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Virginia Woolf's "Mrs. Dalloway" is a seminal work in modernist literature that intricately weaves together the inner thoughts and external experiences of its protagonist, Clarissa Dalloway, as she prepares for a high-society party in post-World War I London. Utilizing a stream-of-consciousness narrative style, Woolf delves into themes of time, mental health, and the complexities of human relationships. The novel captures the ephemeral nature of existence and the harsh realities of a society grappling with the aftermath of war, using vivid imagery and rich symbolism to explore the characters' interwoven lives over the course of a single day. Virginia Woolf, a key figure in the early 20th-century literary modernism, was deeply influenced by her own experiences with mental health and the societal constraints placed on women of her time. Her background as a member of the Bloomsbury Group and her commitment to exploring the inner lives of women provided a fertile ground for crafting "Mrs. Dalloway," reflecting both her personal struggles and her keen sociocultural observations. Woolf's innovative techniques and thematic preoccupations make her work a pivotal exploration of modern consciousness. "Mrs. Dalloway" is highly recommended for readers interested in the intricate interplay of personal and societal themes. Woolf's lyrical prose captivates and challenges readers to consider the nuances of identity, memory, and the passage of time. This novel not only represents a cornerstone of modernist literature but also remains relevant in its exploration of the human condition. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In "More Pages from a Journal," William Hale White presents a reflective tapestry of personal experiences and meditations on the human condition, blending autobiography with philosophical inquiry. Written in an introspective style that draws on the venerated traditions of English essayists, the book traverses themes of identity, belief, and emotional honesty. White'Äôs nuanced observations are enriched by his mastery of language, allowing readers to navigate the complexities of his thoughts while situating his narrative within the broader context of Victorian introspection and the emerging modernist ethos. William Hale White, known for his contributions to literature and social commentary, grew up in a milieu that valued intellectual inquiry and moral integrity. His experiences as a writer and a keen observer of society profoundly influenced his perspective on life, prompting him to craft this journal as not just a personal exploration but also a universal reflection. The interplay of his religious beliefs and his quest for understanding human motives underscores the motivations behind his writing, making this work a crucial piece of his literary legacy. "More Pages from a Journal" is highly recommended for those who appreciate deeply personal prose that is both confessional and thought-provoking. Readers seeking to engage with the intricacies of the human psyche, particularly through a lens shaped by Victorian sensibilities, will find this collection resonates with enduring relevance and emotional depth.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Evelina, Or, the History of a Young Lady's Entrance into the World



Burney, Fanny

4057664184535

411

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In 'Evelina, Or, the History of a Young Lady's Entrance into the World,' Fanny Burney crafts a compelling epistolary novel that intricately explores the trials and tribulations of a young woman's debut into society. Set in the late 18th century, the narrative unfolds through the protagonist's letters, capturing the nuances of social conventions, gender dynamics, and the quest for identity within the rigid class structures of her time. Burney's wit and keen observation of societal norms not only provide a vivid portrait of the era but also establish her work as a precursor to the modern novel. Fanny Burney, born in 1752 to a literary family, drew inspiration from her rich cultural milieu and her own experiences navigating the complexities of social life. As a prominent figure in the literary community, she witnessed both the glitter and gloom of the upper classes, which informed her portrayal of Evelina's challenges, particularly in the realms of romance and reputation. Burney's correspondence with influential figures, including Samuel Johnson and Madame de Staël, further illustrates her immersion in the literary conversation of her time. 'Evelina' is a must-read for those interested in early feminist literature and the evolution of the novel as a form. Burney's intelligent satire and emotional depth resonate with contemporary audiences, making Evelina's journey both relatable and thought-provoking. This work not only illuminates the constraints placed upon women in the 18th century but also celebrates their resilience and capacity for self-determination. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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Excellent Women is a curated collection of biographical sketches celebrating the lives, faith, and service of remarkable Christian women. Originally compiled by the Religious Tract Society in London during the late 1800s, this volume offers concise, inspiring portraits of individuals whose lives embodied devotion, social reform, leadership, and spiritual depth. From early chapters about Elizabeth Fry — the Quaker philanthropist and prison reformer — to profiles of Susanna Wesley, Hannah More, Frances Ridley Havergal, Ann Judson, and others, the compilation presents a diversity of characters united by their moral conviction and impact on society. Each biography sketches the subject's upbringing, spiritual journey, challenges faced, and their enduring legacy. The writing is accessible yet dignified, suitable for general readers interested in religious history, women's biographies, Christian witness, or Victorian-era ministry. While not a modern critical biography, Excellent Women serves as an evocative introduction to lives lived with purpose—an encouragement for readers seeking models of faith in action.
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    Here, the mind at work is both workshop and battlefield, where sentences are tempered by time, doubt, and the pressures of ordinary days. A Writer’s Diary invites readers to witness the daily negotiations that nourish and test artistic resolve. It presents the evolving landscape of a writer’s craft as it is actually lived: plans jotted between errands, insights startled into being by a walk or a book, and the recurring reckoning with form, stamina, and purpose. Instead of a retrospective portrait, this book opens the door to a living process, letting us see how the labor of making art circulates through every hour of a life.

A Writer’s Diary: Being Extracts from the Diary of Virginia Woolf is a posthumous selection first published in 1953 by the Hogarth Press, edited by Leonard Woolf. It gathers passages from Virginia Woolf’s private journals that relate specifically to her reading, drafting, and revision, as well as her reflections on the conditions of literary work. The volume is not a complete diary, but a purposeful curation that emphasizes the making of literature. For readers, it offers a rare vantage: a sustained record of decisions, doubts, and breakthroughs that shaped one of the twentieth century’s most consequential modernist writers.

Virginia Woolf, a central figure of the Bloomsbury Group and a leading innovator of English-language modernism, kept diaries across the turbulent decades of the early twentieth century. The entries included here span the late 1910s through 1941, crossing the interwar years and reaching into the opening months of the Second World War. The settings shift between London and Sussex, but the subject is consistently the life of the mind: the rhythms of reading, the pressure of deadlines, the weather’s effect on mood, the practicalities of publishing, and the continual recalibration of voice, structure, and scale that serious writing demands.

