Maria Grant Strachey, who having ab
sorbed Duncan into her own large family, convinced his parents to 
let him study at the Westminster School of Art. She wrote to her son, 
Lytton, at this time that Duncan was "likely to turn out to be a genius 
of an artist." Others, too, recognized the young painter's budding 
talent. His cousin Dorothy's husband, the French painter, Simon 
Bussy, advised Duncan to leave London for Paris. Here Grant 
studied under Jacques-Emile Blanche, the well-known portraitist 
who painted such celebrities as Colette and Proust, and who encour-



aged Grant in careful draughtmanship. Blanche's influence can be 
seen in Duncan Grant's confident early portraits, especially the self
portrait (reproduced on the jacket of Turnbaugh's book), and that of 
his friend, John Maynard Keynes (plate 17). 

Astonishingly, it was not until his return from Paris that Duncan 
became aware of the truly avant-garde movements that were shak
ing the art world. In 1910, the critic Roger Fry launched a show at the 
Grafton Galleries of new French painters . He came up with the not 
altogether descriptive title, "Manet and the Post-Impressionists:' 
While most of London's art establishment was shocked and out
raged by what they perceived as childish and obscene scrawlings, 
Grant was delighted by what he saw. The experiments with color and 
form of Cezanne, Matisse, Picasso, and Gauguin were to him a 
revelation, and this contact changed absolutely the way he was to 
paint in the future. 

The next ten years were crucial ones in Duncan Grant's life and 
career. While continuing his love affair with Maynard Keynes, in 
1916 Grant became emotionally involved with Vanessa Bell, the 
wife of critic Clive Bell, and sister of Virginia Woolf. This relationship 
was to last until Vanessa's death in 1963. Their lives were centered at 
Charleston, an old farm house in Sussex, where together they 
painted not only canvasses but chairs, tables, lampshades, 
fireplaces, in fact anything that struck their fancy. There is a story 
that even their white chickens sported blue and green tail feathers, a 
feature that helped prevent poaching by unscrupulous neighbors. 
Though Grant remained primarily homosexual, he and Vanessa did 
have a daughter in 1918. Angelica Bell Garnett has described her up
bringing in this colorful milieu in Deceived with Kindness: A 
Bloomsbury Childhood. 

The 1920's were for Bloomsbury as a whole and Duncan Grant in 
particular the years of their greatest achievements and fame. In ad
dition to their own painting, Grant and Vanessa Bell accepted many 
commissions to decorate private homes and various public spaces 
and, with their bold colors and designs, inaugurated a true revolu
tion in English decorative style. Duncan Grant was even called Bri
tain's own Matisse . 

Sadly, the economically depressed 1930's and the war years that 
followed brought about a decline in Duncan Grant's fortunes and 
reputation. This did not, however, effect his amazing productivity 
and energy which continued unabated until his death in 1978. The 
appearance in 1967 of Michael Holroyd's magisterial biography of 
Lytton Strachey signalled the beginning of a resurgence of interest in 
the Bloomsbury Group. Since that time, books have continued to ap
pear at a steady rate. Douglas Blair Turnbaugh's Duncan Grant and 
the Bloomsbury Croup is a welcome corrective to Grant's compar
ative neglect, though it is not yet the definitive biography that this 
fine artist would seem to deserve. 

Ulysses L. D'Aquila 
P.O. Box 14833 
San Francisco, CA 94114 

Review: A BLOOMSBURY ALBUM: FRIENDS IN FOCUS 
by Frances Partridge, Little, Brown and Company: Boston 
and Toronto, 1987. 

Frances Partridge's earlier memoirs, Love in Bloomsbury, A 
Pacifist's War, and Everything to Lose, resonate with a personal yet 
dispassionate voice . The recollections of one of the last survivors of 
Bloomsbury are a vital link to the fascinating and rich cultural 
history of the group lndisputedly an elegant but earthy grande 
dame, Mrs. Partridge now lives in a London flat surrounded by the 
possessions of a lifetime, books, pictures, diaries, photo albums, and 
musical scores, but adamantly refuses to "become a living relic of 
her era." (jacket quote, New York Times attribution) Yet, since so 
many of her old friends have died, she feels;' ... a bit of a dodo now." 
(Life, p. 78, March 1987). Her intimate connections with the people 
and places she documents add a special quality to her 
reminiscences. 
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While working at Garnett's and Birrell's London bookshop in 
1923, she met her future husband Ralph Partridge, then working at 
the Hogarth Press. She became connected to the convoluted 
menage a trois that included Partridge, Dora Carrington and Lytton 
Strachey. After Strachey's death and Carrington's suicide, Frances 
and Ralph married in 1933. No matter how far they traveled, their 
much-loved home, Ham Spray, remained the nucleus of the Par
tridges' personal and social life. 

