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Surprise! Surprise! Just when we worry that there is nothing 
new to be found in or about Virginia Woolf, something turns up to 
delight and instruct us .... On hearing from Joanne Trautmann 
Banks the amazing HIDDEN LETTERS story just after returning 
home from the Bard Conference, the newly discovered material 
seemed so fresh and interesting as to warrant publishing an 
**EXTRA** VWM, especially with Jo Banks' erudite and illuminat
ing annotations. Thus, rather than delay until Fall and risk crowd
ing the important Woolf and Fascism theme issue (see boxed notice 
from Merry Pawlowski), the MISCELLANY editors decided to put 
out this short summer issue, following the precedent set in summer 
of 1977 when with similar blue paper VWM published in a special 
issue certain passages omitted from Volume II of the Letters. 

For this issue as well we thank Nigel Nicolson and Quentin 
Bell for asking the VWM to publish the letters, along with the 
CHARLESTON MAGAZINE for those of you who are Friends of 
Charleston. VWM will make the letters instantly accessible to the 
1500 or so individuals on our mailing list, as well as to many 
libraries ranging from the august British Museum to a prison 
library in Alabama. As the VWM has been publishing for over 20 
years and goes to 32 countries, we feel we have earned our status 
as the "journal of record" in the field. 

It was satisfying to see all forty two VWM issues lined up at the 
Bard Conference along with the three excellent Indexes by Laura 
Gottlieb, covering issues #1-40. And it was satisfying also to see 
them selling briskly ! The profits from those sales, plus a generous 
donation from the sales of her Woolf postcards and posters by 
artist Isota Tucker Epes, plus donations by our loyal readers, have 
all helped make the funding of this special extra issue possible. Of 
course, more readers' donations will be needed to help put out the 
large Fall issue and these are tax deductible if made out to the SSU 
Academic Foundation. Thank you all. 

And thanks also to our Reprographics genie, Kate Hewitt, for 
her cheery willingness to go along with our wildest fancies, 
though she was a bit dubious about the Pottos V. signature .... 
The last and largest thanks is owed to Patty Brandhorst, who has 
demonstrated once again that cardinal principle of research: "Keep 
your eyes and mind open!" Congratulations to her and thanks 
from the Woolf readers community. 

J.J. Wilson 
S.mam, Stat, Unffl<Hy @ri~ 

cir~ 
Clr-W FOUR HIDDEN LETTERS 

As many readers of the Miscellany know, Vita Sackville-West's 
study in the Elizabethan tower at Sissinghurst Castle is today 
almost exactly as she left it when she died in 1962. Standing 
behind a locked iron gate at the door, tourists peer in at a fixed 
scene. Light falls through the mullioned windows onto worn car
pets and cerulean blue pottery brought back from Sackville-West's 
Persian trips in the twenties. Her books are still in the arrangement 
she chose-poetry in one collection, gardening in another. Her 
ancient oak writing table holds the photographs she looked at 
every day. One of the faces is Virginia Woolf's, a studio portrait 
taken in 1929. All together, the room gives the impression of hav-
ing concluded its story long ago. 
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Recently, however, an enterprising Dutch student named Patty 
Brandhorst made a discovery that brought the old room to life 
again. Ms. Brandhorst was at Sissinghurst to arrange and catalog 
the Sackville-West manuscripts. One day, while sitting at the writ
ing table, she realized that its scarred top concealed three drawers. 
From one of them, she pulled out four previously unknown letters 

. to Vita from Virginia. 
Why had these few been put away when, several years after 

Virginia's death, Vita had all the other letters typed for eventual 
publication? The only clue is a note that Vita pencilled on top of the 
letter that I've numbered 3491a. "Not for M," she wrote. "M" was 
"Mac," Miss Macmillan, Vita's secretary from 1936 until 1958, and it 
was Mac who typed the letters . Apparently there were some pas
sages in the four letters that Vita, who always worried about scan
dal, wished to hide from the public. The situation was complicated 
by Miss Macmillan's jealousy of Vita's lovers, for Mac was herself in 
love with Vita. They had had a brief affair in the fall of 1938, and, 
when it ended, Mac was disconsolate, clinging, and irritating.1 So it's 
possible that Vita also wished to hide the letters from her secretary. 
Nevertheless, to readers of the complete correspondence, Vita's cen
sorship will seem odd. There are, certainly, some spicy phrases in 
the hidden letters, but Vita passed through to the typist other lines 
that are equally vivid. Or she blacked them out as in published letter 
2073, where Virginia had evidently written something blunt about 
Vita's love life.2 Furthermore, aside from an oblique reference to 
Vita's current sentiments, letter 3431b contains nothing at all to inter
est even the most prurient mind. Why, then, these pages ended up 
sequestered in a drawer is somewhat puzzling. 