The premise is simple yet inexhaustible: follow the writer at her desk and away from it, as observation becomes material and material becomes art. In these pages, daily notes about a paragraph’s cadence stand alongside glimpses of conversations, theater-going, and walks that catalyze ideas. We overhear experiments with point of view and the choreography of scenes, but also frank assessments of fatigue and elation. The diary’s pace is elastic, registering flashes of intuition as well as deliberate plans for future work. It is a chronicle of practice in progress, showing how creation is braided with circumstance.

This book holds classic status because it renders the making of literature visible with unusual clarity and elegance. Rather than treat inspiration as a mystery, Woolf records the incremental, revisable, and bodily nature of craft, a view that has informed generations of writers and scholars. A Writer’s Diary complements her fiction and essays by revealing the scaffolding behind them—an archive of methods, hesitations, and tests. Its influence extends beyond literary history: it has entered classrooms, studios, and reading groups as a standard text for thinking about process, discipline, and the imaginative stakes of form.

The volume’s reach can be traced in the way later novelists, memoirists, and critics treat the diary and notebook as legitimate, even exemplary, literary spaces. Many have turned to Woolf’s practice as a model for recording experiments, tracking drafts, and articulating self-imposed constraints. In creative writing pedagogy, the book often serves as a companion to discussions of revision and routine, not because it offers rules, but because it legitimizes uncertainty as part of method. Its testimony has helped shape a broad understanding of artistic development as iterative, reflective, and inseparable from reading and conversation.

Formally, the writing displays Woolf’s characteristic sensitivity to cadence, image, and perspective, but in a register looser than her published essays. Sentences extend and contract with the hour’s urgency, moving from a note on a chapter’s tempo to a shard of street life, then to a judgment on a book freshly finished. Time is the diary’s chief instrument: it marks the return of problems, registers seasonal shifts in attention, and accumulates minor perceptions into durable convictions. The result is an aesthetics of dailiness, an art of noticing that shows how texture, tone, and structure ripen across intervals.

Threaded through the entries are themes that continue to resonate: the negotiation of public and private selves; the interplay of body and mind in the work of composition; the measure of time in days, seasons, and historical shocks; the conditions that enable or obstruct women’s intellectual labor; and the resilience of form under pressure. The diary also records the world’s insistence—the news, the weather, the demands of correspondence—on the writer’s solitude. By acknowledging these crosscurrents, Woolf maps a sustainable, if precarious, practice in which art does not escape life but is made within it.

As editor, Leonard Woolf shaped a book expressly about writing by selecting passages that illuminate process and craft, omitting much that belongs to a more comprehensive life record. His framing makes the selection a coherent work in its own right, inviting readers to follow recurring problems and solutions across years. The result is an account that foregrounds drafting, reading, and publication without claiming to be definitive. This editorial choice gives A Writer’s Diary a distinctive focus: it reads as a long conversation between a working writer and her work, with the surrounding world always audible at the edges.

To enter these pages is to experience the rhythm of a working life: beginnings that falter and resume, projects that expand beyond intention, and the humble labor of returning to a paragraph until it rings true. The book encourages a slow, companionable reading, allowing the reader to observe how ideas incubate and how setbacks provoke new strategies. It is also a chronicle of attention, showing how alertness—to a voice, a room, a sentence—can be trained. Without revealing outcomes in advance, the diary traces the arc by which an initial glimmer becomes a durable artistic choice.

The publication history underscores an ethical dimension: this is private writing made public after Woolf’s death, selected by a trusted editor and collaborator who oversaw her literary estate. Readers therefore encounter a document both intimate and shaped, candid yet curated. For those seeking a wider context, more expansive editions of Woolf’s diaries have since made additional material available, but A Writer’s Diary remains singular in purpose. Its design as a companion for writers and readers preserves a clarity of focus that later, fuller compilations inevitably diffuse, ensuring its continued utility alongside its literary grace.

Today, its relevance is undiminished. In an era attentive to process, mental health, and the economics of creative labor, Woolf’s record of persistence, doubt, and renewal speaks directly to readers and practitioners. The book offers a durable model for sustaining imagination amid distraction and upheaval, and it affirms the value of daily practice as a form of knowledge. A Writer’s Diary endures not only as evidence of a major modernist at work but as a living guide to thinking, reading, and making—an invitation to cultivate attention and to build a life around the sentences that ask to be written.
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    A Writer’s Diary is a posthumous selection of Virginia Woolf’s journal entries, edited by Leonard Woolf and first published in 1953. Drawn primarily from the years 1918 to 1941, the volume concentrates on her working life rather than providing a complete personal record. Its chronology allows readers to follow the evolution of her projects, the rhythms of drafting and revision, and the interplay between reading, publishing, and daily routine. Leonard Woolf’s framing material lightly situates the extracts, but the emphasis remains on Virginia Woolf’s own reflections, which trace a continuous inquiry into craft, stamina, and artistic risk within the larger currents of British literary and cultural life.

The early entries unfold against the close of the First World War and the settling of habits that sustain long projects. Woolf weighs the demands of editing and publishing at the Hogarth Press against the need for uninterrupted composition. She tests critical ideas in reviews and essays, treating the diary as a workshop for tone and structure. Notes on pacing, character, and perspective accumulate as she moves from experiments and sketches toward the sustained narrative architecture that will shape her mid‑1920s fiction. Throughout, she records fluctuations of health and concentration, linking creative progress to routine, rest, and reading.

As the 1920s advance, Woolf develops the methods that culminate in Mrs Dalloway and To the Lighthouse. The diary tracks decisions about framing time, arranging scenes, and distributing consciousness among characters. She comments on the pressures of publication schedules and the bracing, sometimes distracting, effect of early responses. London’s social texture and the pull of coastal landscapes enter as problems of form rather than mere scenery. Entries reveal how themes of memory, mortality, and community are negotiated sentence by sentence, and how revision serves both clarity and daring. The diary here becomes a ledger of risk, recording failures that ultimately recalibrate method.

