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Virginia Woolf (1882–1941) was a pioneering English writer, essayist, and modernist thinker. 

A key figure in the literary world of the early 20th century, she is best known for her experimental narrative techniques 

and profound psychological insights.




Born into an intellectual family in London, Woolf was exposed to literature from an early age. She became one of the 

leading members of the Bloomsbury Group, an influential collective of writers, artists, and philosophers. 

Her works, including Mrs Dalloway (1925), To the Lighthouse (1927), and Orlando (1928), broke 

traditional literary conventions by exploring stream-of-consciousness narration and shifting perspectives.




Woolf’s essays, particularly A Room of One’s Own (1929), remain vital feminist texts advocating for women's 

intellectual and creative independence. Her writing challenged societal norms, addressed mental health, and examined the 

fluidity of identity.




Despite her literary success, Woolf struggled with mental illness throughout her life. She tragically ended her life 

in 1941, but her influence endures, shaping modern literature and feminist thought.




















The New Dress


Mabel had her first serious suspicion that something was wrong

as she took her cloak off and Mrs. Barnet, while handing her the

mirror and touching the brushes and thus drawing her attention,

perhaps rather markedly, to all the appliances for tidying and

improving hair, complexion, clothes, which existed on the dressing

table, confirmed the suspicion—that it was not right, not quite

right, which growing stronger as she went upstairs and springing at

her, with conviction as she greeted Clarissa Dalloway, she went

straight to the far end of the room, to a shaded corner where a

looking-glass hung and looked. No! It was not RIGHT. And at once

the misery which she always tried to hide, the profound

dissatisfaction—the sense she had had, ever since she was a child,

of being inferior to other people—set upon her, relentlessly,

remorselessly, with an intensity which she could not beat off, as

she would when she woke at night at home, by reading Borrow or

Scott; for oh these men, oh these women, all were thinking—"What's

Mabel wearing? What a fright she looks! What a hideous new

dress!"—their eyelids flickering as they came up and then their

lids shutting rather tight. It was her own appalling inadequacy;

her cowardice; her mean, water-sprinkled blood that depressed her.

And at once the whole of the room where, for ever so many hours,

she had planned with the little dressmaker how it was to go, seemed

sordid, repulsive; and her own drawing-room so shabby, and herself,

going out, puffed up with vanity as she touched the letters on the

hall table and said: "How dull!" to show off—all this now seemed

unutterably silly, paltry, and provincial. All this had been

absolutely destroyed, shown up, exploded, the moment she came into

Mrs. Dalloway's drawing-room.


What she had thought that evening when, sitting over the

teacups, Mrs. Dalloway's invitation came, was that, of course, she

could not be fashionable. It was absurd to pretend it even—fashion

meant cut, meant style, meant thirty guineas at least—but why not

be original? Why not be herself, anyhow? And, getting up, she had

taken that old fashion book of her mother's, a Paris fashion book

of the time of the Empire, and had thought how much prettier, more

dignified, and more womanly they were then, and so set herself—oh,

it was foolish—trying to be like them, pluming herself in fact,

upon being modest and old-fashioned, and very charming, giving

herself up, no doubt about it, to an orgy of self-love, which

deserved to be chastised, and so rigged herself out like this.
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