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This issue has as its theme some consideration of Virginia 
Woolf and performance. I was thinking in particular of all the 
attention that was being given to the movie of Orlando, and I'm 
happy to include here another review of it. (I hope readers noticed 
the -interview with Ruth Bader Ginsburg in The New York Times of 
January 7 where she compared herself to Orlando when he 
changed sex: "Same person, just another sex:' "Her life becomes 
totally different because she's a woman instead of a man, although 
inside she is the same person. That's what has happened to me.") 
An · opera based on Mrs. Dalloway was performed in Cleveland, 
and I'm happy to include a review of that. There is a review of Vita 
& Virginia in London and a piece about a performance of Room of 
One's Own at Stanford. I should also note that on February 6 in 
New York, there was a performance of The Party, based on the 
Woolf stories about Mrs . Dalloway, performed by Kathleen 
Chalfant and written by Ellen McLaughlin. The two women met in 
the cast of Angels in America and discovered their common interest 
in Woolf. Also in New York, last May, there was a play with the 
presumably ironic title, Angel in the House, about Vanessa Bell and 
Duncan Grant, written by Eureka. 

In thinking about the question of Virginia Woolf and perfor
mance, I rather expanded that idea to include other "media." Here, 
the major theme is, of course, her relation with her sister but also to 
other arts . Along these lines, it is very good news that Richard 
Shone has just brought out a revised edition of his Bloomsbury 
Portraits, originally published in 1976. Diane Filby Gillespie's impor
tant The Sister's Arts was published in 1988 and Jane Dunn's A Very 
Close Conspiracy: Vanessa Bell and Virginia Woolf in 1990. Now Diane 
Gillespie has put us further in her debt through her editing of The 
Multiple Muses of Virginia Woolf (University of Missouri Press). Half 
of the eight essays deal with Woolf's relation to painting, beginning, 
it might be said, with the sisters' division, practically in the nursery, 
between painting and writing and ending with her biography of 
Roger Fry. In both sisters one can see a certain tension between the 
sense of a story and a more abstract formalism associated with 
Roger Fry's aesthetic . These themes are handled with great skill and 
perception by Christopher Reed, Panthea Reid Broughton, Cheryl 
Mares and Jane Fisher. The other four essays are more varied in 
every sense, although all of them interesting . Those by Leslie 
Kathleen Hankins on Woolf and the Cinema and Evelyn Haller on 
Woolf and the Russian Dancers, in the course of pointing out 
intriguing correspondences, have something of the air of clutching 
at straws and imposing connections at comparatively slight provo
cation. Diane Gillespie writes splendidly on photography as does 
Peter Jacobs on music . Adrian Stephen and even more so Saxon 
Sydney-Turner, both of whom took Woolf to Bayreuth in 1909, were 
intensely musical, and apparently Sydney-Turner may have written 
some sonatas , now lost. The collection makes dear how significant 
pattern and form were both in Woolf's writings and the "sister" 
arts . Appropriately, the dustjacket has a photograph of Virginia 
holding a camera, taken by Vanessa, sitting next to the young Julian 
at Blean near Canterbury in 1910. 

The other most significant publication of the year celebrating 
Woolf's connection with another Muse is Regina Marler's edition of 
the Selected Letters of Vanessa Bell (Pantheon). Vanessa wrote many 
and splendid letters and it must have been hard choosing the ones 
to include. Although they do not have, nor would one expect, the 
high wit and sparkle of Virginia's writings, these are loving and 
relaxed letters that provide a rich sense of the day to day life of 
Bloomsbury, stretching from 1885 to 1961. Particularly intriguing 

Spring 1994 

"Homage to Virginia Woolf," Oriole Farb Feshbach, collage 10x16, 1992 

are the chronicle letters she wrote to her son Julian in the 1930s, the 
infant seen in her snapshot. One is very grateful for the sense they 
provide, of particular interest to readers of the Miscellany, of the 
relationship between the sisters. I'm pleased that Regina Marler 
has contributed a note on Woolf and the Visual Arts to this issue. 

I'm also particularly happy to have two other arts represented 
in connection with Woolf. The photomontage of Woolf and waves 
was created by the artist Oriole Farb Feshbach to go with the 
poem by Joyce Carol Oates (reprinted here with her permission) 
originally published in her book of poems, Invisible Woman (1982). 
Feshbach's picture first appeared, along with the work of two 
other artists, Claire Heimarck and Lucy D. Rosenfeld, in Parallels: 
Artists and Poets (Midmarch Arts Press, 1993) illustrating the work 
of forty-seven women poets. 

It's exciting news that Research Publications International has 
published the Woolf material in the Berg Collection of the New York 
Public Library which reproduces not only the manuscripts of seven 
novels (Night and Day is not there) but also manuscripts of essays, 
articles, and reviews, her diaries, reading notebooks and correspon
dence, most notably with Vita Sackville-West and Vanessa Bell. The 
publication has been officially endorsed by the Virginia Woolf 
Society. The publishers, in the name of the Society, have donated a 
copy of the microfilm to the Library of Georgetown University. 

The next issue will be edited by Merry Pawlowski, Department 
of English and Communications, California State University, 
Bakersfield, Bakersfield, CA 93311-1099. The theme is "Woolf and 
Fascism;" and submissions are solicited which center on Woolf's 
politics and her responses to fascism. The due date is September 1, 
1994. (This was incorrectly announced as the issue for the Fall of 
1995 in the last issue.) Allow me to apologize to those whose sub
mitted material has not been included here. As this issue makes 
clear not all material published need conform to the announced 
theme. The submissions not used here will be passed on to the 
next editor for her consideration. I would like to warmly thank 
Karen Petersen for all her hard work in putting this issue together. 

Peter Stansky 
Stanford University 



HOMAGE TO VIRGINIA WOOLF 
by Joyce Carol Oates 

I walked into the river and the river greedily arose. 
It must have been waiting for years. It must have felt no alarm. 

The finest hour of my life?-the final page, the punctuation, 
the relief of escaping madness. 
The solace of never being required to begin again. 

I walked into the river and bells rang in a drunken frenzy. 
It must have been a wedding, for strangers pressed their 
wet mouths against mine. 
Giant fish nibbled at my toes like lovers. 

An invisible woman sinking, staggering, being carried 
downstream, heavier than one would have thought. 
And far more stubborn. 

A fin passing far out-look, how it turns, how it curves near! 

This is the finest hour of my life, this completion. 
Waves upon waves, no end to them, but no thought, no brain 
to think, no fevered beating, no voice. 

(I like, I once gaily said, to go out of the room talking, 
an unfinished casual sentence on my lips.) 
I walked into the river and the river greedily arose. 
Left behind was the racket of life!-the whirring terror of death! 
The eclipse deepening around Roger's grave! 
And is this War not the doom of our civilization? 
I think it is. I think it must be. I do not care to survive. 

But in my diary, as you all shall see, I noted Haddock 
and sausage meat: 
One gains a certain hold on sausage and haddock 
by writing them down. 

One gains a certain hold on one's life 
by boldly casting it aside. 

"MRS. DALLOWAY: THE OPERA" 
An opera based on Mrs. Dalloway with music by Libby Larsen 

and libretto by Bonnie Grice was commissioned and performed by 
Lyric Opera of Cleveland July 22-31, 1993 at the Cleveland Institute 
of Music's Kulas Auditorium. The Lyric, a summer repertory com
pany that features opera in English with professional singers in the 
lead roles and interns from among the Institute's advanced voice 
students for chorus and smaller roles, has a history of performing 
both standard and unusual works, including new operas. 

