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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 Bronté. 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 con-
ventions 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 roth

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 be-
lieving, 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
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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 ahcad until, naturally, their under-
takings are all of colossal size and portentous prosperity.
Morcover, could any woman of humour or insight quote
such pacans to her own genius? Perhaps the root of it all
lies in the adulation of the uncducated, and the casy
mastery of the will over the poor. And more and more I
come to loathe any dominion of one over another; any
lcadership, 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 mc 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 supposc I lay myself open to the charge
of niggling with emotions that don’t really matter. I cer-
tainly don’t anticipate even two cditions. And yet I can’t
help thinking that, English fiction being what it is, I com-
pare 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 onc 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, onc has to grope for a new one, and the process of
dxscardjng 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,

* Rev. Canon S. A. Barnett; His Life, Work and Friends. By his wifc
Mrs. Barnett, C.B.E. (Murray). y o it

\





EPUB/image_0021_00.jpeg
NINETEEN NINETEEN 9

ferent 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 scated alone in a drawing
room almost the copy, on a smaller scale, of the old
drawing room; the same subdued plcasant 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 sclfish; 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, un-
questioning 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 fecl outraged when she
says “Then I came close to the Great Gates”—or reflects
that God = good, devil = evil. Has this coarseness of
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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 cvenings of this week of captivity in making
out an account of my friendships and their present condi-
tion, with some account of my fricnds’ 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 sec).

Wednesday, March 5th

Just back from four days at Ashecham and one at
Charleston.! T 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 feel-
ing 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
anxicty to sce 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 anxicties on this head, since I admired her sin-
cerely; but still the generations certainly look very dif-

1 The house ncar Firle rented by Vanessa Bell, Virginia’s sister.
*Lady Ritchie, Thackeray’s daughter. i
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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;
1 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 claborate 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
onc gazing into it, long after the surface business in
progress has been despatched. Deep down one catches
still further combinations, rejections, felicities and mas-
teries. 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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which one flings a mass of odds and ends without looking
them through. I should like to come back, after a year or
two, and find that the collection had sorted itself an_d
refined itself and coalesced, as such deposits so mysteri-
ously do, into a mould, transparent enough to reflcct the
light of our life, and yet steady, tranquil compounds with
the aloofness of a work of art. The main requisite, I think
on re-rcading my old volumes, is not to play the part of
censor, but to write as the mood comes or of anything
whatever; since I was curious to find how I went for
things put in haphazard, and found the significance to
lic where I never saw it at the time. But looseness quickly
becomes slovenly. A little effort is needed to face a char-
acter or an incident which needs to be recorded. Nor
can one let the pen write without guidance; for fear of
becoming slack and untidy like Vernon Lee. Her liga-
ments are too loose for my taste.

Monday, May 12th

We are in the thick of our publishing season; Murry,
Eliot * and mysclf arc in the hands of the public this
morning. For this rcason, perhaps, I feel slightly but
decidedly depressed. I read a bound copy of Kew Gardens
through; having put off the evil task until it was complete.
The result is vague. It seems to meslight and short; I don’t
scc how the reading of it impressed Leonard so much.
According to him it is the best short piece I have done yet;
and this judgment led me to read the Mark on the Wall
and I found a good deal of fault with that. As Sydney
Waterlow once said, the worst of writing is that one
depends so much upon praise. I feel rather sure that I
shall get none for this story; and I shall mind a little.
Unpraised, I find it hard to start writing in the morning;
but the dejection lasts only 30 minutes, and once I start
I forget all about it. One should aim, seriously, at dis-
regarding ups and downs; a compliment here, silence
there; Murry and Eliot ordered, and not me; the central
fact remains stable, which is the fact of my own pleasure

1 T. S, Eliot.
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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.

Easter Sunday, April 20th

In the idleness which succeeds any long article, and
Defoe is the second leader this month, I got out this diary
and read, as onc always does read onc’s own writing,
with a kind of guilty intensity. I confess that the rough
and random style of it, often so ungrammatical, and
crying for a word altered, afflicted me somewhat. I am
trying to tell whichever self it is that reads this here-
after that I can write very much better; and take no
time over this; and forbid her to let the eye of man behold
it. And now I may add my little compliment to the cffect
that it has a slapdash and vigour and somctimes hits an
unexpected bulls eye. But what is more to the point is
my belief that the habit of writing thus for my own eye
only is good practice. It loosens the ligaments. Never
mind the misses and the stumbles. Going at such a pace
as I do I must make the most direct and instant shots at
my object, and thus have to lay hands on words, choose
them and shoot them with no more pause than is needed
to put my pen in the ink. I believe that during the past
year I can trace some increase of ease in my professional
writing which I attribute to my casual half hours after tea.
Moreover there looms ahead of me the shadow of some
kind of form which a diary might attain to. I might in
the course of time learn what it is that one can- make of
this loose, drifting material of life; finding another use
for it than the use I put it to, so much more consciously
and scrupulously, in fiction. What sort of diary should I
like mine to be? Something loose knit and yet not slovenly,
so elastic that it will embrace any thing, solemn, slight
or beautiful that comes into my mind. I should like it to
resemble some deep old desk, or capacious hold-all, in
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through the eyes of Defoe. I saw the old women se_:lli'ng
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!
1 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 1 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