Her latest book, A Bloomsbury Album: Friends in Focus, released 
in the fall of 1987, reveals Bloomsbury at play. In her other books she 
showed us the more serious side of the Bloomsbury legend by bril
liantly capturing the conversations, the contretemps, the lives and 
deaths of her companions . This new volume's charming white and 
pink dust jacket, decorated with an Omega inspired floral print, pro
mises a tantalizing taste of the visual tidbits to come. Aficionados 
will be pleased by this slim volume of captioned photos, but the 
book provides no new facts and reveals no new skeletons in 
Bloomsbury's closet. 

A Bloomsbury Album is a photographic diary, representing a 
small selection from Mrs. Partridge's eighteen personal albums, with 
all too brief introduction and captions. Flipping through the pages 
we catch glimpses of familiar friends and occasionally of family. 
The album progresses chronologically, opening with early portraits 
of the author and her family, followed by post World War One 
travels on the Continent. Quite soon, pictures of those important 
people and places in Mrs. Partridge's life begin to fill the pages. 

Days were filled with al fresco picnics . Julia Strachey, the author's 
best friend since childhood, reclines with several kittens in one 
languid shot. Outings to Ottoline Morrell's pleasure palace at Gars
ington and visits to the untidy but vibrant Bell homestead at 
Charleston are included. Snaps of charades, European travels, and 
an ever widening circle of friends and acquaintances occupy the 
later pages. Indeed, the Partridges had an amazing gift for friendship 
and joie de vivre . They cordially included new and congenial people 
in the household's seemingly endless round of activity. 

Mrs. Partridge makes no attempt at professional photography in 
these pages. The pictures are the work of an amateur. They simply 
record the lifetime of connections that represent both personal and 
cultural history. Unlike most albums, there are few photos of the 
family, as the friends fill the pages. 

The last picture in the book is of the author's great-granddaughter, 
) ulia Frances, born in 1985. She is caught gazing with equanimity at 
the world she will inherit. Frances Partridge's own childhood por
trait, circa 1900, reveals that same steadfast gaze as she confronts 
the viewer. During her long life, she experienced joy and sadness, 
fulfillment and disappointment, but always maintained an objective 
view of the events and people she lovingly photographed and 
described. A Bloomsbury Album is best savored after reading Mrs. 
Partridge's other books, as it eloquently fleshes out the written por
traits of her intimate friends and family. 

Eve F. W. Linn 
307 North A venue 
Weston, MA 02193 



More on Meetings: AT THE TABLE: VIRGINIA WOOLF AT 
A LUNCHEON LECTURE SPONSORED BY THE KATONAH 
GALLERY 

It was an occasion that Virgina Woolf would have enjoyed: 88 
people, mostly women, mostly well-heeled and dressed in autumn 
colors on this Tuesday, September 22, many with copies of To the 
Lighthouse placed carefully to the right of their plastic place set
tings. All were getting acquainted or picking up where they left off a 
day ago with a friend. 

Then there was the speaker, Dr. Robert Brawer, a professorial 
figure with round, tortoise-shell glasses (an expert on Virgina Woolf, 
a former professor from the University of Wisconsin who has also 
taught at Mercy College and led the Great Books Discussion Groups 
at the Chappaqua Library). He was up front frantically gathering 
yellow, legal-sized pages of notes into sequence because they blew 
off the piano when the door opened to let in a breeze. A stack of 
books-To the Lighthouse: The Original Holograph Draft, trans
cribed and edited by Susan Dick, Bloomsbury: A House of Lions, by 
Leon Edel, Bloomsbury Portraits, by Richard Shone, The Common 
Reader and To the Lighthouse-was piled up next to him like a tower, 
a lighthouse, an impressive stack that would back up any scholar in 
distress. And so it began. 