The later 1920s bring a playful turn with Orlando and a sustained inquiry into women and writing in A Room of One’s Own. Woolf reflects on stretching biography’s boundaries, calibrating tone between satire, fantasia, and affectionate portraiture. Preparing and delivering lectures sharpens her sense of audience and argument, and she registers the challenge of translating archival observation into lucid, persuasive prose. Press work continues to compete for hours, yet also supplies contact with new manuscripts and ideas. The entries weigh independence, material conditions, and the responsibilities of literary reputation, while tracking how public speaking feeds back into fictional technique.

Around 1930–1931 the diary follows the composition of The Waves, where Woolf tests the limits of voice, pattern, and interiority. She records exhilaration at passages that align with her ambitions and dismay when abstraction clouds human presence. References to other arts—rhythm, color, and form—enter as analogies for arrangement and emphasis. Fatigue is candidly measured against the need to push beyond familiar solutions. The entries also observe aging within her circle and shifts in aesthetic debates, using these contexts to assess how far a novel can privilege language and cadence while remaining intelligible and moving to readers.

In the early and mid‑1930s, plans for The Pargiters evolve into two distinct books: the novel The Years and the later essay collection Three Guineas. The diary shows her separating narrative from polemic, while retaining an interest in institutions, family structures, and the practical constraints on women’s lives. Research notes, experiments with documentary material, and worries about length and tempo punctuate the record. As drafts expand and contract, she weighs market expectations alongside artistic measure. Editorial tasks and reviewing continue, sharpening her judgments about clarity, evidence, and scope as she calibrates what fiction and nonfiction can each responsibly do.

The late 1930s entries find Woolf contending with political crisis and the responsibilities of argument in Three Guineas. She monitors how newspapers, public speeches, and correspondence press on her prose, intensifying questions of address and evidence. The diary registers the pull between advocacy and imaginative freedom, and the risk of oversimplifying in pursuit of urgency. Work at the Hogarth Press persists amid uncertainty, and notes on reading signal both escape and replenishment. Woolf’s sense of audience widens, even as she foregrounds the private disciplines—drafting schedules, daily word counts—that anchor her in a period of escalating tension.

With the outbreak of war, the diary traces disruption to routines and the stubborn continuity of work. Entries mention precautions, displacement between city and countryside, and the difficulty of maintaining concentration under threat. Woolf advances the biography Roger Fry and returns to fiction with a final novel in progress, using the diary to test motifs, cadences, and structural hinges. Observations of landscape and neighbors accrue as counterpoints to news reports, yielding a texture of immediacy without spectacle. The record balances fear with craft, showing how contingency alters method while leaving core artistic aims intact.

Across these years, A Writer’s Diary presents a sustained portrait of vocation. It documents how projects are conceived, built, abandoned, and reclaimed; how reading and conversation become technique; and how publishing pressures can both distort and refine judgment. Without claiming completeness, the selection offers a rare, practical anatomy of modernist practice from the inside. Its enduring significance lies in showing ambition joined to self‑scrutiny, and in demonstrating that style emerges from repeated choices under changing conditions. The book stands as a guide and a historical witness, clarifying the labor that underwrites the achievements of Virginia Woolf’s oeuvre.
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    A Writer’s Diary gathers Virginia Woolf’s private reflections on writing across roughly 1918 to 1941, years shaped by Britain’s late-imperial society, parliamentary government, and a stratified class system. The principal settings are London—especially Bloomsbury—and the Sussex countryside at Monk’s House. Dominant institutions included the monarchy, the Anglican church’s lingering cultural authority, elite universities, and a powerful publishing and periodical press. These decades spanned the aftermath of the First World War, the turbulent interwar economy, the rise of mass media, and the onset of a second global conflict. Woolf’s entries, selected posthumously, unfold within this dense matrix of social authority, cultural experimentation, and political upheaval.

The Bloomsbury Group, a loose circle of writers, artists, and thinkers clustered in and around London’s Bloomsbury district, forms a crucial background. Figures such as Vanessa Bell, Lytton Strachey, E. M. Forster, John Maynard Keynes, Duncan Grant, Roger Fry, and Leonard Woolf shared commitments to aesthetic innovation and personal freedom influenced by G. E. Moore’s ethics. They questioned Victorian conventions on sexuality, class hierarchy, and war. A Writer’s Diary captures Woolf’s vantage point inside this milieu: its salons, collaborations, and disputes supplied both stimulus and scrutiny, and the entries frequently register how communal discussion and private craft intersected in the making of modern literature.

The literary movement most visible behind the diary is modernism, which gained force from the 1900s through the 1930s. Modernism favored experiment over convention, probing consciousness, time, and perception. In Britain and Ireland, writers such as James Joyce and T. S. Eliot exemplified radical form; Katherine Mansfield’s short fiction also mattered to Woolf’s sense of possibilities. The diary often records technical challenges—shifts in narrative perspective, rhythms of sentence and scene—that echo broader debates about replacing Victorian realism with new forms. Woolf’s meditations on character, voice, and structure register a culture-wide break, mirroring postwar disillusion and the search for fresh artistic orders.

The Hogarth Press, founded by Leonard and Virginia Woolf in 1917 at Richmond, provided both livelihood and laboratory. Beginning with a handpress, they issued limited editions and then more ambitious lists, publishing Katherine Mansfield’s Prelude in 1918 and a British edition of Eliot’s The Waste Land in 1923. From the mid-1920s they sponsored English translations of Sigmund Freud under the International Psycho-Analytical Library. A Writer’s Diary repeatedly notes proofs, schedules, printing headaches, and publicity, revealing how author, editor, and publisher roles converged. The Press offered Woolf uncommon control over format, jacket art, pricing, and audience, crucial conditions for modernist experiment.