'E. M. Forster, *Katherine Mansfield. 2J. Middleton Murry.
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what answers do Arnold Bennett or Thackeray, for in-
stance, 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 picce 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.? T 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, 1
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 Annecsley has a book
called Nights and Days—which may make difficulties with
Mudies. 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 1
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

1 Gerald Duckworth, publisher, half-brother of V. W.
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in the art. And these mists of the spirit have other causes,
I expect; though they are deeply hidden. There is some
ebb and flow of the tide of life which accounts for it;
though what produces either ebb or flow I’'m not sure.

Tuesday, June roth

I must use up the fifteen minutes before dinner in
going on again, in order to make up the great gap. We
are just in from the Club; from ordering a reprint of the
Mark on the Wall at the Pelican Press; and from tea with
James. His news is that Maynard in disgust at the peace
terms has resigned, kicked the dust of office off him and
is now an academic figure at Cambridge. But I must really
sing my own praises, since I left off at the point when we
came back from Asheham to find the hall table stacked,
littered, with orders for Kew Gardens. They strewed the
sofa and we opened them intermittently through dinner
and quarrelled, I’m sorry to say, because we were both
excited, and opposite tides of excitement coursed in us,
and they were blown to waves by the critical blast of
Charleston. All these orders—150 about, from shops and
private pcople—come from a review in the Lit. Sup. pre-
sumably by Logan, in which as much praise was allowed
me as I like to claim. And 10 days ago I was stoically
facing complete failure! The pleasure of success was con-
siderably damaged, first by our quarrel, and second by the
necessity of getting some go copies ready, cutting covers,
printing labels, glucing backs, and finally despatching,
which used up all spare time and some not spare till this
moment. But how success showered during those days!
Gratuitously, too, I had a letter from Macmillan in New
York, so much impressed by The Voyage Out that they
want to read Night and Day. 1 think the nerve of pleasure
casily becomes numb. I like little sips, but the psychology
of fame is worth considering at leisure. I fancy one’s
friends take the bloom off. Lytton lunched here on
Saturday with the Webbs, and when I told him my various
triumphs, did I imagine a little shade, instantly dispelled,
but not before my rosy fruit was out of the sun. Well, I
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and torpid as a cluster of drenched bees, were crawling
over Trafalgar Square, and rocking about the pavements
in the neighbourhood. The one pleasant sight I saw was
due rather to the little breath of wind than to decorative
skill; some long tongue-shaped streamers attached to the
top of the Nelson column licked the air, furled and un-
furled, like the gigantic tongues of dragons, with a slow,
rather serpentine beauty. Otherwise theatres and music-
halls were studded with stout glass pincushions which,
rather prematurely, were all radiant within—but surely
light might have shone to better advantage. However
night was sultry and magnificent so far as that went, and
we were kept awake some time after getting into bed,
by the explosion of rockets which for a second made our
room bright. (And now, in the rain, under a grey brown
sky, the bells of Richmond are ringing—but church bells
only recall weddings and Christian services). I can’t deny
that I feel a little mean at writing so lugubriously; since
we’re all supposed to keep up the belief that we’re glad
and enjoying ourselves. So on a birthday, when for some
reason things have gone wrong, it was a point of honour
in the nursery to pretend. Years later one could confess
what a horrid fraud it seemed; and if, years later, these
docile herds will own up that they too saw through it,
and will have no more of it—well—should I be more
cheerful? I think the dinner at the 1917 Club, and Mrs.
Besant’s speech rubbed the gilt, if there were any grains
remaining, effectually off the gingerbread. Hobson was
sardonic. She—a massive and sulky featured old lady,
with a capacious head, however, thickly covered with
curly white hair—began by comparing London, lit up
and festive, with Lahore. And then she pitched into us for
our maltreatment of India, she, apparently, being “them”
and not “‘us”. But I don’t think she made her case very
solid, though superficially it was all believable, and the
1917 Club applauded and agreed. I can’t help listening to
speaking as though it were writing and thus the flowers,
which she brandished now and again, looked terribly
artificial. It seems to me more and more clear that the
only honest people are the artists, and that these social
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treated his triumphs in much the same way. I can’t feel
gratified when he cxpatiates upon a copy of Eminent
Victorians lined and initialled “M” or “H” by Mr. or
Mrs. Asquith. Yet clearly the thought produced a com-
fortable glow in him. The luncheon was a success. We ate
in the garden and Lytton sported very gracefully and yet
with more than his old assurance over the conversation.
“But I’'m not interested in Ireland 2