This luncheon from 12 to 2, titled "The Proper Stuff of Fiction: 
Virgina Woolf's To the Lighthouse," was sponsored by the Katonah 
Gallery in Westchester, New York. It was a sold-out affair, at $12 per 
person, with people coming from all over. An outgrowth of an exhi
bit of 22 paintings and drawings by Bloomsbury artists on loan to the 
Gallery from the Reader's Digest collection from August 23 to Oc
tober 25, this talk was one of several scheduled about the 
Bloomsbury phenomenon. The response to the exhibit was tremen
dous, and reservations for this luncheon-lecture flooded in. As 
Katherine Moore, Exhibition Coordinator for the Gallery explained, 
"We thought this would be a small, informal talk in the Gallery 
meeting room-a brown bag lunch:' The program had to be moved 
down the street to the larger Katonah Memorial House. 

Pasta salad, a hard roll, assorted grapes from a center basket, a 
brownie, some cider from a plastic carton, hardly evoked scenes 
from Virgina Woolf's legendary luncheon description in A Room of 
One's Own, with its soles "spread with counterpane of the whitest 
cream," partridges "with a retinue of sauces and salads," potatoes 
"thin as coins ... their sprouts foliated as rosebuds but more succu
lent," and dessert "a confection which rose all sugar from the 
waves" while wine glasses were "flushed yellow and crimson:' But 
then here almost everyone was on a diet (one women discretely 
revealed the safety pin at her waist), so eating was not vigorous; it 
was almost surreptitious, especially when it came to the brownie. 
Still, Virgina Woolf would have enjoyed the occasion: meals are not 
really about food, as she knew and as Dr. Brawer wished to empha
size in his opening remarks. 

He waved a New York Times article before the audience. It was an 
article that lamented the overuse of dining room scenes in drama 
and fiction as hackneyed ploys for moving plot and character along. 
He disagreed strongly. Table scenes are wonderful, and important. 
The dining room scene in To the Lighthouse, he asserted, was Virgina 
Woolf's favorite passage. It is the scene where all the characters spill 
their emotions, and it is also the plot of the book "in little." The con
cern of the book is the concern of the dining room scene, he empha
sized. His lecture went on to discuss why that was true and how 
Virgina Woolf's gift as writer was to distill into a mundane moment 
such as this lots of converging truths through each character's per
ception of events. Virgina Woolf does not take one point of view, he 
said. "Her view, her sense of truth, is multi-faceted:' We see people 
from all different angles. They are "contradictory, because that is 
the way people are." 

For Virgina Woolf, it is not the sequence of events that is impor
tant, it is the sequence of thought and feeling. Time is broken down 
in her novels because "when one reflects, a sense of time then 
vanishes." To make this point, Dr. Brawer did a rather remarkable 
thing. He read out loud to the audience a// the dialogue from the first 
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180 pages of the novel-dialogue that reveals the plot about 
whether the father will be able to take his son to visit the light
house-and it took less than one minute! In fact, time in the novel is 
very peculiar: one day in the first 180 pages, ten years in 18 pages, 
one day in 100 pages, roughly, anyway. The plot "dawdles." There is 
very little dialogue. 

And what about the difficulty of reading Virgina Woolf? One 
woman in the audience confessed she was terrified to try until she 
read the Letters of Virginia Woolf and got to know her as a person. Dr. 
Brawer's answer was that she is not difficult to read if" you open 
your mind to her way of writing." The ideal reader, "the common 
reader;' to use Virgina Woolf's term, would be "open-minded and 
very human, a person who enjoys reading for pleasure, for reading 
itself, and could banish all preconceptions." 