The diary unfolds alongside sweeping changes in women’s civic status. The Representation of the People Act 1918 enfranchised many women over 30; the Equal Franchise Act 1928 extended the vote on the same terms as men. The Sex Disqualification (Removal) Act 1919 opened most professions and the civil service to women. Yet institutional barriers persisted—Oxford granted women degrees in 1920; Cambridge delayed full degrees until 1948. Woolf’s recorded frustrations with money, rooms, and gatekeeping resonate with these facts, converging with the arguments she developed publicly in 1928 lectures that became A Room of One’s Own. The diary’s craft notes thus inhabit a changing legal landscape.

The First World War’s devastation, ending in 1918, saturated interwar Britain with grief, memorials, and a suspicion of old certainties. The 1918–1920 influenza pandemic compounded loss. In this atmosphere, writers and artists questioned inherited forms, institutions, and patriotic rhetoric. While Woolf’s diary rarely rehearses battlefield history, it repeatedly contends with the war’s psychic and cultural aftershocks: altered gender roles, mourning practices, and the credibility of national myths. Her reflections on the need to invent new ways to represent consciousness are historically tethered to a society reassembling itself after mechanized slaughter and a global health catastrophe.

Economic turbulence marked the 1920s. A short, sharp slump in 1920–1921, regional unemployment, and structural decline in coal and heavy industry fed labor militancy. The 1926 General Strike, called to support miners, halted transport and newspapers for several days and polarized public opinion. A Writer’s Diary registers class tensions not as statistical abstraction but as urban observation: servants’ scarcity, rising costs, and discomfort with social deference. Woolf’s interest in the everyday movements of clerks, shopworkers, and domestics situates her craft within a Britain arguing about wages, work, and the meaning of culture amid uneven prosperity.

Interwar print culture created a mass reading public. Subscription libraries such as Boots Booklovers’ Library shaped demand, favoring titles deemed respectable for broad circulation. Periodicals and review culture—the Times Literary Supplement among them—conferred prestige and mediated reputation. Debates over the middlebrow, sharpened by critics and academics in the late 1920s and early 1930s, questioned the relation between high art and mass taste. In the diary, Woolf’s attention to reviewers, sales, bindings, and price points reflects how creative decisions were entangled with distribution systems and moral gatekeeping. The writer’s workshop was never far from the marketplace’s preferences and constraints.

Radio altered literary life. The British Broadcasting Company, founded in 1922 and chartered as the British Broadcasting Corporation in 1927, reached millions with news, talks, and drama. Woolf engaged this new medium, delivering the broadcast Craftsmanship in 1937. The diary captures anxieties and possibilities around speaking to an unseen audience and condensing literary thought into timed segments. Broadcasting compressed arguments, widened reach, and redefined authority. For a writer steeped in silent pages and private readers, the microphone symbolized both democratization of culture and new pressures on style, tone, and public persona.

Visual modernism also framed Woolf’s practice. Post-Impressionist exhibitions organized by Roger Fry in 1910 and 1912 challenged realism and academic taste in Britain. The Omega Workshops, active 1913–1919, promoted modern design in everyday objects. Woolf lived amid this art, with Vanessa Bell and Duncan Grant designing dust jackets for the Hogarth Press. The diary’s descriptions of color, pattern, and composition often parallel painterly concerns, linking prose rhythm to visual experiment. By recording the making of books as objects—the feel of paper, the impact of jackets—Woolf situates literature inside a broader modernist assault on Victorian aesthetics.

Sexual norms and censorship formed another decisive context. Male homosexual acts were criminalized under the 1885 Labouchere Amendment, and the Obscene Publications Act of 1857 enabled suppression of works deemed immoral. In 1928, Radclyffe Hall’s The Well of Loneliness, a lesbian novel, was banned in Britain. Bloomsbury’s comparatively open attitudes toward sexuality stood against such legal and cultural conservatism. Entries in A Writer’s Diary surrounding the composition and reception of Orlando, published in 1928 and inspired by Vita Sackville-West, register the risks and disguises demanded by the public sphere. The diary’s candor is edged by the era’s punitive scrutiny.

The British Empire remained a dominant world power in these decades, even as anti-colonial pressures grew. The Irish Free State was established in 1922; elsewhere, imperial administration and trade shaped metropolitan culture. Leonard Woolf’s prior service in Ceylon (now Sri Lanka) informed his political writing and some Hogarth Press interests. The Press’s international lists, including translations of European thinkers such as Freud from 1924 onward, reveal a cosmopolitan intellectual traffic. A Writer’s Diary occasionally touches travel, foreign correspondence, and translation as practical problems of production, reflecting how imperial and continental networks threaded through London’s literary economy.

Interwar Britain witnessed evolving understandings of mental health. Psychoanalysis, embraced by some intellectuals, reached a wider English readership partly through Hogarth’s Freud translations. New clinics, including the Tavistock Clinic (founded 1920), signaled institutional shifts alongside older treatments emphasizing rest and seclusion. Woolf’s diary forthrightly records cycles of vitality and exhaustion, the management of work, and the social stigma attached to nervous illness. Without medical theorizing, her entries exhibit how creative labor coexisted with fragility in a culture oscillating between emerging psychologies and entrenched moral judgments about steadiness, productivity, and self-command.

The 1930s political climate darkened. Fascism consolidated in Italy after 1922 and in Germany after 1933. In Britain, the British Union of Fascists was founded in 1932 and met counter-mobilization, notably at Cable Street in 1936. The Spanish Civil War (1936–1939) and the Munich Agreement (1938) sharpened disputes about appeasement, pacifism, and collective security. Woolf’s 1938 essay Three Guineas argued against militarism and the patriarchal institutions that sustained it. A Writer’s Diary, in entries from these years, registers fear, anger, and the strain of writing under threat, aligning private craft with the era’s urgent questions about authority and violence.

Technologies of everyday life reshaped perception and narrative. London’s electrification, expanding bus and Underground networks, typewriters, telephones, and the cinema—transitioning to sound at the decade’s end—altered tempo and attention. Woolf followed film culture, publishing an essay on cinema in the 1920s, and walked the city as observer; her 1930 essay Street Haunting reflects that habit. The diary captures crowds, shop windows, and the play of light, transposing metropolitan rhythms into prose experiment. Such entries show how interwar technologies created new sensory orders to which modernist form, including Woolf’s, responded with montage, interior monologue, and shifting focalization.