The narrative of Bonnie Grice's long fascination with the theme 
of Mrs. Dalloway.has been widely disseminated (e.g ., in Opera 
News, June, 1993, p. 24; Cleveland Plain Dealer, July 18,1993, H-1, 4): 
as a communications graduate student at Kent State University, 
Ms. Grice first approached opera director Michael McConnell with 
the idea in 1987; McConnell introduced her to Larsen, whose ear
lier work, such as the 1990 opera, "Frankenstein, the Modern 
Prometheus," projected success for the Woolf enterprise. For some, 
the notion of an opera based upon this particular novel will seem 
absurd; for others a brilliant inspiration . Certainly, the potential of 
music for expressing feeling and especially for linking the emo
tional states of characters presents a provocative opportunity for 
interpreting Woolf's contrapuntal narrative. 
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And the opera succeeds in a number of important ways: the 
motifs of memory; of love and the death/ absence of love; of lust 
for life and repulsion against it; of youth and age; of freedom and 
captivity, all emerge emphatically from the Larsen/Grice/Woolf 
collaboration. The presence of the past in the present; the persis
tence of emotion in the face of separation, aging, and the press of 
social life are strongly felt in the texture of music and libretto. 

Most of the words are Woolf's (and Woolf's quotations from 
Shakespeare); Shelley's "Music when soft voices die" is quoted in 
full as an aria by Sally Seton a realization of an allusion simply to 
"Shelley'' in the book); and the plot faithfully follows the sequence 
of events in the novel. Big Ben chimes the hours, clocks tick like 
heartbeats, Septimus Warren Smith falls ever deeper into his mad
ness as Clarissa moves through her day toward her party, and 
Peter Walsh reviews his feelings for her in the past and present. 
Conceding to the need for compression and concentration, Lady 
Bruton and Hugh Whitbread disappear; Dr. Holmes is mentioned 
but not realized; Miss Kilman and Ellie Henderson are suppressed 
and Elizabeth has only one (spoken) line-her greeting upon 
being introduced to Peter Walsh . The old woman in the park 
becomes-if possible-more central to the symbolic coalescence of 
love and memory, and her unintelligible song "a voice bubbling 
up without direction, vigour, beginning or end, running weakly 
and shrilly and with an absence of all human meaning," develops 
(as it must for the stage. though contrary to Woolf's representa
tion) into a folk-like love song, quite clear and rather leeringly 
sung to Peter Walsh : "Look into my eyes with thy sweet eyes 
intently, give me your hand and let me press it gently, and what if 
someone should see, what matter they?" Sally Seton in the present 
is marvellously summed up in her assertion that she has five sons. 
Three passionate kisses-Clarissa's with Sally at Bourton, one of 
Clarissa and Peter (presumably in the present but possibly just 
"imagined"), and one of Septimus with Rezia late in the opera 
linking present and past love-visually point the plot as ecstatic 
"moments of being" or meaning that make sense of what is other
wise oppressive flux and compulsion. 

The music is relatively accessible, I think, even to those who 
aren't fans of contemporary opera, with passages of lyric charm 
played off against anxious dissonance. The only "tunes" are those 
to which Sally sings "Music, when soft voices die;' the old 
woman's song, a kind of dance melody (vaguely reminiscent of 
"Tea for Two"), and a recurrent, triplet pattern for "Fear no more" 
(a half step up, a half step back, repeated). The instrumentation is 
sparse but subtle: clarinet and bass clarinet (for "love"); flute and 
piccolo; a string quartet; piano alternating with electronic harpsi
chord (the latter, combined with string harmonics representing 
Septimus' madness); percussion and electonic tape (for the chimes, 
the sirens. tintinabulation, menace, etc.) give cohesion as well as 
characteristic coloration to characters and themes. 

The Lyric's production was highlighted by the strong character
ization and singing of Richard Lewis as Peter Walsh (baritone); the 
ravishing and emotional mezzo of Hillary Nicholson as Sally Seton; 
and the dramatic presence of Gary Briggle (tenor) as Septimus 
Warren Smith . I found Mary Elizabeth Poore's Mrs. Dalloway 
somewhat problematic, as "my'' Mrs. Dalloway retains even in 
middle age a kind of freshness and girlishness: Poore was mature 
and cool. The high tessitura of her opening monologue made 
understanding the words difficult: I was helped by knowing the 
novel and having seen the vocal score prior to hearing the opera, 
but several of my fellow audience members were clearly left with
out useful information provided in this expository section . 

I did have other quibbles with the production. The spare set 
(probably inevitable on Lyrics budget and the small stage of CIM's 
Kulas Hall) was fine for Clarissa's attic room (up a flight of stairs 
and occupying the upper left quadrant, with the old lady's win
dow seen behind Clarissa's on the stage wall) but for little else; 
and the costumes were singularly unattractive (Clarissa's green 
dress was a metallic grey/ green with a large lace collar and a 
peplum hung from the waist. For much of the opera, she wan
dered abou t in a white-collared teal-green housecoat.) But the 
oddest aspect was the incongruous age of several portrayals. 
Clarissa, Peter, Sally and Richard seemed appropriate (with the 
exception of Clarissa's voice noted above), but Septimus appeared 



to be about forty years old, and Rezia (the beautiful Fontaine 
Follansbee) was played as middle-aged and dumpy (it appeared 
that her dress was padded around the hips) and permanently 
stooped and mincing. Since she walked normally in the curtain 
call, one could only suppose that her posture and movement ear
lier were deliberately distorted in response to those of Septimus. 
On the other hand, the old woman, though fitted out with a 
grotesque grey wig, seemed a mere girl, as indeed she was
Virginia Bruozis an intern who earlier in the summer turned in 
stunning performances as the second-cast Cunegonde in 
Bernstein's "Candide''. She not only looked but sounded young; I 
would have liked to hear her as Clarissa, actually. It's possible that 
McConnell the stage director liked this ambiguity and "levelling" 
of ages, but surely Septimus and Rezia's youth is central to the 
poignancy of their story-and the novel's. 

If I were dramaturge for the production, which is rather short
the first' act under 45 minutes the second under 55 minutes-I 
would argue vehemently for some group scenes: in the first act to 
represent the street activity as Clarissa shops and perhaps a youth
ful house party at Bourton to provide a context for the "love scene" 
of Clarissa and Sally; in the second act, a chorus for Peter's emer
gence into the park from his visit with Clarissa and most of all for 
the party itself. With only three, then four, characters on stage for 
Clarissa's shopping (two of whom are Rezia and Septimus); Peter 
alone after he leaves Clarissa; and six people (four· of whom sing 
only minimally and a fifth who doesn't sing at all) on stage for the 
party, we have little sense of the teeming society against which the 
characters' isolation acquires its meaning. (It's not as if the Lyric 
lacked supernumeraries; I longed for the Blessed Spirits to return 
from the previous production, Gluck's "Orpheus.") Another 
needed clarification is why Clarissa chose Richard rather than Peter 
(or no one) as a husband. As it stands despite one fleeting hint, 
Peter is portrayed as the lover Richard as the officious caretaker of 
Clarissa. In interviews, Larsen has revealed that the first versions 
of the libretto were much longer: what I am suggesting might add 
another five to ten minutes at most. The "choruses" need not even 
sing (though I think they should). 

Contemporary operas which often seem to be returning to the 
original, declamatory, emotional impulse of opera's origins in the 
early seventeenth century, have rarely given promise of entering 
the standard repertoire. The Britten adaptations of works of fiction 
are instructive exceptions. My companion at the production, a 
musician, speculated that university opera workshops were the 
likely venue for the future of "Mrs. Dalloway." A chamber opera 
whose idiom is dissonant but not requiring enormous virtuosity of 
voice, "Mrs. Dalloway'' would certainly lend itself to that setting, 
where the audience would be more likely to know the novel and be 
sympathetic to the enterprise of putting it to music than would that 
of the typical opera house. 