Bringing them to the public now, even decades after the princi
pals' deaths, raises stubborn questions about voyeurism and breach 
of privacy. Every editor wrestles with them. Nigel Nicolson 
famously did so when he found, also in his mother's study, the 
papers that became the basis for Portrait of a Marriage.3 This is not the 
place to rehearse the arguments for publication of secreted material. 
I simply want to record that I have thought about them, that I take 
Vita's silence-there were no instructions with the letters-to con
note consent in the tradition of English common law, and that these 
letters do no harm to either woman's present reputation. 

They are not, however, without their little surprises. 
For one thing, a passage written on 8 August 1938 ("it was nice 

having you ... even in its less pronounced form") extends for 
years longer than we had thought Virginia's expressed physical 
interest in Vita. The passage is, to be sure, tossed off as a joke, but 
it is also unique. All the other flirtatious bits in the later letters are 
either nostalgic references to the beginning of their affair in 1925 
or pretenses at arousing Vita's jealousy. On the same topic, 2627a 
contains in the postscript the most direct statement Virginia Woolf 
ever wrote about her own and Vita's sexual needs:" ... you know 
you love now several people, women I mean, physically I mean, 
better, oftener, more carnally than me." 

What could be clearer? Another passage in 2627a, however, con
tains only a whiff of sexuality. At the risk of pop-Freudianism-and 
with a great deal of amusement-I think it peculiar enough to men
tion because, in context, Woolf appears to be dallying with male
ness. Not to mince words, I mean the bull. He is the central subject 
of Vita's latest poem, so Virginia can scarcely avoid mentioning him 
when she writes her critique, but she's rather enjoying it, all the 
same. She especially likes Vita's description of the bull as "male, 

. arrogant, alone," she says. More to the point, Virginia had elicited 
the poem in terms that are worth reading twice. In her preceding 



letter to Vita (9 August 1932), she calls for a poem to be written "for 
me only, a long long, solid solid, tough, tight trenchant poem-say 
about a wagon; 4 or a bull-the one who ranges your sheds for ever 
unsatisfied (V, 88)." Vita did her best to comply. 

In the same letter, 2627a, Woolf mixes genders again when she 
refers to her husband's "old maid fussiness." The image is in direct 
contrast to the passion of the bull and the postscript, but there is a 
more interesting side to it. "Old maid fussiness" would normally 
be a trifling criticism, but, since Virginia rarely complained about 
Leonard in letter or diary, the phrase stands out. It focuses what 
now seems to me a clearer theme in the marriage. The theme can 
be traced through several letters to Vita (e.g., Nos. 1969 and 2068), 
in which Virginia lightly laments that she can't live as freely as she 
likes because Leonard, worried about her health, reins her in. He is 
so good, she thinks, and she has been so much bother, that she 
must accede to his plans for her rest. She also complains to Ethel 
Smyth (e.g., 3165), but in those cases Virginia appears to be glad to 
use Leonard as an excuse to escape Ethel's sometimes burdensome 
presence (3166, to Vita). 

The new statement of the Leonard-as-manager theme is notice
ably stronger than the others and includes an intriguing explana
tion of her own behavior in reaction. She calls her submission to 
Leonard shameful, but "my one heroism." What can this mean? 
The shame undoubtedly derives in part from contrasting herself 
with the independent Vita, but the heroism? Woolf goes on to 
imply that she is fulfilling "the duty of the wife," a phrase that I 
read as only minimally sarcastic in this context. She thus seems to 
believe that she is heroically denying her own nature to support 
Leonard's and to ease the marriage. But "heroism" could just as 
easily, if more unconsciously, mean that it takes real courage for 
Virginia to trust even the person closest to her. 

In addition to this highly personal material, the new letters dis
play all the delights we are accustomed to finding in Woolf's cor
respondence - the wit, the fascination with concrete reality, the 
animated response to literature and life. The letters have been 
edited here according to the methods set out in Volume I of The 
Letters-dJ[irgini ~lf, _but annQ.tated...f.ar the...sophisticated 1LWM 
readers. The copyright remains with Quentin Bell and Angelica 
Garnett, to whom I am grateful for permission to publish. The 
originals are in the possession of Nigel Nicolson at Sissinghurst, 
except for 3431b, which he gave to Patty Brandhorst as a prize for 
her serendipity. 

Joanne Trautmann Banks 

NOTES 

1. See Victoria Glendinning, Vita (London: Weidenfeld and Nicolson, 1983), 295-6, 379. 
2. The Letters of Virginia Woolf, ed . Nigel Nicolson and Joanne Trautmann (New 
York: Harcourt Brace Jovanovich, 1975-80), IV: 93. 
3. Nigel Nicolson, Portrait of a Marriage: V. Sackville-West and Harold Nicolson 
(New York: Atheneum, 1973). See, especially, the preface, vii-xi. 
4. Woolf had already been given a poem, or least a line, about a wagon in 
Sackville-West's "Sissinghurst" (1930), dedicated "to V.W." In a passage about 
the farm's silence during the night, Vita writes: "The waggon stupid stands with 
upright shaft" (Collected Poems, Garden City, NY: Doubleday, Doran, & 
Company, 1934 [1933], 113). Woolf vaguely associates wagons and bulls again 
when, jn 1936, she conflates "Sissinghurst" with the poem about "the solitary 
bull," calling the result "the best you ever wrote" (Letters, VI, 50). 