The Second World War reached the British home front in 1939 with evacuations, blackouts, and rationing. The Blitz of 1940–1941 brought sustained bombing to London and other cities. Woolf’s London dwellings and Hogarth Press premises suffered bomb damage in 1940, and she spent increasing time at Monk’s House in Sussex. Paper rationing constrained publishing; sirens and shelter routines fractured workdays. A Writer’s Diary includes urgent notations of raids, losses, and the ethics of writing during catastrophe. These fragments situate literary labor amid civil defense and material scarcity, showing how war compresses both time for art and the audience it addresses.

Beyond discrete events, the diary records the economics of authorship: contracts, advances, serial rights, and the weight of reviews. It notes circulating library pressures on length and content, the seasonal timing of lists, and the role of jacket copy. Such details position Woolf not as isolated genius but as an artisanal professional negotiating terms with editors, printers, and booksellers. In a culture debating the value of art versus entertainment, these entries display the infrastructure that made modernism possible—machinery, paper, publicity—and the compromises and freedoms the Hogarth arrangement supplied to sustain innovative prose during volatile decades.
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    Virginia Woolf (1882–1941) was a British novelist, essayist, and critic, a central figure in literary modernism and the Bloomsbury Group. Her experiments with narrative perspective, interior monologue, and the representation of time reshaped the twentieth-century novel. Working across fiction, criticism, biography, and polemic, she examined consciousness, social convention, and the conditions that enable or silence creativity. Woolf's essays reflected on the practice of reading and writing as well as on the cultural institutions that shape them. Her reputation, debated during her lifetime, grew steadily after mid-century, and she is now widely regarded as one of the most influential English-language writers of her era.

Educated largely at home in London, Woolf read widely in English and classical literature and trained herself as a critic through sustained study. In the late 1890s she attended the Ladies' Department of King's College London, where she studied history and classics and encountered scholarly debates about the Victorian and modern periods. Around the early 1900s she began publishing reviews in periodicals, including the Times Literary Supplement, honing a voice attentive to form and tradition. Her developing aesthetics engaged with realism, the legacies of nineteenth-century fiction, and new experimental currents, laying the groundwork for her later innovations in narrative technique and essayistic argument.

Her first novel, The Voyage Out (1915), introduced themes of self-scrutiny and social ritual within a conventional framework. Night and Day (1919) continued to test the Edwardian novel's structures while refining her sense of character and time. In 1917 she co-founded the Hogarth Press, a small press that published her work and significant contemporary writing, giving her unusual control over design and distribution. That autonomy supported experimentation evident in Monday or Tuesday (1921), a collection of short prose pieces that explored fragmentary perception and urban modernity. By the early 1920s, critics recognized a decisive shift in Woolf's method toward a more radical modernist style.

Jacob's Room (1922) signaled this break, replacing linear plot with a prismatic portrait built from voices, objects, and absences. Mrs Dalloway (1925) refined stream-of-consciousness techniques to trace consciousness across a single day, and To the Lighthouse (1927) probed memory, perception, and the passage of time through art's shaping power. In these works, structural design—shifting viewpoints, symbolic patterning, and rhythmic prose—carried as much weight as incident. Critics praised the daring form and psychological acuity, even as debates persisted about accessibility and scope. These novels established Woolf as a leading modernist whose technical innovations reimagined how narrative could register experience.

Orlando (1928) offered a playful biographical fantasy spanning centuries and genders, engaging questions of identity, history, and literary lineage; its genesis is often linked to Woolf's close friendship with the writer Vita Sackville-West. The Common Reader (first series 1925; second series 1932) collected essays that model generous, historically aware criticism. A Room of One's Own (1929) articulated a sustained argument about women's material and educational conditions as preconditions for artistic achievement, a touchstone for feminist thought. The Waves (1931) pushed formal experiment further, presenting interlaced soliloquies that blur boundaries between character, voice, and poetic meditation.

In the 1930s Woolf's writing turned more explicitly to public life. The Years (1937) mapped social change across generations, while Three Guineas (1938) examined the connections among education, professional exclusion, and militarism, arguing for resistance to authoritarianism and patriarchal structures. She also pursued biography and criticism, including Roger Fry (1940), an exploration of an art critic whose ideas influenced British modernism. The Hogarth Press remained a conduit for experimental and international work, situating Woolf within wider debates about culture and politics. During this period she continued to refine her reflections on reading, language, and the responsibilities of writers.

Woolf completed Between the Acts in 1941, a formally intricate novel set around a village pageant that contemplates art, history, and impending war; it was published shortly after her death that year. Recurrent mental illness shadowed her life, and she died by suicide during the Second World War. Posthumous editions of diaries, letters, and essays broadened understanding of her craft and intellectual range. Her legacy endures in narrative theory, feminist criticism, and creative writing across genres. Writers, scholars, and readers continue to draw on her insights into consciousness, social constraint, and artistic freedom, ensuring her central place in modern literature.
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Monday, August 5th.

While waiting to buy a book in which to record my impressions first of Christina Rossetti, then of Byron, I had better write them here. For one thing I have hardly any money left, having bought Leconte de Lisle[1] in great quantities. Christina has the great distinction of being a born poet, as she seems to have known very well herself. But if I were bringing a case against God she is one of the first witnesses I should call. It is melancholy reading. First she starved herself of love, which I meant also life; then of poetry in deference to what she thought her religion demanded. There were two good suitors. The first indeed had his peculiarities. He had a conscience. She could only marry a particular shade of Christian. He could only stay that shade for a few months at a time. Finally he developed Roman Catholicism and was lost. Worse still was the case of Mr Collins—a really delightful scholar—an unworldly recluse—a single-minded worshipper of Christina, who could never be brought into the fold at all. On this account she could visit him affectionately in his lodgings, which she did to the end of her life. Poetry was castrated too. She would set herself to do the psalms into verse; and to make all her poetry subservient to the Christian doctrines. Consequently, as I think, If she starved into austere emaciation a very fine original gift, which only wanted licence to take to itself a far finer form than, shall we say, Mrs Browning’s. She wrote very easily; in a spontaneous childlike kind of way one imagines, as is the case generally with a true gift; still undeveloped. She has the natural singing power. She thinks too. She has fancy. She could, one is profane enough to guess, have been ribald and witty. And, as a reward for all her sacrifices, she died in terror, uncertain of salvation. I confess though that I have only turned her poetry over, making my way inevitably to the ones I knew already.