Unlike the New Yorker's Paul Griffiths ("Musical Events" 
September 6,1993,113-16), I enjoyed the opera and was continuously 
interested in the ways the composer and librettist discovered to 
"translate" from the novel. However, I didn't find my second hear
ing more revelatory or engaging than the first. I thought the score 
did foreground the ways Septimus and Clarissa, together, form a 
dual-faceted portrayal of Woolf herself, interweaving the recollec
tion of her sieges of mental illness with her awareness of an active 
social impulse as she took control of her own middle age, looking 
forward and back, trying to fathom and live in the present of post
war England. I hope some universities and other experimental 
opera companies will give the work a hearing, as I think the com
munal experience of being in an audience exposes the universality 
that animates the novel but may not be as evident in the solitary 
reading situation. Contrary to Griffiths, I believe Mrs. Dalloway does 
have a suitably "operatic" plot which carries meaning for us as for 
Woolf. On balance, despite shortcomings in the present version and 
the Lyric's production, I'm grateful to Bonnie Grice for her inspira
tion and persistence in bringing Mrs. Dalloway to the opera stage. 

Suzanne Ferguson 
English Department 
Case Western Reserve University 
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ORLANDO ON SCREEN: THREE HUNDRED YEARS 
OF NOTHING HAPPENING 

In attempting to bring to the screen a novel as full of fantastic 
scenes and philosophical meditations as Virginia Woolf's Orlando, 
the makers of the film by the same title must have relished a 
supreme challenge. Transferring any novel to film is a difficult 
enough task, one which is most often successful when the source is 
not especially so. The list of great movies made from mediocre 
novels is much longer than those made from great novels, not to 
mention novels by writers of Woolf's stature. Think, for instance, 
of The Godfather alongside The Great Gatsby. Nevertheless, it is easy 
to see what attracted Sally Potter, who directed and wrote the 
screenplay for Orlando, to Woolf's novel. Its themes are timeless, 
its light-heartedness matches the mood usually required for a film 
to turn a profit, and its investigation of gender identity is a subject 
with which audiences are suddenly quite comfortable-certainly 
more comfortable than they were in 1928. This last aspect of the 
novel and the fact that its time frame allows the possibility of a 
sort of period piece in the style of the Merchant-Ivory productions 
certainly seem to hold the potential for a film that could be not 
only a pleasure to look at but also a thrilling departure from the 
standard content of historical drama. In her novel, however, Woolf 
performs a literary high-wire act, achieving a careful balance 
between uncharacteristic whimsy and the contemplation we see in 
her other novels of such serious issues as identity, gender, time, 
and memory. This balance is what the film version of Orlando 
strives for, but is rarely able to achieve. 

Rather than suggesting a project gone awry starting with its 
conception, Orlando more often suggests a disparity between the 
effects it intends and the effects it actually produces . The novel 
itself offers a concise formulation of the essential problem it poses 
in any effort to film it: "One can only believe entirely, perhaps, in 
what one cannot see." Indeed, this is a problem inherent to the 
medium of film itself, but it is one which the most innovative film
makers not only solve but turn into a source of revelation. The 
screen can be overflowing with information to such an extent that 
the audience is not even aware of everything being conveyed, 
much less capable of processing all of it at once. When Orlando 
speaks directly to the camera, however, the movie demonstrates a 
pointless awareness of itself as a movie at the same time as it is 
most unwilling, perhaps unable to take advantage of the medium. 
From the opening scene, the gesture appears forced, a wink at the 
audience that is supposed to foster the intimacy that exists 
between a writer and a reader but instead feels like an admission 
that images will ultimately fail to illuminate Woolfs words. 



Perhaps this reliance on words to do the work of images was 
behind the decision to mark jumps in narrative time with black 
screens showing a title and a date. The movie is divided into seven 
sections-Death, Love, Poetry, Politics, Society, Sex, and Birth. If 
the point of these titles is simply to announce the predominant 
theme of each section, they do not in any way enhance our under
standing of what follows . It is as if the movie interprets itself 
before giving the audience a chance. Showing just the dates would 
seem less intrusive, yet even this device betrays a lack of imagina
tion. If the filmmakers had only looked at a few other movies, they 
would have found any number of ways to indicate the passage of 
time without bringing the narrative to a complete stop, especially 
when the leap is fifty or one hundred years. Instead of increasing 
narrative continuity, these divisions take away the surprise the 
movie might have offered in the gradual discovery that Orlando 
not only ·does not age, but lives an unbelievably long time. 

The movie's climactic scenes seem to strive for cool detachment 
instead of the sort of technical and emotional abandon one might 
expect in accordance with such wildly improbable events. Certainly 
Woolf does not write with anything that could be called abandon, 
but, in leading up to the moment when Orlando wakes up a woman 
by having the gods of Truth, Candour, and Honesty blowing their 
trumpets and demanding "the Truth" against the protests of the 
Ladies of Purity, Chastity, and Modesty, Woolf at least gives the 
sense that she is having fun. Yet the movie, in trying so hard to 
maintain its lightness while it urges sober reflection, handles this 
scene and others of a fantastic nature by understating them to the 
degree that they seem, or rather are supposed to seem, matter of 
fact. What Sasha says to Orlando could be said of the movie as well: 
"You are too serious, Orlando, yet not serious enough ." 

The brevity of most of the scenes in the movie, along with the 
abruptness of the cuts from one to the other, contrast sharply with 
the way in which Woolf lingers over various scenes in the novel, 
approaching them slowly and leaving them reluctantly. 
Nevertheless, the movie sometimes looks right. The scenes during 
the Great Frost, for instance, combine absurdity with the realism 
of an act of nature. Quentin Crisp appears perfectly plausible as 
Queen Elizabeth, except that the casting decision becomes, in the 
context of the rest of the movie, more a serious statement than an 
amusing joke, so that laughing at how right he is for the part 
seems forbidden. No such inspiration went into the casting of 
Orlando. Tilda Swinton's unexpressive face exemplifies the 
absence of risks taken by the movie, which is unexpected in an 
adaptation of a book set on overturning so many conventions. 
While Woolf approaches complex issues with flamboyance and 
wit in her novel, the movie approaches the novel with a bit too 
much reverence and not enough daring. 

Michael L. Levine 
Rice University 

A ROOM OF ONE'S OWN AT STANFORD 
In November 1992, the Drama Deparment at Stanford Univer

sity presented a stae adaptation of A Room of One's Own. which I 
had the privilege of directing as part of my doctoral program in 
Directing and Dramatic Criticism. Having seen Eileen Atkins in the 
play at the Lamb's Theatre in New York, I was determined that it 
should be done at Stanford. A college audience was ideal for the 
play's lecture format and Woolf was already an immensely popu
lar author on campus. The text, moreover, simply begs to be spo
ken. When A Room of One's Own is performed, its wit is sharper, its 
tone richer, and intensity fiercer. Woolf in performance provides a 
full measure of Horatian instruction and delight. There was some 
resistance, I must admit, from the more ardent feminists in the 
Drama Department, who upbraided me-since I was a man-for 
directing a play about Virginia Woolf. To my mind, however, any
body who says a man cannot direct a play about Virginia Woolf 
has simply not read enough Virginia Woolf. I simply needed to 
become woman-manly or man-womanly. 
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I also needed a dazzling actress. And I found her in Stanford 
senior Miranda Hope. Tall and angular, she easily evoked Woolf's 
physicality. But her demanor, too, was just right: wry and high
spirited, yet also odd and pensive. Despite being twenty-five years 
too young and born with an American accent, Miranda eagerly 
took on the daunting prospect of performing a one-woman show. 
We had a luxurious nine months to prepare. 