2627a: TO V. SACKVILLE-WEST 
Wednesday, [24 August, 1932] 

Monk's House 
[Rodmell, Sussex] 

I would have written before, but I have been over-run with 
humanity. Yes, thats a lovely poem. 1 I like it very much. How I 
enjoy the soft sailing sweep of your words, coming down inex
orably, like my white owl,2 upon the very thing. I wish you would 
write an infinite number of still lives-I'm insatiable for facts 
about the teasle, the field vole, the stag beetle, the runt, the teg, 
the-in short every animal - as you do it; just as I love the very 
words and boots of Lord Kilbracken. 3-"male, arrogant, alone"-! 
liked that; contemplative lidless eye4-that also. I'm only in doubt 
about the last line. The Bull I saw knew he was going to die. 5 

Perhaps the ascent to sublimity and generality is too steep after the 
small creepers and crawlers, or that may be only my prosaic eye.6 

Lord, how I envy you poets! What's the use of anything else? 
Please go on, sauntering in gaiters and looking over walls into -
byres [cow sheds]- if thats the word. 
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I'm off to Essex early in the morning to visit my brother. No 
bulls there-only flats and boats and mud and hearty discomfort. 
As usual, the other day I was ashamed, of my mollycoddling; 
you'd never consent to such a thing; the fact is, it's my one hero
ism, letting people think me a coddle, in order to soothe Leonards 
old maid fussiness. And that reminds me, oughtn't you to be 
equally unselfish? Harold mumbled to me that you had been giddy; 
and its the duty of the wife to be, as I am, submissive in the 
extreme about giddiness, or whatever it is. No more room, or I 
would pitch you a very melancholy story about my jealousy of all 
your new loves.7 

V. 
And when am I going to see you? because you know you love 

now several people, women I mean, physically I mean, better, 
oftener, more carnally than me. 

3431a: TO V. SACKVILLE-WEST 
Monday 8th Aug [1938] 

Monk's House 
Rodmell, near Lewes, Sussex 

No we never heard your ring, because I suppose of the ham
mering,8-also, come to think of it, we were out. But I got the 
wire;9 and have written, very gratefully, to Ben (in London) I 
dipped into the old articles, and think I must do them myself; for 
one thing, theyre important for his character, and also so fascinat
ing. But there's a mass more in London, and what I suggest is that 
Ben might, when he comes back, perhaps like to dig a book of 
extracts out of them. 10 But that's a thing for the future-I see you 
say he goes to America in September ." 

It was very nice of him to offer. 
Leonard says he has written about the dog meeting; 12 which 

has to be combined with his mother in some curious way. I hope it 
may-so as to shorten my family visit. 

Yes, it was nice having you- well thats an ambiguous phrase . 
Very nice, even in its less pronounced form.13 

So why not again? 
Owing to my astonishing dexterity, the New Zealand 

Broadcaster (d'you remember the woman who rang up?) was 
overcome--wi.th deti'c:afefeelirigs,coufdn't bring nerself to interrupt 
a family party, and so, thank god, remained at Newhaven. 14 

Harold is about to Broadcast. 
Yes; we watched the lightning over the hills. 

V. 

3431b: TO V. SACKVILLE-WEST Monk's House 
11th Aug. [1938] Rodmell, near Lewes, Sussex 

Hon 1e Vita Sackville-West, 
Yes; we will be at the Laundry at 3 precisely on Monday. 

Angelica is acting Gammer Gurton's Needle all over the Home 
Counties at the moment; 15 but if Quentin were available, I'll hand 
on the invitation. Gwen seems to me to have such good taste in 
people that I've no objection to seeing dogs with her.16 Edgar, by 
the way, Leonards brother, a dog maniac, went to see your dogs 
perform; and all they did, after much waiting, was to climb into a 
room and sit down . The crowd was told to keep complete silence. 
After close on an hour, the dog came down. Nothing else-no res
cue, no life saving. Mr Colboume was in tears. But enough of dogs. 

The thing I wanted to say was (oh the hammer hammer-bal
cony going up today); please do consider very favourably the 
Hogarth Press request.17 It would mean a great deal to me person
ally to have your support. We're over-weighted with young 
politico -poets for one thing; and I want a poet who is a poet to 
adjust the balance. And your name would also mean to the public 
sanity as well as poetry. And I'd like to have your views. And its 
very seldom any reading of MSS would be required. And the H.P. 
is I consider half your bantling. It would never have grown 
£12,000 of feathers without you. So do please consent. 

No, I never heard Harold, being a fitful listener; Gust missed 
you this morning) but I long to hear about the Windsors. Clive's 
been meeting the Kents. And Royal gossip is the only bait that 
lures my old motherinlaw across the long wastes of the afternoon 
visits-just off to pay one now to her in Uckfield. Oh how hot
and how much nicer to stay here! 