Wednesday, August 7th.

Asheham diary drains off my meticulous observations of flowers, clouds, beetles and the price of eggs; and, being alone, there is no other event to record. Our tragedy has been the squashing of a caterpillar; our excitement the return of the servants from Lewes last night, laden with all L.’s war books and the English review for me, with Brailsford upon a League of Nations, and Katherine Mansfield on Bliss. I threw down Bliss with the exclamation, ‘She’s done for!’ Indeed I don’t see how much faith in her as woman or writer can survive that sort of story. I shall have to accept the fact, I’m afraid, that her mind is a very thin soil, laid an inch or two deep upon very barren rock. For Bliss is long enough to give her a chance of going deeper. Instead she is content with superficial smartness; and the whole conception is poor, cheap, not the vision, however imperfect, of an interesting mind. She writes badly too. And the effect was as I say, to give me an impression of her callousness and hardness as a human being. I shall read it again; but I don’t suppose I shall change. She’ll go on doing this sort of thing, perfectly to her and Murry’s satisfaction. I’m relieved now that they didn’t come. Or is it absurd to read all this criticism of her personally into a story?

Anyhow I was very glad to go on with my Byron. He has at least the male virtues. In fact, I’m amused to find how easily I can imagine the effect he had upon women—especially upon rather stupid or uneducated women, unable to stand up to him. So many, too, would wish to reclaim him. Ever since I was a child (as Gertler would say, as if it proved him a particularly remarkable person) I’ve had the habit of getting full of some biography and wanting to build up my imaginary figure of the person with every scrap of news I could find about him. During the passion, the name of Cowper or Byron or whoever it might be, seemed to start up in the most unlikely pages. And then, suddenly, the figure becomes distant and merely one of the usual dead. I’m much impressed by the extreme badness of B.’s poetry—such of it as Moore quotes with almost speechless admiration. Why did they think this Album stuff the finest fire of poetry? It reads hardly better than L.E.L. or Ella Wheeler Wilcox. And they dissuaded him from doing what he knew he could do, which was to write satire. He came home from the East with satires (parodies of Horace) in his bag and Childe Harold. He was persuaded that Childe Harold was the best poem ever written. But he never as a young man believed in his poetry; a proof, in such a confident dogmatic person, that he hadn’t the gift. The Wordsworths and Keats’ believe in that as much as they believe in anything. In his character, I’m often reminded a little of Rupert Brooke, though this is to Rupert’s disadvantage. At any rate Byron had superb force; his letters prove it. He had in many ways a very fine nature too; though as no one laughed him out of his affectations he became more like Horace Cole than one could wish. He could only be laughed at by a woman, and they worshipped instead. I haven’t yet come to Lady Byron, but I suppose, instead of laughing, she merely disapproved. And so he became Byronic.

Friday, August 9th.

In the absence of human interest, which makes us peaceful and content, one may as well go on with Byron. Having indicated that I am ready, after a century, to fall in love with him, I suppose my judgment of Don Juan may be partial. It is the most readable poem of its length ever written, I suppose: a quality which it owes in part to the springy random haphazard galloping nature of its method. This method is a discovery by itself. It’s what one has looked for in vain—an elastic shape which will hold whatever you choose to put into it. Thus he could write out his mood as it came to him; he could say whatever came into his head. He wasn’t committed to be poetical; and thus escaped his evil genius of the false romantic and imaginative. When he is serious he is sincere: and he can impinge upon any subject he likes. He writes 16 cantos without once flogging his flanks. He had, evidently, the able witty mind of what my father Sir Leslie would have called a thoroughly masculine nature. I maintain that these illicit kinds of book are far more interesting than the proper books which respect illusions devoutly all the time. Still, it doesn’t seem an easy example to follow; and indeed like all free and easy things, only the skilled and mature really bring them off successfully. But Byron was full of ideas—a quality that gives his verse a toughness and drives me to little excursions over the surrounding landscape or room in the middle of my reading. And tonight I shall have the pleasure of finishing him—though why considering that I’ve enjoyed almost every stanza, this should be a pleasure I really don’t know. But so it always is, whether the book’s a good book or a bad book. Maynard Keynes admitted in the same way that he always cuts off the advertisements at the end with one hand while he’s reading, so as to know exactly how much he has to get through.

Monday, August 19th.

I finished by the way the Electra of Sophocles, which has been dragging on down here, though it’s not so fearfully difficult after all. The thing that always impresses me fresh is the superb nature of the story. It seems hardly possible not to make a good play of it. This perhaps is the result of having traditional plots which have been made and improved and freed from superfluities by the polish of innumerable actors and authors and critics, till it becomes like a lump of glass worn smooth in the sea. Also, if everyone in the audience knows beforehand what is going to happen, much finer and subtler touches will tell, and words can be spared. At any rate my feeling always is that one can’t read too carefully, or attach enough weight to every line and hint; and that the apparent bareness is only on the surface. There does, however, remain the question of reading the wrong emotions into the text. I am generally humiliated to find how much Jebb is able to see; my only doubt is whether he doesn’t see too much—as I think one might do with a bad modern English play if one set to work. Finally, the particular charm of Greek remains as strong and as difficult to account for as ever. One feels the immeasurable difference between the text and the translation with the first words. The heroic woman is much the same in Greece and England. She is of the type of Emily Brontë. Clytaemnestra and Electra are clearly mother and daughter, and therefore should have some sympathy, though perhaps sympathy gone wrong breeds the fiercest hate. E. is the type of woman who upholds the family above everything; the father. She has more veneration for tradition than the sons of the house; feels herself born of the father’s side and not of the mother’s. It’s strange to notice how although the conventions are perfectly false and ridiculous, they never appear petty or undignified as our English conventions are constantly made to do. Electra lived a far more hedged in life than the women of the mid-Victorian age, but this has no effect upon her, except in making her harsh and splendid. She could not go out for a walk alone; with us it would be a case of a maid and a hansom cab.