Miranda was the lucky one, for she obtained a grant from 
Stanford to spend the summer in the United Kingdom researching 
Woolf's life and career. She sent me postcards and letters at each 
stop along her way: 22 Hyde Park Gate, Bloomsbury, the British 
Museum, Girton College, and Monk's House. I even received a 
snapshot of the notorious Virginia Woolf's Bar and Grill off Russell 
Square. Miranda regretted to report that the maitre d'hotel had 
never heard of Virgina Woolf. The patrons, however, obviously had. 
Why else would they pay outrageous prices for a Mrs. Dalloway 
burger and chips? The literary amnesia continued. When visiting 
Girton College, Miranda could find no one who knew anything of 
Woolf's 1928 lecture, ''Women and Fiction". Beginning to despair in 
her character research, Miranda sent a note to Eileen Atkins (then 
appearing in a play at the National Theatre), seeking advice on how 
to play Woolf. Atkins, who "owns" the part, quickly came to the 
help of a younger actress . She advised Miranda to use a 1930's 
dialect (since it was better suited to carry the sonority of the lan
guage), to resist playing Woolf as insane, and to discover the sheer 
joy of the story. 

While Miranda was making her pilgrimage throughout 
England, I remained at Stanford to work on staging and set design. 
My first decision was to use thrust staging-that is, having the 
audience sit on three sides of the stage. Similar to the platform 
stage of Shakespeare's day, thrust staging makes a performance 
immediate and intimate. It also helped make the theatre feel like a 
college lecture hall with horseshoe-type seating and a central place 
for the speaker. Had we performed the play in a traditional prosce
nium theatre, Miranda would have had few staging options other 
than looking straight out at the audience. Deadly for a one-person 
show. But because our stage cut into the audience as well as across 
it, Miranda had enormous flexibility in her movement or "block
ing" . In her jubilant urging that "women everywhere should let 
flowers fall upon the tomb of Mrs. Aphra Behn," Miranda practi
cally threw herself into the audience. She paraded around the 
stage's perimeter-known as "dressing" the stage-when articulat
ing the difference between women in fiction and women in history. 
Another time, she lingered at the upstage desk, drawing us into the 
moving, yet fictive plight of Judith Shakespeare. 

This direct approach to the play-the attempt to make it a 
"live" event rather than a dreary museum-piece--was inspired by 
the fact that A Room of One's Own is not a transcript of Woolf's lec
ture on ''Women and Fiction," but is rather an essay, fictional at 
times, about preparing for that lecture. As such, our staging of the 
play never aimed at reproducing Woolf's 1928 lecture, even if such 
a reproduction were possible . We wanted the spectators to witness 
not a representation of a lecture, but the lecture itself. And so our 
emphasis was on pure presentation: a real speech given in real 
time before a real audience. Granted, Miranda had lines such as 
"young ladies, please attend." But everyone in the audience felt 
that Woolf's words, on that particular night, were intended for 
them and not for the women of Girton College sixty years ago. 

Richard W. Schoch 
Stanford University 



"DINNER IS SERVED": THE HOGARTH PRESS, 
SEXUAL ABUSE, AND THE RITUAL SITE OF 
THE DINING ROOM 

It has long been·recognised that the setting up of the Hogarth 
Press freed Woolf from the constraints and compromises of more 
conventional routes to publication, where negotiations with pub
lishers' readers and editors would have been normal procedure. 
Her short stories "The Mark on the Wall" (1917)' and Kew Gardens 
(1919) were an index of this new freedom, while her first truly 
experimental novel, Jacob's Room (1922), was also her first novel to 
be published by the Hogarth Press (the actual printing was per
formed by R. & R. Clark of Edinburgh, who undertook many of 
the larger jobs). It was Eliot who particularly noticed the shift in 
her novel-writing towards the experimentalism of her short sto
ries. ~e remarked at this time: "You have freed yourself from any 
compromise between the traditional novel and your original gift.'" 
So when Woolf wrote in her Diary in September, 1925, 'I am the 
only woman in England free to write what I like', she was not 
exaggerating. She was simply referring to the fact that she was the 
only woman novelist in England at that time who actually owned 
(or part-owned) a publishing house. 

The Hogarth Press itself was initially nothing more than a small 
hand-press set up on the dining-room table in Hogarth House, 
Paradise Road, Richmond, two years after the Woolfs moved there 
i~ 1915.' Many visitors remarked on the incongruous setting, par
ticularly after the Press had been established for some time. Hope 
Mirrlees, for instance, whose poem Paris was published by the 
Press in 1919 [1920], found it all "delightfully intimate and ama
teurish ... I asked if I might see [it], expecting to be taken to a room 
full of mysterious machinery. We were in the dining room when I 
asked & they pointed to something behind my chair about the size 
of a radio, and informed me that was the Hogarth Press."' We 
might wonder, with Mirrlees, why the dining room? Clearly there 
was a certain convenience in having a room with a large table in 
situ, but equally, one would have thought, an inconvenience in 
having to clear it whenever guests came to dine. Was it just a mat
ter of practicality, then? 

It is worth recalling here the site of the young Virginia's early 
traumatic experience of sexual abuse at the hands of her half
brother Gerald, described graphically in "A Sketch of the Past": 

There was a slab outside the dining room door for stand
ing dishes upon. Once when I was very small Gerald 
Duckworth lifted me onto this, and as I sat there he 
began to explore my body. I can remember the feel of his 
hand going under my clothes; going firmly and steadily 
lower and lower. I remember how I hoped that he would 
stop; how I stiffened and wriggled as his hand 
approached my private parts. But it did not stop. His 
hand explored my private parts too. I remember resent
ing, disliking it-what is the word for so dumb and 
mixed a feeling? It must have been strong, since I still 
recall it.' 
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"A slab outside the dining room door for standing dishes upon": of 
course, this was the dining room at Talland House, St. Ives, not 
Hogarth HouS(;!, Richmond; yet "dining room" as a generic site of 
ritualised consumption retains symbolic significance beyond any 
particularised manifestation. The idea of being placed on "a 
slab"-the choice of word connotes a butcher's shop, a meat market, 
or a site of sacrificial offering-so as to be immobilised in that very 
public place (the hall outside the dining room) while her "private 
parts" are so relentlessly investigated, is a telling one. So too is the 
idea of that "slab"-shelf or hinged wall-table (OED)-being the 
place where the serving-tray (or serving-dishes) would have been 
balanced while the dining-room door was opened, before they were 
carried inside for ceremonial distribution to the family group assem
bled at the table.• 

We might recall further, that it was this same Gerald 
Duckworth, owner of a publishing company, to whom Leonard in 
March 1913 took Virginia's first novel, The Voyage Out, in the time
honoured English tradition of relying on family connections. The 
subsequent correspondence between this book's imminent publica
tion and Virginia's long breakdown (1913 until 1915) which 
delayed the novel's appearance for almost two years, might thus be 
read as a likely determining factor in the decision taken by the 
Woolfs in 1915 to found their own publishing house. Gerald 
Duckworth would no longer be the dubious purveyor to the 
"table" (of public consumption) of Virginia's most intimate parts. 
The dining room in Hogarth House presented an ideal site for the 
exorcism of the past and the establishment of an unassailable 
means of maintaining autonomy in the future. Some years later, 
Woolf was able to look back at that decision with grateful certainty: 

... nowhere else could we have started the Hogarth Press, 
whose very awkward beginning had rise in this very room, 
on this very green carpet. here that strange offspring grew 
and throve; it ousted us from the dining room, whih is now 
a dusty coffin; and crept all over the house.' 