V. 



3491a: TO V. SACKVILLE-WEST 
Sunday [26 February 1939] 

52, Tavistock Square 
W.G.J 

Yes of course, that'll be very nice-dinner March 31st. 
If you want to see me alone, come early. 
The sheepdog in Piccadilly was my joke-a rumour invented 

by Potto and whispered in my ear over the fire.18 

Yes; I agree. About life I mean. 19 Only I object to having snip
pets nipped off by refugees. We went to Woburn House ... they 
came to tea-And I dont like giving cakes to nice people in rags.20 

Otherwise there's a good deal of satisfaction-I mean I like 
Hampton Court in the sun-Chaucer and so on. And Vita. Good 
gracious-if you think about risks to Harold, motoring is worse I 
should guess. Very near a smash today. But of course if L were to 
fly I should feel the same, and you'd say, My dear Virginia, how 
very foolish you are. Which I suspect is the truth. But I understand 
the folly. 

Wheres the farm? Shall you farm it?21 
• 

But in 1940 my years abstinence22 will be over, and my palate, 
clean, and my wits sharp; so write your Poem ["The Garden," 1946]. 

And Leonardo? 23 

This is Ethels style of letter writing-she has a slip with num
bers in it. She was ever so deaf and had one hoof in a padded 
room made of felt the other day [because of a corn]. 

A love lt,tter-who from d'you think?-Winnaretta de Polignac.24 

You cant think what .nice things she says; and how she asks me 
to cut the cackle and call her W. among other suggestions. (I 
thought Winnaretta was a patent Aperient [laxative]) This is to 
make you jealous. 

NOTES TO LETTERS 
1. "The Bull," first published in VSW's Collected Poems, 115-18, and reprinted -
elsewhere in this issue. 
2. At Rodmell. See Letters, V, 94; and The Diary of Virginia Woolf, ed . Anne Olivier 
Bell (London: Chatto & Windus/The Hogarth Press, 1977-84), IV, 121, where VW 
incorporates the owl into descriptions of one of her fainting episodes. 
3. As Arthur Godley , he was Gladstone's Private Secretary and Under Secretary 
of State for India. He had died in June of this year, and VW had recently finished 
his Reminiscences of Lord Ki/bracken (1931). 
4. Actually, "The night creeps on; the single star/Of contemplation's lidless eye/Stares 
through the stable door ajar,/Constant, dispassionate, and high" (italics mine). 
5" ... . the old and lonely bull/Who does not know that he must die." 
6. As early as 1925, VW had advised VSW about facts in her poetry, using similar 
terms but coming to an opposing conclusion about "sublimity and generality": 
"What I want is the habits of earthworms; the diet given in the workhouse: any
thing exact about a matter of fact .. .. From that, proceed to sunsets and transpar
ent leaves and all the rest, which, with my mind rooted upon the facts, I shall 
then embrace with tremendous joy" (Letters, III, 198). In conversation with me, 
J.J. Wilson has observed that, through Vita, VW was able vicariously to write 
poetry. 
7. At this time, Evelyn Irons and Olive Rinder. Glendinning has the details. 
8. The Woolfs were adding a library and verandah to the upper floor of Monk's 
House . 
9. From VSW to say that her son, Benedict Nicolson, 24, had offered to help VW 
with Roger Fry by annotating Fry's essays . 
10. Ben Nicolson did not publish such a book, but, during his later editorship of 
the Burlington Magazine, he wrote often on Fry's contribution to art history . 
11. To study at the Fogg Museum in Boston. 
12. VSW had asked the Woolfs to meet her at a dog show inUckfield, Sussex, 
where a Mr. Colbourne put his Alsatians ("German Shepherds," in America) 
through various tricks. Leonard's mother was staying with her fourth son, Edgar, 
in nearby Buxted, which implied several Woolf family reunions . 
13. VSW had slept at Rodmell on the night of 2 August and stayed on the next 
day . VW wrote in her diary (V, 159): "But I like seeing Vita, so free easy again . . .. 
She was much like old times ." 
14. During the visit from VSW, VW had received a call from an unknown-Coralie 
Anderson, who asked to see her the following day. Taken off guard, VW invited 
her to tea with her Woolf in-laws· on 4 August,-
15. Angelica Bell, 19, was a member of the London Village Players, created for 
this summer only by former acting students of Michel Saint-Denis. 
16. In fact, VW disliked Gwen St. Aubyn, who was Harold Nicolson's sister as 
well as Vita's intimate friend , and always resented her presence (.see, e.g., 
Letters, VI, 439-40). 
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17. Leonard Woolf had asked VSW to join the Hogarth adv.isory board, which 
consisted of the "young politico-,-poets" Auden, Spender, and-stretching the 
term-Isherwood, plus Rosamond Lehmann and VW herself. VSW declined. VW 
often complained about preaching in the younger generation's poetry. See, e.g., 
"The Leaning Tower" (1940). 
18. In her last letter (VI, 17), VW had teased VSW about being spotted in 
Piccadilly in the form of a sheepdog, the implicit criticism being "and you didn't 
arrange to see me." The appearance of "Potto," which was, of course, VW's jok
ing name for herself when writing to VSW, was often associated in later letters 
with VW's jealousy. In reply, VSW denied that she had been in London (The 
Letters of Vita Sackville-West to Virginia Woolf, ed . Louise DeSalvo and Mitchell A. 
Leaska, New York: William Morrow and Co., Inc., 1985, 421). 
19. VSW had written, "Lord, how rich life is, when one takes it the right way!" 
(Letters ofVSW to VW, 422). 
20. Woburn House, a house in Upper Woburn Place, just off Tavistock Square, 
that was run by the Jewish community in London as a center for the care of 
refugees. Among them were the Woolfs' guests, Robert and Mela Spira, who had 
fled from Austria after the Anschluss. VW's efforts on their behalf can be traced in 
Diary, V, 200,201,207,302,305, and 326, and in Letters, VI, 311, where VW com
plains, "Politics are coming much too close ." 
21. VSW was buying the 200 acre Bettenham, adjacent to Sissinghurst Farm, to be 
rented by a tenant farmer . 
22. From poetry and meeting new poets, a vow made after seeing Auden and 
Isherwood's play, On the Frontier, on 12 February. She wrofe VSW on the 19th 
that the play was "bad .. . so good in a dull way" (Letters, VI, 318). 
23. The Woolfs had hoped that VSW would write a biography of Leonardo da 
Vinci for Hogarth, but she did not. 
24. Born Winnaretta Singer, the daughter of the American sewing machine mil
lionaire, she married Prince Edmond de Polignac in 1893, and became a leader of 
Parisian intellectual society . Her friend Ethel Smyth thought de Polignac an 
excellent musician and painter. 