Tuesday, September 10th.

Though I am not the only person in Sussex who reads Milton, I mean to write down my impressions of Paradise Lost while I am about it. Impressions fairly well describes the sort of thing left in my mind. I have left many riddles unread. I have slipped on too easily to taste the full flavour. However I see, and agree to some extent in believing, that this full flavour is the reward of highest scholarship. I am struck by the extreme difference between this poem and any other. It lies, I think, in the sublime aloofness and impersonality of the emotion. I have never read Cowper on the sofa, but I can imagine that the sofa is a degraded substitute for Paradise Lost. The substance of Milton is all made of wonderful, beautiful and masterly descriptions of angels’ bodies, battles, flights, dwelling places. He deals in horror and immensity and squalor and sublimity but never in the passions of the human heart. Has any great poem ever let in so little light upon one’s own joys and sorrows? I get no help in judging life; I scarcely feel that Milton lived or knew men and women; except for the peevish personalities about marriage and the woman’s duties. He was the first of the masculinists, but his disparagement rises from his own ill luck and seems even a spiteful last word in his domestic quarrels. But how smooth, strong and elaborate it all is! What poetry! I can conceive that even Shakespeare after this would seem a little troubled, personal, hot and imperfect. I can conceive that this is the essence, of which almost all other poetry is the dilution. The inexpressible fineness of the style, in which shade after shade is perceptible, would alone keep one gazing into it, long after the surface business in progress has been despatched. Deep down one catches still further combinations, rejections, felicities and masteries. Moreover, though there is nothing like Lady Macbeth’s terror or Hamlet’s cry, no pity or sympathy or intuition, the figures are majestic; in them is summed up much of what men thought of our place in the universe, of our duty to God, our religion.
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Monday, January 20th.

I mean to copy this out when I can buy a book, so I omit the flourishes proper to the new year. It is not money this time that I lack, but the capacity, after a fortnight in bed, to make the journey to Fleet Street[2]. Even the muscles of my right hand feel as I imagine a servant’s hand to feel[1q]. Curiously enough, I have the same stiffness in manipulating sentences, though by rights I should be better equipped mentally now than I was a month ago. The fortnight in bed was the result of having a tooth out, and being tired enough to get a headache—a long dreary affair, that receded and advanced much like a mist on a January day. One hour’s writing daily is my allowance for the next few weeks; and having hoarded it this morning I may spend part of it now, since L. is out and I am much behindhand with the month of January. I note however that this diary writing does not count as writing, since I have just re-read my year’s diary and am much struck by the rapid haphazard gallop at which it swings along, sometimes indeed jerking almost intolerably over the cobbles. Still if it were not written rather faster than the fastest typewriting, if I stopped and took thought, it would never be written at all; and the advantage of the method is that it sweeps up accidentally several stray matters which I should exclude if I hesitated but which are the diamonds of the dustheap. If Virginia Woolf at the age of 50, when she sits down to build her memoirs out of these books, is unable to make a phrase as it should be made, I can only condole with her and remind her of the existence of the fireplace, where she has my leave to burn these pages to so many black films with red eyes in them. But how I envy her the task I am preparing for her! There is none I should like better. Already my 37th birthday next Saturday is robbed of some of its terrors by the thought. Partly for the benefit of this elderly lady (no subterfuges will then be possible: 50 is elderly, though I anticipate her protest and agree that it is not old) partly to give the year a solid foundation I intend to spend the evenings of this week of captivity in making out an account of my friendships and their present condition, with some account of my friends’ characters; and to add an estimate of their work and a forecast of their future works. The lady of 50 will be able to say how near to the truth I come; but I have written enough for tonight (only 15 minutes, I see).

Wednesday, March 5th.

Just back from four days at Asheham and one at Charleston[3]. I sit waiting for Leonard to come in, with a brain still running along the railway lines, which unfits it for reading. But oh, dear, what a lot I’ve got to read! The entire works of Mr James Joyce, Wyndham Lewis, Ezra Pound, so as to compare them with the entire works of Dickens and Mrs Gaskell; besides that George Eliot; and finally Hardy. And I’ve just done Aunt Anny, on a really liberal scale. Yes, since I wrote last she has died, a week ago today to be precise, at Freshwater, and was buried up at Hampstead yesterday, where six or seven years ago we saw Richmond buried in a yellow fog. I suppose my feeling for her is half moonshine; or rather half reflected from other feelings. Father cared for her; she goes down the last, almost, of that old 19th Century Hyde Park Gate world. Unlike most old ladies she showed very little anxiety to see one; felt, I sometimes think, a little painfully at the sight of us, as if we’d gone far off and recalled unhappiness, which she never liked to dwell on. Also, unlike most old Aunts she had the wits to feel how sharply we differed on current questions; and this, perhaps, gave her a sense, hardly existing with her usual circle, of age, obsoleteness, extinction. For myself, though she need have had no anxieties on this head, since I admired her sincerely; but still the generations certainly look very different ways. Two or perhaps three years ago L. and I went to see her; found her much diminished in size, wearing a feather boa round her neck and seated alone in a drawing room almost the copy, on a smaller scale, of the old drawing room; the same subdued pleasant air of the 18th Century and old portraits and old china. She had our tea waiting for us. Her manner was a little distant, and more than a little melancholy. I asked her about father, and she said how those young men laughed in a ‘loud melancholy way’ and how their generation was a very happy one, but selfish; and how ours seemed to her fine but very terrible; but we hadn’t any writers such as they had. ‘Some of them have just a touch of that quality; Bernard Shaw has; but only a touch. The pleasant thing was to know them all as ordinary people, not great men.’ And then a story of Carlyle and father; Carlyle saying he’d as soon wash his face in a dirty puddle as write journalism. She put her hand down, I remember, into a bag or box standing beside the fire, and said she had a novel, three quarters written, but couldn’t finish it. Nor do I suppose it ever was finished; but I’ve said all I can say, dressing it up a trifle rosily, in The Times tomorrow. I have written to Hester, but how I doubt the sincerity of my own emotion!