And just before this forthright acknowledgement, she makes an 
even larger one, in the midst of her engaging excitement at having 
signed the lease on 52 Tavistock Square for the long-planned move 
back to central London. This move, of course, celebrated her and 
Leonard's new confidence in the hard-won results of the long pro
cess of mental healing she had been through in Hogarth House at 
Richmond: 

. .. music, talk, friendship, city views, books, publishing, 
something central & inexplicable, all this is now within 
my reach, as it hasn't been since August 1913, when we 
left Cliffords Inn, for a series of catastrophes which very 
nearly ended my life, & would, I'm vain enough to think, 
have ruined Leonard's. So I ought to be grateful to 
Richmond & Hogarth, & indeed, whether its my invinci
ble optimism or not, I am grateful. 

The site of the dining room could at last be transcended with 
some triumph, left behind indeed as "a dusty coffin." 

Virginia Blain 
MacQuarie University 
Sydney 

I. ''The Mark on the Wall" was published together with Leonard Woolfs ''Three 
Jews" as Publication No. 1. Two Stories in July 1917 on the first of the Hogarth 
hand-presses. 
2. Quoted in Quentin Bell, Virginia Woolf 1912-1941 (London: Hogarth, 1972): 88. 
3. In fact, Leonard had moved the household in on March 25, 1917, the same day 
that Virginia was admitted to a nursing home after a recurrence of former symp
toms of mental breakdown, and the day before the publication of her first novel, 
The Voyage Out. (Quentin Bell, p.229) 
4. Quoted in Donna Rhein, Handprinted Books of Leonard and Virginia Woolf at the 
Hogarth Press (Ann Arbor: UM! Research Press, Studies in Modern Lit. No 52, 
1985): 42. 
5. In Moments of Being, ed. Jeanne Schulkind (Sussex: Sussex University Press, 
1976): 79-80. 
6. Louise de Salvo also notes the significance of the food/sexual assault connec
tion in this passage, although she miscalls the "slab" a "ledge''. Her point, how
ever, has less to do with the locus of the dining room than with Woolfs subse
quent life-Joni; trouble with eating. Virginia Woolf: the impact of childhood sexual 
abuse on her life and work. (London: The Women's Press, 1991 [1989]): 104. 
7. January 9, 1924. Anne Olivier Bell, ed. The Diary of Virginia Woolf 
(Harmondsworth: Penguin Books, 1978): 2, 283. 



'VITA & VIRGINIA' 
Ambassadors Theatre, London (December 1993) 'Look your last 

on all things lovely' ... If in the end is the beginning, Eileen Atkins's 
new play 'Vita & Virginia' starts from this contemplative line on 'the 
great excitement of death' and provokes her audience with the 
thought of that one experience the 'author' will never describe. The 
play is neither morbid nor brooding, however; it projects the move
ments of a romp in two acts, the rhythms of everyday dialogue 
between these two writers whose friendship spanned almost twenty 
years from their first highly social meetings in the early twenties 
until Woolf's suicide on 28 March 1941. Directed by Patrick Garland 
whom VWM readers know from the earlier triumph, A Room of 
One's Own, in which Ms. Atkins delivered a thoroughly convincing, 
emotive and, contrary to its subject's accounts of herself, stylishly 
commanding Mrs. Woolf, this show presents the private rather than 
the public women during moments of being together with each 
other and apart from their husbands. Unlike many theatre and tele
vised performances of A Room of One's Own, which received virtu
ally unanimous raves, 'Vita & Virginia' has closed to mixed reviews 
after a relatively well attended, autumn-through-December-19th 
run, preceded by opening at the Chichester Festival Theatre. Vita 
was elegantly portrayed by Penelope Wilton (whose film credits 
include Cry Freedom and The Secret Rapture) and Atkins returned as 
'Virginia' in another very fine performance, appropriately attired 
less stunningly than in her role as Woolf at the Cambridge 
University lecture podium. 

According to Lindsay Duguid's "Are you shingled, darling?" 
(Times Literary Supplement, 22 October), the main problem with this 
play is that it is just that, all play lacking intellectual and emotional 
demands; it is "drawing room entertainment" that "leaves the per
sonalities and their friendship unillumined." She points to the 
anachronism of minimalist set design by Lucy Hall emphasising 
how books and papers circumscribed the lives of 'Vita & Virginia' 
while literature is treated with only a vague superficiality and per
sonalities work successfully as impersonation rather than dramatic 
renderings of two people. Duguid is not wrong in her implication 
that 'Vita & Virginia' intones a false portrait, but the judgement is 
unfairly harsh and not quite accurate. Atkins has traced the rela
tionship through a pastiche of letters and diary entries rendered 
exclusively as a dialogue, and she has sensitively shied away from 
sexually explicit amorosity; her writing skims briskly at the textual 
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surface, hence seems to fall into the shallows of much light-hearted 
banter and public facade where intimacy is the ostensible subject. 
It might have treated more closely such writerly issues as the poli
tics of going public, differently experienced by the two writers; 
such lacks coupled with its mannered language reflects an appar
ent disingenuous superficiality in the character of characters and 
script. Fearing crudity or perhaps worse, melodrama, the relation
ship accounts for itself at the level of a surface that seems to belie 
its passionate undertexture. Because Atkins's script insists on 
impersonality when imagination and resistance to conventions are 
closer to the truth of both their affair and writings, the script suf
fers strictures of representation that neither Woolf nor Sackville
West wore very comfortably. 

There are other problems besides the struggle of set design vs. 
scripting: a portrayal of affectation does not complement more 
serious aspects of the play, and subjects and rhythms flow a bit 
unevenly. Where Duguid goes most significantly wrong about 
'Vita & Viriginia' is missing its poetic undertexture: Atkins's 
choice to emphasise the chummy and gossipy banter in the friend
ship rests uneasily with serious moments, but the result is not a 
complete lack of intellectuality nor a lack of attention or under
standing regarding the authors' literary sensibilities. The script 
shrewdly assumes a knowledge of its subjects' lives and work in 
the audience, which assuredly is aware of their appreciation for 
each other as writers and the importance of those shared experi
ences, touched on by references to Orlando and numerous other lit
erary quips and quotes. True to the spirit and allusive style of 
Orlando, Atkins refers to things literary by only showing textual 
points just above watery depths, as when Vita lets fall the darkness 
of lines from Shakespeare's Sonnet 129, "Before a joy proposed 
behind a dream." 

Despite flaws 'Vita & Virginia' is more lively and informative 
than criticism has allowed, and while the balance of comedy and 
tragedy does not blend into perfectly successful tragicomedy, 
many key moments that intimate serious intentions are worth 
remembering: Woolf's opposition to a 'feminism' constructed of 
anger, which reproduces sexism; her democratic pleas for women 
and men to work together towards a more peaceful, less tryannical 
world; a portrayal of anger tempered by pacifist conviction on the 
death of Vanessa's son, Julian Bell. Atkins understands her sub
jects and the script is well-informed, if not very informing to 
advanced Woolf/Sackville-West scholars; the give-and-take 
rhythms of their discourse pleasingly echoes Woolf's own atten
tion to textual rhythms and the nature and problems on the subject 
of coupling. If narcissism and petty chitchat seem shallow, they do 
not sound untruths, merely aspects of a relationship unseductive 
of emotional response. 