THE BULL 
By Vita Sackville-West 

Now sinks another day to rest 
On summer and her leafy ways. 
By the last golden light caressed 
The farmstead drowses in the haze 
Of slanting light in rungs and reins 
From heaven slung across the Weald 
Above the pricking of the vanes, 
More golden than the ripening field 
Within the hedgerow squares ensealed. 

The owl with short and silent stroke 
Deadly to field-fare or to mouse, 
Slants from the apple to the oak 
Across the orchard near the house; 
And through the grasses creep the small 
Creatures of twilight, hid by day; 
The snail beside the garden wall, 
The mole on his myopic way. 

The kindly trees protective stand 
Around the farm less old than they, 
And drawl their shadows on a land 
Tilled by a man's forgotten hand; 
But still beneath his grandson's sway; 
And silent as an empty Jane 
The barn with doors flung wide 
Drinks in the rays of golden rain 
On ropes and pulleys, sacks of grain, 
A summer evening's pride. 



The vanes upon the oasts outside 
Have turned their chimneys to the east, 
And dim within thr shadows deep 
Where velvet silence shrouds the roof, 
The barn is darkened and asleep. 
But in the stall the monstrous beast 
Ranges, and stamps a fretful hoof 

The granaries once more are full, 
-Oh sweet monotony of the year/
But in the stall the aging bull 
Feels that the end of time is near; 
End of that time which was his span, 
When he could lash his tail, or browse 

-On acres all his own, 
Or stand four-square and lordly scan 
His grass, his calves, his willing cows, 
Male, arrogant, alone. 
No bachelor! the lord and sire 
Of cows and calves in half a shire, 
Sole sovereign of his clan; 

Whom no man dared approach but he 
Who brought the bucket filled with milk, 
When little bulls are weak of knee 
And muzzled sleek as silk; 
Days when within a neighbouring byre 
His mother softly mourned her loss, 
But he already scampered free 
In right and callow disregard, 
And kicked his heels, and tried to toss 
The empty bucket round the yard. 

Days of a lost and youthful spring 
Before his liberty was scarred 
And branded by the shameful ring; 
But what's a ring, when thews are hard 

-- =- 4t ld~J:em.~ on'LlfouJh?___ 
A small and negligible thing! 

But now resigned within the shed 
He moves uneasy round the stall, 
And lowers his great tufted head 
Against the manger and the wall; 
Too patient now for mighty rage, 
Too mild and cumbrous and uncouth, 
He watches night creep on like age, 
And only dimly knows the truth. 

The night creeps on; the single star 
Of contemplation's lidless eye 
Stares through the stable door ajar, 
Constant, dispassionate, and high; 
Returning at the punctual hour 
To stare on man and beast alike, 
On rising strength or fallen power, 
Nor merciless, nor pitiful, 
Without compassion or dislike; -
And sees the old and lonely bull 
Who does not know that he must die. 

Aug. 1932 

VWM is pleased also to include here in the summer issue, so 
close to event, Andrea Harris's account of her experience at the 
June Bard Conference, along with the welcome news of the plans 
for our next stellar VW conference which we agree with Andrea 
are redemptive occasions for us all. We also include here some 
unwelcome though not unexpected news about Asham House 
from Melba Cuddy-Keene, who has been the VW Society's "point 
person" on this issue. 