Wednesday, March 19th.

Life piles up so fast that I have no time to write out the equally fast rising mound of reflections, which I always mark down as they rise to be inserted here. I meant to write about the Barnetts and the peculiar repulsiveness of those who dabble their fingers self approvingly in the stuff of others’ souls. The Barnetts were at any rate plunged to the elbow; red handed if ever philanthropists were, which makes them good examples; and then, unquestioning and unspeculative as they were, they give themselves away almost to the undoing of my critical faculty. Is it chiefly intellectual snobbery that makes me dislike them? Is it snobbery to feel outraged when she says ‘Then I came close to the Great Gates’—or reflects that God = good, devil = evil. Has this coarseness of grain any necessary connection with labour for one’s kind? And then the smug vigour of their self-satisfaction! Never a question as to the right of what they do—always a kind of insensate forging ahead until, naturally, their undertakings are all of colossal size and portentous prosperity. Moreover, could any woman of humour or insight quote such paeans to her own genius? Perhaps the root of it all lies in the adulation of the uneducated, and the easy mastery of the will over the poor. And more and more I come to loathe any dominion of one over another; any leadership, any imposition of the will. Finally, my literary taste is outraged by the smooth way in which the tale is made to unfold into fullblown success like some profuse peony. But I only scratch the surface of what I feel about these two stout volumes.

Thursday, March 27th.

… Night and Day which L. has spent the past two mornings and evenings in reading. I own that his verdict, finally pronounced this morning, gives me immense pleasure: how far one should discount it, I don’t know. In my own opinion N. & D. is a much more mature and finished and satisfactory book than The Voyage Out; as it has reason to be. I suppose I lay myself open to the charge of niggling with emotions that don’t really matter. I certainly don’t anticipate even two editions. And yet I can’t help thinking that, English fiction being what it is, I compare for originality and sincerity rather well with most of the moderns. L. finds the philosophy very melancholy. It too much agrees with what he was saying yesterday. Yet, if one is to deal with people on a large scale and say what one thinks, how can one avoid melancholy? I don’t admit to being hopeless though: only the spectacle is a profoundly strange one; and as the current answers don’t do, one has to grope for a new one, and the process of discarding the old, when one is by no means certain what to put in their place, is a sad one. Still, if you think of it, what answers do Arnold Bennett or Thackeray, for instance, suggest? Happy ones—satisfactory solutions—answers one would accept, if one had the least respect for one’s soul? Now I have done my last odious piece of typewriting, and when I have scribbled this page, I shall write and suggest Monday as the day for coming up to lunch with Gerald. I don’t suppose I’ve ever enjoyed any writing so much as I did the last half of Night and Day. Indeed, no part of it taxed me as The Voyage Out did; and if one’s own ease and interest promise anything good, I should have hopes that some people, at least, will find it a pleasure. I wonder if I shall ever be able to read it again? Is the time coming when I can endure to read my own writing in print without blushing—shivering and wishing to take cover?

Wednesday, April 2nd.

Yesterday I took Night and Day up to Gerald and had a little half domestic half professional interview with him in his office. I don’t like the Clubman’s view of literature. For one thing it breeds in me a violent desire to boast: I boasted of Nessa and Clive and Leonard; and how much money they made. Then we undid the parcel and he liked the title but found that Miss Maud Annesley has a book called Nights and Days—which may make difficulties with Mudies[4]. But he was certain he would wish to publish it; and we were altogether cordial; and I noticed how his hair is every blade of it white, with some space between the blades; a very sparsely sown field. I had tea at Gordon Square.

Saturday, April 12th.

These ten minutes are stolen from Moll Flanders, which I failed to finish yesterday in accordance with my time sheet, yielding to a desire to stop reading and go up to London. But I saw London, in particular the view of white city churches and palaces from Hungerford Bridge through the eyes of Defoe. I saw the old women selling matches through his eyes; and the draggled girl skirting round the pavement of St James’s Square seemed to me out of Roxana or Moll Flanders. Yes, a great writer surely to be there imposing himself on me after 200 years. A great writer—and Forster has never read his books! I was beckoned by Forster from the Library as I approached. We shook hands very cordially; and yet I always feel him shrinking sensitively from me, as a woman, a clever woman, an up to date woman. Feeling this I commanded him to read Defoe, and left him, and went and got some more Defoe, having bought one volume at Bickers on the way.

Thursday, April 17th.

However one may abuse the Stracheys their minds remain a source of joy to the end; so sparkling, definite and nimble. Need I add that I reserve the qualities I most admire for people who are not Stracheys? It is so long since I have seen Lytton that I take my impression of him too much from his writing, and his paper upon Lady Hester Stanhope was not one of his best. I could fill this page with gossip about people’s articles in the Athenaeum; since I had tea with Katherine yesterday and Murry sat there mud-coloured and mute, livening only when we talked his shop. He has the jealous partiality of a parent for his offspring already. I tried to be honest, as if honesty were part of my philosophy, and said how I disliked Grantorto on whistling birds, and Lytton and so on. The male atmosphere is disconcerting to me. Do they distrust one? despise one? and if so why do they sit on the whole length of one’s visit? The truth is that when Murry says the orthodox masculine thing about Eliot, for example, belittling my solicitude to know what he said of me, I don’t knuckle under; I think what an abrupt precipice cleaves asunder the male intelligence, and how they pride themselves upon a point of view which much resembles stupidity. I find it much easier to talk to Katherine; she gives and resists as I expect her to; we cover more ground in much less time; but I respect Murry. I wish for his good opinion. Heinemann has rejected K.M.’s stories; and she was oddly hurt that Roger had not invited her to his party. Her hard composure is much on the surface.
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