The pace is rapid and topics of conversation range widely and 
freely from gossip about Dottie Wand Mary Campbell or how 
Ethyl Smythe came to listen to the nightingale to Rebecca West's 
annoying comments on 'The Land' (Virginia: 'O she doesn't know 
a poem from a potato'); Virginia's insecurities, repetitions of overt 
sentimentality (Vita: 0 if only you were here; Virginia: Please 
honey come back safe); how 'dazzled and bewitched' Vita is by 
Virginia's writing; and other quotidian concerns, such as locating a 
black coat for a broadcasting appearance. Daily dullnesses are 
faithfully portrayed to common readers, and if Atkins has erred, it 
is at least partly her attempt to be tasteful and correct that conspire 
against more excitingly consistent rhythms and overall resolution 
Ultimately 'Vita & Virginia' is a somewhat flawed attempt that 
does successfully reveal importantly poignant observations 
regarding their affair: what Virginia wanted of Vita was illusion; 
what Vita feared was awakening Virginia's sexuality. Poetry is not 
at all forgotten, but it suffers an apparent trivialisation, resting too 
lightly, too frictionally close to sentimentality and the privileging 
of such as Vita's green crushed velvet top coat over tan svelte legs. 
But readers will remember that those legs went a long way to 
inspiring Virginia's fantastic Orlando and Atkins has delivered a 
multi-faceted parodic attempt at biography that is much more than 
simple-minded jeu d' esprit. 

Brenda Lyons 
Oxford,. England 



LITERARY IMPERSONATION 
"Virginia Woolf?" 
"Yes," I replied. 
In the interest of Virginia Woolf in performance, I write to con

fess a crime much more serious than literary tourism. I feel able to 
confess it because, from the evidence of these very pages, I am not 
alone in the commission of this crime. My work on Woolf began 
not long before the first Virginia Woolf Conference at Pace 
University in 1991 and, from that time to this, I have been dis
turbed by the eagerness with which many of us readers and schol
ars of Woolf offec what we think "she" would think of us. The 
oddity of a large group of adults knowing that "she," of course, 
refers to a writer dead for over fifty years usually goes unre
marked, as does the gross imposition of ascribing opinions to one 
we have only met through writing. 
. But that is the problem - to only know someone through writing 
1s to know them much better than we know most of our friends. 
Thus, when we speak about Virginia Woolf, we sometimes speak as 
if we were her friend, if not Woolf herself. This is the crime: literary 
impersonation. I have hesitated to speak against it because my own 
responses often take the form of my "knowing" that "she" wouldn't 
have agreed with the opinions being espoused in her name. 
Sometimes this feels like the knowledge of a close friend, some
times, (and this alarms me) it feels like the knowledge of being 
Virginia Woolf, or, at least, a mesmerist in contact with her spirit. In 
fact, there is a great pleasure associated with this imposition. Thus, 
at the M/MLA last November when a panelist came late to the 
Virginia Woolf breakfast that Beth Daugherty and Roseanne Hoefel 
had organized, she approached the table and asked, in conference 
shorthand, "Virginia Woolf?" And, assessing the risks to be low, I 
replied, "Yes." And with that one word, I had done it. I had spoken 
for Virginia Woolf-in fact, I had spoken as Virginia Woolf. It was 
not a sentence to be proud of (not really even a sentence), but not 
one to be ashamed of either. To my embarrassment, the thrill was 
intense, and it diminishes little in the retelling and reliving. 

One of the important signs of knowing an author's work well is 
being able to make an intelligent guess as to how she would 
respond to a contemporary problem, but this quite different from 
the idolatry that leads us to giggle, "Wouldn't it be fun if she were 
here, too?" I feel the moment has come for us to be a little stern 
with ourselves, to learn to separate the thrill of knowing and lov
ing what Woolf wrote from the desire to be her or even to be her 
friend. Here, I resist the temptation to chastise myself and my fel
low criminals with some of "her" harsh words against such crimi
nal performance. The point is not what Woolf might have thought, 
but that, in constantly appealing to Woolf's thoughts or what we 
guess they might be, we lose some of the pleasure of reading 
Virginia Woolf's words for and as ourselves. It is great fun, after a 
glass of wine, with friends who share our pleasures, to pretend 
that we know, but it is, in the end, only a performance, and like all 
performances given by fans, it is camp, and we should tease our
selves about it. 

For my own part, I knew that things had gone too far when, 
reading a review of Sally Potter's "Orlando" in the library, I 
thought, "She'll be so excited! I can't wait to go home and tell her!" 
Now, any writer would be glad to be alive in the minds of readers 
years after her death, but, taking myself in hand, I had to admit 
that this fantasy of mine was something of a different order. In 
fact, photographs and books notwithstanding, Virginia Woolf has 
never set foot here in apartment 3G. Still, when I admit ted my 
delusion to a trusted friend, he suggested that, in the movie of my 
life, I would return home with the news of Potter's film to find 
Virginia Woolf perched on the edge of my desk, "Oh, Anne-I've 
been repairing the screen." 

Anne Fernald 
Yale University 
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A NOTE ON VIRGINIA WOOLF 
AND THE VISUAL ARTS 

Virginia Woolf could claim an easy kinship with the visual arts. 
She had several artist friends, she frequently attended exhibitions, 
and she began to buy paintings and decorative art as soon as she 
had money of her own. She patronized the Omega Workshop and 
later commissioned interior decorations from her sister Vanessa 
Bell and Duncan Grant. More important than these casual connec
tions, Virgina felt confident enough to write about the visual arts, 
especially in the 1930s, when she contributed forewords to two of 
Vanessa's exhibition catalogues and published an admiring essay 
on Walter Sickert. And one of her most discussed characters, Lily 
Briscoe of To the Lighthouse, was a painter. 

Virginia's predisposition toward the plastic arts came to her 
almost as a matrilineal bequest. It was her mother Julia Stephen's 
maternal aunts, the Pattle sisters, who made the first family forays 
into art patronage. As a young woman, Julia had met most of the 
celebrated English artists of her day, and posed for Edward Burne
Jones and for her aunt, Julia Margaret Cameron. Virginia knew her 
great-aunt's photographs well, and these were among the few 
inherited works of art that Vanessa chose to display at Gordon 
Square. Among the works Vanessa rejected was a G. F. Watts por
trait of their father. When Virginia and Adrian established their 
own home in Fitzroy Street, Virginia took the Watts with her. 
Because of its sentimental value as the depiction of a loved one, 
she was able to overlook what Vanessa considered unpardonable 
artistic failings. This is a key to the sisters' differences on art. For 
Virginia, content was still important. 

It was the shared territory of literature and art that most 
appealed to Virginia, and in the first two decades of this century, 
that territory seemed both to expand and shrivel. Virginia began her 
first novel in 1907. As early as August 1908, she wrote to Clive Bell 
that she wanted to "re-form the novel ... enclose the whole, and 
shape infinite strange shapes . I take a good look at woods in the 
sunset, and fix men who are breaking stones with an intense gaze, 
meant to sever them from the past and th.e future" (VWLI, 356). Her 
use of the words "enclose" and "shape" suggests that her concerns 
were largely structural, or at least that she meant to approach her lit
erary innovations through the agency of structure, of form. The sec
ond sentence, incidentally, shows her equation of artistic vision with 
literal vision-"a good look;' "an intense gaze"-an association 
which might be more readily expected from an artist than from a 
writer. It took Virginia about six years to complete The Voyage Out, 



during which she revised it constantly. Though her first novel may 
not be a modernist text (it is usually called impressionistic-a term 
derived of course from the visual arts), the period of its composition 
coincided with the boom years of early modernism. By 1910, 
whether Virginia looked in the concert hall or the art gallery, she 
could have witnessed a riotous display of formal innovation; it was 
slower to overtake literature, but it had become the mark of the 
avant -garde in every other medium . 