"REFLECTIONS ON THE FOURTH ANNUAL 
VIRGINIA WOOLF CONFERENCE" 

Driving through the lush, verdant campus of Bard College in 
early June, I wasn't sure what to expect of my first Virginia Woolf 
conference, but I did know that I was tired of conferences in gen
eral. The crowds, the competitiveness, the vast mixture of subjects 
and approaches-these experiences had put a damper on confer
ences for me. So, I had a perfect emergency exit at hand: since my 
family lives two hours from Bard, I could leave at any time and 
drop in for a visit. 

But from the first event on Thursday-gathering to listen to 
Woolf's only surviving recorded speech and Blanche Wiesen 
Cook's talk-I was certain that I'd have no desire to leave the con
ference early. What first convinced me that I was there to stay was 
the realization that I could indulge my interest in Woolf in the 
company of other avid readfrs. Reading Woolf since high school, I 
had studied the odd novel in a course, but I first read her words 
from cover to cover in an independent study. This isolation has 
marked my study of Woolf, and in some ways it's fitting, for she, 
of course, was one of the great self-taught thinkers. To suddenly 
find myself with hundreds of people who shared the same passion 
and knowledge was exhilarating. Especially for feminists, this 
shared understanding was vitally important, for there was no need 
to justify the work we do, which is so often the case in one's own 
institution as several women noted to me. 

Not only did this common understanding define the ambience 
of those four days at Bard, but I felt that I witnessed this under
standing growing during each event. People offered insights, 
interpretations, arguments, and even citations, all engaged in col
lectively answering Lily Briscoe's question, "What does it mean 
then, what can it all mean?" Having witnessed audiences and pan
elists bickering at larger conferences, or worse, not comunicating 
at all, it was wonderful to see genuine dialogue taking place at the 
close of most sessions. -

Far from abandoning the conference early, I was one of the last 
people to reluctantly leave at 4:30 on Sunday afternoon, after one 

- - i ast, stimulating conversatfon witn a woman I'd meto n°lne fifst-€la.y-. 
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The only consolation for leaving Bard was the prospect of future 
Woolf conferences. This possibility of dipping into that rare ahno
sphere, resuming conversations begun this year, and beginning new 
ones made it easier to say goodbye This is the feeling I recall having 
in graduate school when, as neared the end of my shelf of Woolf's 
novels with sadness, I realized, "Ah, but then there are the essays, 
the letters, the diaries ... and then I can start all over again." 

Andrea L. Harris 
Mansfield University 

Call for Papers: Fifth Annual Virginia Woolf Conference 
Virginia Woolf : Texts and Contexts - June 15 -18, 1995, 
Otterbein College, Westerville, Ohio (near Columbus) 

The conference will explore current directions- in Woolf studies 
by highlighting Woolf's texts and their contexts. Presentations may 
focus on any one or several of Woolf's texts-novels, short stories, 
essays, letters, diaries, non-fiction, memoirs, or manuscripts-and 
they may use any critical approach-textual, feminist, poststruc
turalist, socialist, materialist, cultural, historical, psychoanalytic, 
mythic, etc.-or take any perspective as long as they include links 
between text and context. 

Proposals for three-person panels, workshops, round tables, 
and conversations are encouraged, but proposals for individual 
papers, performances, readings, and mul t i-media presentations 
are also welcome. Conference open to academics, independent 
scholars, common readers, students; 90-minute sessions. 

Proposals must include: one cover page, with name(s), 
address(es), institutional affiliations (if any), phone number(s), title 
of individual paper(s) or panel, and format; and 15 copies of a 
one-page, 250-word abstract for an individual paper or for each 
presentation in a panel-include title of paper(s) or panel on 
absgact, but not names. 

Deadline: February 1, 1995 postmark . Please mail proposals to: 
Be!h Rigel Daugherty, English Department, Otterbein College, 
Westerville, Ohio 43081. Queries? Write to the above address, call 
614 823-1659, or fax 614 823-1315. 



Sketch by Dora Carrington in a letter to Lytton Strachey dated 29 January 1917 

ALL THAT REMAINS 
"So that to know her, or any one, one must seek out the people who 

completed them; even the places." Mrs Dalloway 
Asham (Asheham) House-country home to Virginia Woolf 

and part of her consciousness, 1911-1919-was demolished on 
July 12, 1994. 