Luncheon tables were then cleared, and many people walked two 
blocks north to see the exhibit "Bloomsbury Artists at Charleston" at 
the Katonah Gallery. Here, if your mind was still open but turning 
over thoughts about dining-table conversations, you would have 
been struck again by the table theme: the many tables in the still 
lites, even in "The Dining Room Window" portrait of Angelica Bell 
and Duncan Grant, and "The French Window" scene, and then by 
the tableware designs, all done by the artists Vanessa Bell, Duncan 
Grant, Roger Fry, and Carrington. _ 

You would also have been impressed by the amount of work and 
organization that went into mounting a show such as this one, which 
included lectures, a symposium call "Bloomsbury Remembered," 
slide displays, a filmed interview of Quentin Bell of Duncan Grant, 
brochures with notes, as well as the paintings. It took one year to 
organize and "six months of very active work," according to the exhi
bition coordinator. Fortunately, it was a success, a little to 
everyone's surprise. Good planning was crucial, but as one docent 
explained, "the exhibit cut across many areas of interest-art, liter
ature, gardening-and it was sexy!" To this another docent added a 
quote: "Bloomsbury couples were triangles that lived in squares." 
The subject is intriguing. 

Geraldine Van Dusen 
55 Glendale Road 
Ossining, New York 10562 

BLOOMSBURY REMEMBERED 

"Our Virgina has been translated into your Woolf," intoned Nigel 
Nicolson, bringing to a close "Bloomsbury Remembered, A Sympo
sium," held on October 10, 1987 at the Reader's Digest compound at 
Chappagua, N.Y. Amid the concluding applause my companion, a 
professor of French, exclaimed, "Wasn't that fun!" And as we filed 
out of the auditorium I overheard numerous variations of her 
comment. 

The question of what made this meeting so pleasurable continued 
to occupy us on the drive home. It was the sense of vitality and life, 
we concluded, that put it in a special category. The restoration of the 
Charleston farmhouse and gardens provided an example of the pre
sent bringing the past to life, a rediscovery of what was. A reproduc
tion of Vanessa Bell's red garden will bloom again at Charleston this 
summer, the garden whose patterns, hues and textures were 
reflected in numerous paintings by Bell and Duncan Grant. From 
another perspective the vitality of the proceedings reflected the 
multi-faceted view with which the symposium focused on Blooms
bury, a view which in itself mirrors the variety of disciplines that 
made up this community of friendship and interest. Its diversity was 
reflected yet again in the composition of the audience where 
representatives of the humanities, arts and sciences came together 
to share a common interest. 

Participants in the symposium included: John Gross, book 
reviewer for the New York Times; S.P. Rosenbaum, Professor of 
English Literature, University of Toronto; Susan Casteras, Assistant 
Curator of Paintings, Yale Center for British Art; Deborah Gage, 
founder and trustee of the Charleston Trust; Sir Peter Shepheard, 
landscape architect; Nigel Nicolson, writer and publisher. 



John Cross, in his introduction to Bloomsbury, raised the q~estion 
why the group had experienced such a resurgence of_ popu lanty. N<;>t 
only is it the quality of their work, he suggested, but ,ts range an~ t,e 
between art, literature, gardening, economics and psychoanalysis. It 
was a working example of a community, he concluded, and also pro
vided a case for the feminist movement. 

The work and thought of the members of Bloomsbury were 
geared to the common reader, commented Professor Rosenbaum in 
his paper, "Bloomsbury and the Common Reader", one w_h? reads 
for pleasure. He suggested reading the Bloomsbury writings by 
genre and described the essay as the genre most geared to the com
mon reader. Rosenbaum also recommended the travel writing pro
duced by group members which he described as ranging in subject 
matter from imperialism to mysticism. Susan Casteras was next on 
the program with her lively and thought provoking presentation of 
"Vanessa Bell and the Portrait of an Era." She described Bell as a ma
jor innovator in British art and a full-fledged post-expressionist who 
moved to a dramatic flattening of image. 

Following a leisurely lunch and a tour of the Reader's Digest ex
tensive art collection the meeting resumed with a talk and slide 
presentation by Deborah Cage on the restoration of the Ch_adesto_n 
farmhouse. She was followed by Sir Peter Shepheard describing his 
restoration of Charleston's flint-walled garden which had become 
overrun with plants and weeds by the time of Duncan Grant's death 
in 1978. Sir Peter was able to rescue many of the original plants as 
well as to replace those that were lost with plants from Duncan and 
Vanessa's time rather that with modern hybrids. The familiarity and 
humor with which he presented his work evoked vivid images of the 
former inhabitants of Charleston as they moved through the house 
and gardens. 