Yet how sympathetic she really was toward the experiments of 
the artists around her is difficult to determine . She adhered to the 
general tenets of her friends' theories, especially those of Roger Fry. 
If she sometimes teased her artist friends, watching their excite
ment and absorption in new art, she did not align herself with the 
old. On the contrary, she worked hard to keep up with Vanessa's 
ideas and innovations, the better to offer informed criticism . 

Without doubt, the most influential aspect in Virginia's relation
ship with visual art was her alliance with Vanessa. From the 
moment they divided the cultural world between them as children, 
Virginia associated her sister so closely with the visual arts that, at 
every turn, her responses to art were conditioned by her relation
ship with Vanessa. Virginia displayed all her life a need to please 
her older sister, to defer to her wisdom and professional judgement 
on art matters . In her letters to Vanessa, she described London exhi
bitions dutifully but warily, afraid of showing bad taste or of seem
ing too fond of another artist's work . And in truth, Vanessa was 
often hard on Virginia. She was equally invested in maintaining 
their separate spheres of expertise. 

Nervous about Vanessa's response, Virginia waited until the 
1930s, to write publicly about art . Her first attempt was as much an 
exercise of her personal science, "the theory of Vanessa" as a work 
of art criticism. The profound silences of painting both fascinated 
and disturbed Virginia, partly because she often equated her sis
ter's silences with disapproval or criticism. Furthermore, Virginia 
sometimes had difficulty appreciating painting as an intellectual 
pursuit. In her foreword to the catalogue of Vanessa's 1930 one
artist ,exhibition at the Cooling Galleries, Virginia's wonder at the 
non-verbal expressiveness of formalist painting and her attempts to 
"locate" her sister in the art are telling. "There is something uncom
promising about [her] . art," she asserted, "No stories are told; n_o 
insinuations are made. The hill side is bare; the group of women 1s 
silent; the little boy stands in the sea saying nothing . . . And the 
puzzle is that while Mrs. Bell's pictures are immensely expressive, 
their expressiveness has no truck with words" (Rosenbaum, 171-2). 
Vanessa's painting in the 1930's was representational, but never 
narrative or "literary," never personal. These were terms of oppro
brium for the Bloomsbury painters. Frustrated by the absence of 
autobiographical data in these paintings, by their silence, Virginia 
finally resorted to the discourse of myth, making public her private 
construction of Vanessa as "Goddess and peasant, treading the 
clouds with her feet and with her hands shelling peas ." 

While Virginia respected the formal preoccupations of the 
Bloomsbury painters, she may not always have understood them. 
Sometimes, to bring Vanessa's work within her own rightful 
purview, she described the paintings in literary terms: "The point 
about you is that you are now mistress of the phrase. All your pic
tures are built up of flying phrases" (VWLIII, 340). But, just as 
often, she brought herself under the formalist flag, stressing what 
she hoped was a fundamenta l alliance with her artist sister: "I 
think we are now at the same point : both mistresses of our 
medium as never before: both therefore confronted with entirely 
new problems of structure" (VWLIII, 341). 

Regina Marler 
San Francisco 

Nicolson, Nigel and Joanne Trautmann. The Letters of Virqinia Woolf (6 vols.). 
New York: Harcourt, Brace Jovanovich, 1978. 
Rosenbaum, S.P., ed. The Bloomsbury Group: A Collection of Memoirs, Commentary 
and Criticism. Toronto: Univ. of Toronto Press, 1975. 
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PLACING THE FIRST "ENORMOUS CHUNK" 
DELETED FROM THE YEARS 

In her diary entry for 11 March 1935 Virginia Woolf set out a 
schedule for revising The Years. "I am only n.ow in the first war 
scene,'' she wrote; "with luck I shall get to Ea.[Eleanor] in Oxford 
Street before we go [on holiday] in May: & spend June & July on 
the grand orchestral finale." In the endnote accompanying the 
entry, "the first war scene" is identified as "one of the 'two enor
mous chunks' eliminated by Virginia Woolf during her final revi
sion of The Years; it is reprinted by Grace Radin in the Bulletin of the 
New York Public Library, Winter 1977" (Diary N 286 and n).1 The 
Bulletin article identifies "the first unpublished episode [a]s set in 
1917, just before Maggie's dinner party" (227). Yet, there is good 
reason to suppose that Virginia Woolf had a different placement in 
mind, especially as Woolf makes a distinction between the "raid 
scene" and the "war scene" when referring to the writing and 
revising of the novel in her diary.' 

Taking place in "[t]he sultry September sunshine," the first part 
of the war scene begins in the park, as Crosby and her charges 
watch some marching soldiers: '"Step up, step up,' Crosby grum
bled at the two gaping children who were gazing at the soldiers. A 
company of young men in khaki were marching down Richmond 
High Street. A drum beat a regular tick, tick, tick, tick . They 
marched in time to it with their collars undone and their faces red 
and shiny after the march ."' There is then a transition to a train 
filled with soldiers and civilian passengers reading newspaper 
leaders resembling those of the The Times, and suggesting censor
ship of news stories under the Defence of the Realm Act (DORA), 
particularly in the first two years of the war: "'Three British 
Cruisers Sunk' was repeated again and again in large black letters 
on the front page of one newspaper after another . The newspapers 
were turned over, as if the readers were searching for more infor
mation. But they could find nothing more about the disasters, only 
items" (229/181). As a matter of fact, in what C.R.M.F. Cruttwell 
calls a "spectacular success" for German submarines, three British 
cruisers were sunk on 22 September 1914 off the Dutch Coast [67]. 

The London this section involves is still convinced of the myth 
of war and full of admiration for what Miriam Parrish, en route to 
meet Eleanor Pargiter at the theater, calls the "nice-looking set of 
young fellows" who were part of it. Given the identification of the 
month and the large number of soldiers who are seemingly part of 
Kitchener's "first hundred thousand,'' it is likely that Woolf was 
describing 1914, a month or so after the beginning of the war and 
what she called her "first war scene." The scene clearly represents 
the enthusiasm of the first year more than the disillusionment that 
marked 1917 when, according to Arthur Marwick, "serious short
ages began to be felt for the first time" [12]; this would have been 
especially the case in December, when Maggie hosts a dinner party 
in the cellar during an air raid. Radin's placement is also question
able as it relates to Eleanor, who has taken an omnibus to the the
atre, sat through a play, had the time to consider walking before 
taking an omnibus home, and then going through her mail and 
read a newspaper, and then (if we accept the placement in "1917") 



have time and energy sufficient to take another omnibus to the 
Deans Walk area of London, which is presumably at some dis
tance and with which she is unfamiliar, and then not even men
tion the afternoon's entertainment. It also seems unlikely that she 
would "forget the raid" in 1917 or find such a lapse of memory 
worthy of comment or "surprise" (Years 300), if she had "forgotten 
the war" as she watched the play that same day (231 /184) and if 
only hours earlier she had been reminded of the war when she 
saw the name of someone she knew listed in the newspapers 
among the casualties (232-33/187-88). Moreover, in a clear refer
ence to 1914, Eleanor recalls the recent birth of triplets and "she 
thought, touching her fingers, in nineteen-twenty-four they'll be 
ten; in nineteen thirty-four, twenty'' (233/188). 

Leonard recalls that Woolf's revisions, from 10 November "until 
the end of the year" were done "in the most ruthless and drastic 
way'' and that Woolf "cut out bodily two enormous chunks" (156). 
On 30 December 1936, in the last diary entry before Woolf returned 
to the printer the much revised proofs she called them "a sort of 
stinging nettle that I cover over." "Nor," she continued, "do I wish 
even to write about it here" [Diary V 44]. She had agreed with 
Leonard about the need to cut down the number of pages and, she 
said, she was renewed by the effort and, as always, eager to get on 
to her next project. There is no way to verify exactly when Woolf 
chose to delete the "two enormous chunks," but the evidence pre
sented here suggests that the placement of the first in "1917" is 
highly unlikely. 