The long battle to save Asham House came to an end this July, 
when the house was demolished to provide space for landfill. 
Many members of our society-in particular Maire McQueeney 
and Carol Hansen - worked tirelessly in their attempts to prevent 
the loss of this historic site (see Carol's letter in the Fall 1992 
Miscellany); over 10% of our membership wrote letters of protest; 
many interested community members-although perhaps none 
with more energy and commitment than that remarkable man 
David Anscombe-did what they could to bring the issue to pub
lic attention. On behalf of the Society, I wrote on May 21 of this 
year-in a letter that was widely distributed-to urge the people 
involved to think both globally and far-sightedly about the issue. 
Asking them to consider the significance for the future, I wrote: 

In "The Russian Point of View," Virginia Woolf states, "But the 
mind takes its bias from the place of its birth. . . . " Asham was a place 
strongly tied to Woolf s birth as an artist. More and more, as Woolf s 
reputation spreads, as more and more readers from increasingly diverse 
countries are drawn to her works, students and scholars will arrive in 
England to visit the places that informed her vision. Young students and 
mature scholars, not just from Canada and the United State, but from 
Japan, and China, and India, will be reading her works and wanting to 
know more about the environment in which she lived, the land and the 
surroundings which she saw day by day. To look, as she did, from the 
windows of Asham House is an experience they will not have. 

History will be lost with the demolition of Asham. But at the same 
time, inevitably, another history will be made. Scholars of the future will 
study the story of why and how Asham disappeared in the years 1994, 
the story of how tradition and scholarship lost the battle against eco
nomics and use. 

This will be our legacy for the 21st Century. We wish indeed that we 
had been able to leave Asham to them instead. 

We were asked to consider the possibility or raising money to 
preserve the house by moving it to a different site. We discussed 
this and other possible strategies at the Woolf Annual Conference, 
but it scarcely needed to be said that most of us are scholars, and/ or 
women, and/ or young, and/ or without inheritance-Asham 
House, it became clear, was not to be saved on a diet of dry biscuits 
and stringy prunes. But we thought hard about what could be 
saved, and garnering ideas and suggestions from the group, I wrote 
again when I returned home : 

At the recent general meeting of the Virginia Woolf Society, members 
of the Society were unanimous in their protest against the proposed 
demolition of Asham House. This threatened site and constitutes an 
important document in the life of Virginia Woolf and many of the artists, 
writers, and thinkers with whom she was associated. It is both a resouPCe 
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and a record-of enlivening interest to the "common readers" who travel 
.:: to the Lewes area to explore the land with which Virginia Woolf was inti

mate, of crucial significance to the academics whose historical and schol
arly research demands a knowledge of the circumstances and conditions 
of life in the past. 

Recognizing, however, that it may well be impossible to avert this 
demolition, the Society submits a number of urgent and pressing requests 
for a comprehensive and accurate historical record to be preserved for the 
use of future scholars. In particular, the Society asks for the following: 1) 
full documentation of the house and its site in high-quality professional 
photographs. 2) a non-commercial professional video recording, with as 
little editorializing as possible, to be placed in the University of Sussex 
Library for free access by future scholars, 3) professional blueprints and 
replica drawings, to enable a model of the house to be constructed in the 
future-or indeed to allow for a computerized "reconstruction" of the 
house in virtual reality. 

But the house, I have just learned, was quietly removed. 
Journalists who had asked to be present at the demolition were not 
informed; a recent visitor to the site reports that you would not be 
able to tell that a house had ever been there at all. But something 
yet survives: parts of the house will be used for historical renova
tion; a substantial endowment-some £600,000-to the Arts 
(including £20,000 for Monks House and perhaps £150,000 for 
Charleston) promises a continuance of Virginia Woolf's influence. 
In addition, some of the endowment is being used to establish a 
Literary Fund, the interest of which is to be used in aid of contem
porary women writers. Maire suggests that the Virginia Woolf 
Society may well want to suggest appropriate uses for this money; 
perhaps we should ask for it to be called the Judith Shakespeare 
Fund for Women Writers? 

We are left then with an enigma and an ambiguity that would 
perhaps have appealed to Virginia Woolf herself. Has the Blue 
Circle Cement Company shown extraordinary generosity and 
responsiveness to the needs of the arts in offering this compensa
tion? Or does the endowment represent a rather clever kind of 
blackmail? I don't think I would say-as I don't think Woolf 
would say-it is either one or lhe other. 

We have yet to hear how fully Asham was documented before 
it was destroyed. I hope it turns out that the records we requested 
were actually made. Then, instead of bare ground being all that 
remains, we could look at the photographs, examine the 
blueprints, perhaps even someday step through the virtual 
door-mindful of Woolf, and the haunted house, and grateful, in 
the end, that at least all that remains. 

And then "the unseen might survive, be recovered somehow attached to 
this person or that, or even haunting certain places, after death. Perhaps
perhaps." 

Melba Cuddy-Keane 
University of Toronto 
Scarborough Campus 

NEWS ABOUT UP-COMING ISSUES OF VWM 
The fall Virginia Woolf Miscellany is a theme issue centered on 

the topic of Woolf and Fascism. Submissions on any aspect of 
Woolf's engagement with fascist and Nazi ideology, art, and poli
tics will be considered. Please submit articles of 500-1000 words, 
typed, postmarked by September 1st, to Merry Pawlowski, 
Department of English and Communications, California State 
University, Bakersfield, 9001 Stockdale Hwy., Bakersfield, CA 
93311-1099. 