The final speaker, Nigel Nicolson, presented "Bloomsbury: the 
Myth and the Reality;' in which he regaled the audience with his 
youthful reminiscences of Virgina Woolf and her circle. "I never saw 
her mad, or even remotely mad", he said, and the idea that Leonard 
Woolf drove Virginia to suicide is incomprehensible, a myth. He 
remember Leonard, in the midst of an animated conversation, put
ting his hand on Virginia's shoulder and leading her upstairs where 
she remained for fifteen minutes. Leonard was afraid the excitement 
would lead to another attack, he explained. According to Nicolson's 
reality there was what he described as "a biblical tenderness bet
ween them." Nicolson also objected to Virgina Woolf being regard
ed as the Jeanne d'Arc of today's feminists . He thought Three 
Guineas was a terrible book and that the current idealization of 
Woolf is exaggerated. For this listener his closing quip, "Our Virginia 
had been translated into your Woolf," highlighted his view that there 
had been a mistranslation of Woolf's ideas when they voyaged out 
across the Atlantic and took root in the United States. Nicolson's 
Virginia has a patronizing, indulgent ring to it, a curious way in which 
to refer to a major innovative twentieth century writer and an ardent 
feminist. It provided yet another provocative issue to consider as we 
drove home remembering Bloomsbury. 

Judith Lutzer 
222 Middle Country Road 
Smithtown, NY 11787 
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BRITISH MODERNIST ART 1905 to 1930 
AN EXHIBIT AT HIRSCHL AND ADLER GALLERIES, 
NEW YORK, N.Y., November 14, 1987 to January 9, 1988 

This exhibition of British art produced in the early years of the 
20th century was extremely pertinent to the concerns of Woolf 
scholars, and to those general interests of the culture of the time. 
Like many recent exhibitions of the work of Bloomsbury artists and 
others, it provided much to think about. More than 140 exa_~ples 
were shown of art and decoration that would have been familiar to 
Virgina Woolf . And, given the close relation of Woolf to her sister, 
Vanessa Bell, and to Roger Fry and Duncan Grant, the entire context 
and history of this art would have greatly interested the Woolfs and 
their friends. Since Monks House as well as Charleston was full of 
Bell and Grant decorations, it was a lived familiarity. 

Walter Sickert, Spencer Core, and other painters of the Camden 
Town Croup, Wyndham Lewis, Gaudier Brzeska, and Edward 
Wadsworth of the Vorticists, David Bamberg, and Jacob Epstein, 
and others linked to the Omega Workshops, were prolific and com
mitted artists of great talent. Gaudier Brzeska, for example, was 
clearly very gifted, and would have developed his great strengths 
had he not been killed in the First World War. It is useful to see some 
of the early work done by these artists under the influence of French 
developments of those years. Although the insularity of taste in 
England was often decried, it is striking to see how soon French 
modernism became known to the English, and how immediately 
they were affected by a similar inspiration. The work of Picasso, 
Matisse, Leger, and the earlier post-Impressionism, evoked an early 
response in England, and stimulated new kinds of landscape, new 
conceptions of the aesthetic subject. . 

The Omega Workshops were also a kind of casualty of the War, as 
finances and materials were no longer available, and perhaps 
because the moment had passed. A small number of Omega works 
offered an apt reminder of Roger Fry's remarkable energies, both as 
an artist and as an artistic organizer and promoter. His inventiveness 
was not shown in any depth in this exhibition, although there were in
teresting examples of a screen, of a marquetry table, some pottery, 
textiles, and chairs. Those years of Omega creativity produced a pro
fusion of design among the artists, design applied everywhere. 
Charleston is of course the prime example of this inventiveness in 
design and decoration. . 