Karen L. Levenback 
George Washington University 

1. "'Two Enormous Chunks': Episodes Excluded during the Final Revisions of 
The Years": 221-251. See also Radin's Virginia Woolf s "The Years": 80-89 and 
Appendix, 161-180. We owe Grace Radin a debt of gratitude for her important 
work on The Years. 
2. See also, Diary IV 199 & 347 and Diary V 14. 
3. Pagination in Radin's Bulletin article and to the proof pages reproduced in the 
article will be indicated in the text and will be indicated parenthetically in the 
text: 228/179. 
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The first volume of WOOLF STUDIES ANNUAL is scheduled 
for December 1994. WSA particularly welcomes new perspectives 
on Woolf. It will also publish book reviews. Articles should be no 
longer than 8000 words or 30 pages (letter-quality type only); no 
identifying references should appear in the paper; a separate 
sheet with author's name, address, telephone number and contri
bution's title should accompany the manuscript; use most recent 
MLA style. Only those submissions accompanied by stamped 
SAE will be returned. Three copies of the manuscript and an 
abstract of up to 150 words should be sent to: Mark Hussey, 
English Dept ., Pace U, One Pace Plaza, New York NY 10038. 
Further inquiries should also be addressed there. 

The Fourth Annual Woolf Conference will be at Bard College 
June 9-12, 1994. The theme is "Re: READING, Re: WRITING, Re: 
TEACHING VIRGINIA WOOLF." Paul Connolly, Director of the 
Institute for Writing and Thinking is organizing with the assis
tance of Judi Smith. Papers will address issues of teaching Woolf. 
As usual, the conference format will be varied and lively, with 
individual panels, interactive workshops and non-traditional 
scholarship. For inquiries write or call Judi Smith, Bard College, 
Annandale-on-Hudson, NY 12504. Phone# 914-758-7484/FAX # 
914-758-4294 (Attention Judi Smith or Paul Connolly, Woolf 
Conference, Institute for Writing and Thinking). 

Paul and Judi will be providing information on scheduling and 
housing ,if you haven't received it already . I spoke to Judi, and she 
tells me that there are many excellent proposals at the readers as 
of March 1. Vara Neverow and Mark Hussey are working on the 
Proceedings, and plan to have them available at the conference. 

Two sessions are planned for MLA in San Diego: Virginia 
Woolf: Constructs of Community in the Contexts of Fascism, 
organized by Merry Pawlowski, situates Woolf, individually or in 
relation to other writers, within a context of fascist ideology and 
the oppression of women; and is attentive to Woolf's search for 
alternatives through altered definitions of community; and Woolf 
in the Age of Computers and Microfil m, a roundtable or panel dis
cussion on such topics as: computer-assisted text analysis or edit
ing; use of e-mail for collaborative work; ways of using microfilm 
in research and teaching of Woolf; potential benefits and pitfalls of 
microfilm research of original texts; handling the electronic biblio
graphic explosion, etc. organized by Jim Haule. 

Laura Moss Got tlieb has prepared an Index to the Virginia 
Woolf Miscell any Issues 31-40. Her previous two indexes are 
invaluable resources. The indexes are available at our cost of $3.50 
for each supplement and $5.00 for the index to issues 1-20. Please 
send your requests to VWM at Sonoma State University . 



VIRGINIA WOOLF SOCIETY COLUMN 
The Society sponsored two excellent and intriguing Woolf sessions 

a_t t~e MLA Conven~on in Toronto; and yet again triumphed over their 
turung . My sources mform me that, as usual, people were sitting on the 
floor and dangling &om the walls. The hard work of the creators of 
~h~se_ t~o sessions f'?r Wool:7es at MLA. Eileen Barrett organized 
'V1rgm1a Woolf: Lesbian Readings." Beth Rosenberg and Jean Dubino 

presented ''Virginia Woolf and the History of Literary Criticism." 
The Woolf party was equally impressive. Beth Daugherty reports 

that the food was excellent and the ambiance superb. Melba Cuddy
!(eane and the Friends of the Library conjured up a wonderful evening 
1!1 the eleg~~t ro'?ms of the E. J. Pratt Library at Victoria College. The 
h~rary exhibited 1t~ Bloo~bury collection and mellowed the gathering 
with chamber music proVIded by the Trio Triomphe. Melba reports that 
a benefactor for the Pratt library collection is a Mrs. Jackman who has 
"just turned 90," and "picked up a passion for Woolf and Bloomsbury," 
has made a pilgrimage to all the Bloomsbury haunts and "started col
lecting _first editions." We all share her passion, and those at the party 
appreciated the pleasure of the first editions. 

This year was election year at the now bi-annual business meeting . 
New officers are Denise Marshall, Secretary Treasurer, and Melba 
Cuddy-Keane, President. My FAX# is 315-341 -2854 in the English 
Dept., SUNY-Oswego. You can FAX Melba at 416-265-6823 or reach her 
on e-mail a_t mcuddy@epas .utoronto.ca. I am not on e-mail, but FAX 
works relatively well. As usual the incoming officers are a bit daunted 
by the boots they must fill. Karen Levenback and Mark Hussey guided 
the Society in the superior fashion Woolves are accustomed to. Melba 
and I shall do our best to maintain their high standards of lupine com
munity and communication. 
~ MISCELLANY: I understand that some of you still have not 

received VWM#41; for those of you that have written I am in the pro
c~ss of sendini; out your copies, and any back issues requested. I appre
ciate your patience. 
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DUES: Please _sei:id in dues if you haven't :yet, t? ensure your receipt 
of the Annual Bibliography and Membership Directory. The Society 
needs the lucre to continue. Each year the Society provides members 
with a directory of the membership arranged both alphabetically and by 
state and country . Each June you will receive the Bibliography of 
Scholarship on Virginia Woolf, listing everything published in the previ
ous twelve months pertaining to her work and life. The Society also uses 
part of your money to support the Miscellany, sponsor the two MLA 
conven~on sessions, and fund the Society party. And of course keep the 
post offices happy . 

Dues are $15 for regular members, $7.50 is for students, the retired, 
and unemployed. Because we wish to increase our Canadian member
ship, Melba Cuddy-Keane has offered to accept dues cheques from 
Canadian members in Canadian funds: $20C for regular members, 
$10C for students. She has reminded me that this service is particularly 
for students. 1:'hese cheques should be made out to Melba personally, 
not to the Soaety; Melba will then convert the funds to US and send 
them on to me. All other members please send dues to me in US cur
rency. Thank You. And I have been receiving your cheques, but the 
~hange-over has ?een a bit s)ower than I anticipated. I have been updat 
ing the address file, and trymg to convert from Mark's system to mine. 
All of this is taking a bit of time. Please be pati ent. 

Lorie Freed, Acquisitions Editor of RPI, has become one of our 
newest members, as have many students. It is a pleasure to welcome 
them, and all new members to the Society. We look forward to meeting 
you at Bard In June. 

Please send me items for the Annual Biblography which, as I calcu
late it, is my next major business. On a more personal note, thank all of 
you for the notes of approval and suggestion , as well as information. 
~are~ told m": o~e of the best things about this position was that commu
rucation, and 1t IS. I mean to drop notes to·everyone, apologize for copy 
errors, and respond to queries. I look forward to hearing &om everyone. 

Denise M. Marshall 
Secretrary/Treasurer 
SUNY-Oswego 
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