The Virginia Woolf Society will host a panel entitled "Virginia 
Woolf: the Constructs of Community in the Contexts of Fascism" 
at the MLA Convention in San Diego, Tuesday, December 27, 5:15-
6:30 p.m. Panelists include Christine Froula, "Revising Freud's 
Masterplot: Sexuality, Violence, and Civilization in Between the 
Acts;" Vara Neverow, "Defying the Dic(k)tators from Freud to 
Fascism: Virginia Woolf and Penis Mockery;" Jessica Berman, 
"Community as Opposition: Virginia Woolf's Anti-fascist 
Discourse;" Molly Travis, Bodiless Heads vs. Headless Bodies: 
Virgina Woolf's Community of Rational Individuals in the Context 
of the Fascist State;" Merry Pawlowski, chair and respondent. 



LET US RE-READ AND ASSESS "CLASSICS" 

IN WOOLF CRITICISM 

For a newly inaugurated section of the Virginia Woolf Miscellany on 
reevaluating the classics of Woolf criticism, assessing what endures, 
and even indulging personal preferences, please send submissions to 
Vara Neverow, Department of English, Southern Connecticut State 
University, New Haven, CT 06515. These reassessments, commentaries, 
reflections, and meditations should not be longer than perhaps 150-200 
words and should focus on works prior to 1980, unless the work has 
gone out of print. The following thumbnail assessment. of Madeline 
Moore's The Short Season Between Two Silences is an appropriate example 
of what a contributor might want to accomplish in such a re-evaluation 
of important critical resources. 

Lisa Williams, a doctoral candidate at the City University of New 
York Graduate Center, offers an example of a succinct commentary on 
a prematurely out-of-print work that has already become a classic in 
feminist Woolf studies: 

When I first read Madeline Moore's beautiful book, The Short Season 
Between Two Silences: The Mystical and Political in the Novels of 
Virginia Woolf (G. Allen anti Unwin, 1984), I felt as if a new path had been 
opened up in Virginia Woolf scholarship. This book has helped me a great deal 
in my own work as a graduate student currently writing my dissertation on 
Woolf Particularly meaningful to me is Moore's argument that the losses 
Woolf sustained, the emotional bereavement over the premature death of her 
mother, step-sister, and brother, as well as Woolf s own unfulfilled longing for 
women, led Woolf to empathize with the marginal outsiders of society and 
formed the basis of her political radicalism. 

While Woolfs earliest memories of her mother and her mystical descrip
tions of nature are similar, Moore sees that "Woolf's relationship to her 
mother was like that of an unrequited lover, and she wrote for her mother's 
approval. But she also wrote to recreate the ambience of that first memory, 
that return to a mystical unity which her relationship with her mother signi
fied"(12). The losses Woolf experienced taught her that chaos and suffering 
could disrupt the harmony of the universe at any time, and as Moore argues, 
this paradox is echoed throughout Woolfs novels. Perhaps the most valuable 
aspects of Moore's study are her discussion of Woolfs pre-oedipal attachment 

to her mother and her identification of the centrality of the Demeter and 
Persephone myth and other matriarchal mythologies in Woolfs fiction. These 

- i1{1portant insights have enabled the current critical discourse to continue to
build steadily upon Moore's work.

Thanks, Lisa, and I hope to hear from others. 
Vara Neverow 
Southern Connecticut State University 

NOTICES FROM THE VIRGINIA WOOLF SOCIETY OFFICERS 

Denise Marshall, newly elected secretary of the Virginia Woolf 
Society, apologizes for any difficulties or delays during this transition 
period. For information on membership status, fees, priviliges, etc., 
please write her at 14549 West Bay Rd., Sterling, New York, 13156, or 
call her at 315 947-6603, or fax her at 315 341-2854, in the English 
Department, SUNY-Oswego. And she assures us that the Annual 
Bibliography for VWS members is in the works! 

From our new VWS president Melba Cuddy-Keane, a call for ideas 
about how /where to hold our traditional VWS social at this year's San 
Diego MLA. As so many of us will be car-less, it will need to be in the 
MLA neighborhood. Even after the location problem is solved, she will 
need a local committee to help arrange logistics as it is difficult to 
"imagine San Diego" all the way from Canada! Do call, fax, or write her 
if you have any suggestions: her telephone number is 416 265-4660, her 
fax number 416 265-6823, and her address, University of Toronto, 
Scarborough Campus, 1265 Military Trail, Scarborough, Ontario, MIC 
1A4, Canada. Thanks! 

Remember, dear VWM readers, should you change your address, 
as we scholar gypsies frequently do, to notify us here at the SSU 
address so that our mailing list can be kept current. It saves $$ on 
returned mail and keeps you from missing out on such "scoops" as 
the surprising issue #43. 

Back issues are still available for most #s for a donation of $1 or so 
per issue; the three Indexes, at $5 apiece, are essential research tools 
now that VWM includes so much work on such diverse topics. 
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