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About the Author







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 Duchess and the Jeweller


Oliver Bacon lived at the top of a house overlooking the Green

Park. He had a flat; chairs jutted out at the right angles—chairs

covered in hide. Sofas filled the bays of the windows—sofas covered

in tapestry. The windows, the three long windows, had the proper

allowance of discreet net and figured satin. The mahogany sideboard

bulged discreetly with the right brandies, whiskeys and liqueurs.

And from the middle window he looked down upon the glossy roofs of

fashionable cars packed in the narrow straits of Piccadilly. A more

Central position could not be imagined. And at eight in the morning

he would have his breakfast brought in on a tray by a man-servant:

the man-servant would unfold his crimson dressing-gown; he would

rip his letters open with his long pointed nails and would extract

thick white cards of invitation upon which the engraving stood up

roughly from duchesses, countesses, viscountesses and Honourable

Ladies. Then he would wash; then he would eat his toast; then he

would read his paper by the bright burning fire of electric

coals.


"Behold Oliver," he would say, addressing himself. "You who

began life in a filthy little alley, you who … " and he would

look down at his legs, so shapely in their perfect trousers; at his

boots; at his spats. They were all shapely, shining; cut from the

best cloth by the best scissors in Savile Row. But he dismantled

himself often and became again a little boy in a dark alley. He had

once thought that the height of his ambition—selling stolen dogs to

fashionable women in Whitechapel. And once he had been done. "Oh,

Oliver," his mother had wailed. "Oh, Oliver! When will you have

sense, my son?" … Then he had gone behind a counter; had sold

cheap watches; then he had taken a wallet to Amsterdam… . At that

memory he would churckle—the old Oliver remembering the young. Yes,

he had done well with the three diamonds; also there was the

commission on the emerald. After that he went into the private room

behind the shop in Hatton Garden; the room with the scales, the

safe, the thick magnifying glasses. And then … and then …

He chuckled. When he passed through the knots of jewellers in the

hot evening who were discussing prices, gold mines, diamonds,

reports from South Africa, one of them would lay a finger to the

side of his nose and murmur, "Hum—m—m," as he passed. It was no

more than a murmur; no more than a nudge on the shoulder, a finger

on the nose, a buzz that ran through the cluster of jewellers in

Hatton Garden on a hot afternoon—oh, many years ago now! But still

Oliver felt it purring down his spine, the nudge, the murmur that

meant, "Look at him—young Oliver, the young jeweller—there he

goes." Young he was then. And he dressed better and better; and

had, first a hansom cab; then a car; and first he went up to the

dress circle, then down into the stalls. And he had a villa at

Richmond, overlooking the river, with trellises of red roses; and

Mademoiselle used to pick one every morning and stick it in his

buttonhole.
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