Vanessa Bell's work for Omega stands out. It was often quite · 
remarkable, and she developed a most interesting kind of abstrac
tion, using flower forms, dark drawing, linear arabesques, and flat 
fauviste pattern . Not only are the designs always interesting, but 
quoted prices of $18,000 and $25,500 for two of the designs on exhi
bit indicate something of the contemporary market for them. Even 
in a fragmentary way, this exhibition showed, as other recent Omega 
and Bloomsbury exhibitons have shown, how unfortunate it was that 
Vanessa Bell did not continue with that early abstract inspiration. 
The very powerful influence of Duncan Grant seems not only to 
have overshadowed her, but to have affected the nature of her art. 
Together they began a more figurative, more modeled work, a kind 
of stylized neo-classical treatment, as in the panels representing the 
muses, which were designed for Maynard Keynes' rooms in King's 
College, Cambridge. Later there were the many years of her flower 
pictures. She seems to have been so much more gifted and more in
teresting an artist than Grant in the early year_s, . before . she 
developed that idealizing respect for his talents. This 1s especially 
evident in his portraits of her, of which there were two examples, a 
drawing and a painting. He seems never to have been able to get her 
eyes and face right; nor were her own self-portraits done under his in
fluence very good. Despite her prodigious output, and a seemingly 
inexhaustible creative impulse for decoration, there is a sense of 
melancholy about her accomplishment. 

Sonya Rudikoff 
200 Hun Road 
Princeton, New Jersey 08540 

(N.B. A catalogue of the exhibition is available, for $20. Hirschi & 
Adler Galleries, 21 East 10th Street, New York, NY 10021) 



Greetings! 

And thank you for your congratulations and good wishes. 
Thank you also for letting us know of your whereabouts and 

for keeping us abreast of late-breaking news on the Woolf circuit: 
Louise DeSalvo reports that her book Children Never Forget: 

Virginia Woolf and the Betrayal of the Child is scheduled for 
publication by Beacon Press in Autumn 1989. 

Lilian Fenwick is completing her doctoral dissertation on 
Leslie Stephen's publishing career and her book Leslie Stephen's 
Life in Letters: A Bibliographical Study, the first detailed account 
of Stephen's publications in magazines and of books and work as 
an editor, will be published by St. Paul's Bibliographies, Win
chester, England, in 1989. Fenwick's A Contributor's Index to the 
Dictionary of National Biography, which describes Leslie 
Stephen's work as editor and provides the first accurate list of his 
DNB articles, is also scheduled for publication in '89. 

James M. Haule at Pan American University and Philip H. 
Smith, Ir. at the University of Waterloo are editing concordances 
to the novels of Virginia Woolf, which are presented in Key Word 
In Context (KWIC) format. The following Concordances are 
scheduled for publication by and are available from United 
Microfilms International (UMI) in March '88: The Waves; 
Between the Acts; Night and Day; The Voyage Out; and Jacob's 
Room. (Concordances to The Novels of Virginia Woolf were 
formerly published by Microforms International Marketing Cor
poration. The Voyage Out and Jacob's Room are being released in 
1988 for the first time .) 

SONOMA STATE UNIVERSITY 
Virginia Woolf Miscellany 
Department of English 
Rohnert Park, California 94928 

27 February '88 

Joanne Trautmann Banks wants us to know that she is prepar
ing a one-volume edition of Woolf's letters and that "Virginia 
selected is Virginia (even more) astonishing." 

Josephine O'Brien Schaefer, who's on a Fulbright, lecturing on 
American Literature at the University of Athens (she'll return to 
the University of Pittsburgh in July '88), has kindly let us know 
that Panayiotis Gravalos, a contemporary Greek artist who's 
done Cavafy, Kafka, Callas, and many Greek authors, recently 
exhibited two portraits of Virginia Woolf in Athens: "a portrait of 
Virginia Woolf with her dog (a kind of Flush edition of her) which 
is 50x80 and costs 150,000 drachmas (about $1,140)" and another 
called simply "Virginia Woolf" [Woolf near the end of her life], 
costing 300,000 drachmas. 

Lucio Ruotolo reports some good news. The first edition of his 
The Interrupted Moment has sold out and Stanford is putting out 
a paperback version soon. 

Alex Zwerdling's Virginia Woolf and the Real World is already 
out in paperback. 

Those interested in the MLA session headed by Jane Lil ienfeld, 
please note that she lives in Medford (not Bedford) , Mass
achusetts. 

And, please keep those cards and letters coming in. 
Ever-
Karen L. Levenback 
Secretary-Treasurer 
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