Saturday, Fuly 19th

Onc ought to say something about Peace day, I sup-
pose, though whether it’s worth taking a new nib for that
purpose I don’t know. I’m sitting wedged into the win-
dow and so catch almost on my head the steady drip of
rain which is pattering on the leaves. In ten minutes or
so the Richmond procession begins. I fear there will be
few people to applaud the town councillors dressed up to
look dignified and march through the streets. I’ve a sense
of holland covers on the chairs; of being left behind when
cveryone’s in the country. I'm desolate, dusty, and dis-
illusioned. Of course we did not see the procession. We
have only marked the bins of refuse on the outskirts.
Rain held off till some half hour ago. The servants had a
triumphant morning. They stood on Vauxhall Bridge and
saw everything. Generals and soldiers and tanks and nurses
and bands took two hours in passing. It was they said
the most splendid sight of their lives. Together with the
Zeppelin raid it will play a great part in the history of
the Boxall family. But I don’t know—it seems to me a
servants’ festival; something got up to pacify and placate
““the people”—and now the rain’s spoiling it; and perhaps
some extra treat will have to be devised for them. That’s
the reason of my disillusionment I think. There’s some-
thing calculated and politic and insincere about these
peace rejoicings. Moreover they are carried out with no
beauty and not much spontaneity. Flags are intermittent;
we have what the servants, out of snobbishness, I think,
insisted upon buying, to surprise us. Yesterday in London
the usual sticky stodgy conglomerations of people, sleepy
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wise, he admired practically everything; his blame does
not consist in saying that V. and D. is less remarkable than
tother. O and beauties it has in plenty—in fact, I sce no
reason to be depressed on his account. Sydney said he
had been completely upset by it and was of opinion that
I had on this occasion “‘brought it off””. But what a bore
I’m becoming! Yes, even old Virginia will skip a good
deal of this; but at the moment it seems important. The
Cambridge Magazine repeats what Morgan said about dis-
like of the characters; yet I am in the forefront of con-
temporary literature. I'm cynical about my figures, they
say; but directly they go into detail, Morgan, who read
the Review sitting over the gas fire, began to disagree.
So all critics split off, and the wretched author who tries
to keep control of them is torn asunder. For the first time
this many years I walked along the river bank between
ten and cleven. Yes, it’s like the shut up house I once
compared it to; the room with its dust sheets on the chairs.
The fishermen are not out so early; an empty path; but
a large aeroplanc on business. We talked very rarely, the
proof being that we (I anyhow) did not mind silences.
Morgan has the artist’s mind; he says the simple things
that clever people don’t say; I find him the best of critics
for that reason. Suddenly out comes the obvious thing that
one has overlooked. He is in trouble with a novel of his
own, fingering the keys but only producing discords so far.

Friday, December 5th

Another of these skips, but I think the book draws its
breath steadily if with deliberation. I reflect that I've not
opened a Greek book since we came back; hardly read
outside my review books, which proves that my time for
writing has not been mine at all. I'm almost alarmed
to find how intensely I’m specialised. My mind turned by
anxiety, or other cause, from its scrutiny of blank paper,
is like a lost child—wandering the house, sitting on the
bottom step to cry. Night and Day flutters about me still,
and causes great loss of time. George Eliot would never
read reviews, since talk of her books hampered her writing.
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analysis 1 could make an interesting story of the past few
days, of my vicissitudes about N. and D. After Clive’s
letter came Nessa’s—unstinted praise; on top of that
Lytton’s: enthusiastic praise; a grand triumph; a classic;
and so on; Violet’s ! sentence of eulogy followed; and
then, yesterday morning, this line from Morgan “I like
it less than The Voyage Out.”” Though he spoke also of great
admiration and had read in haste and proposed re-read-
ing, this rubbed out all the pleasure of the rest. Yes, but
to continue. About 3 in the afternoon I felt happier and
casier on account of his blame than on account of the
others’ praise—as if one were in the human atmosphere
again, after a blissful roll among elastic clouds and cushiony
downs. Yet I suppose I value Morgan’s opinion as much
as anybody’s. Then there’s a column in The Times this
morning; high praise; and intelligent too; saying among
other things that V. and D., though it has less brilliance on
the surface, has more depth than the other; with which I
agree. I hope this week will sec me through the reviews;
I should like intelligent letters to follow; but I want to
be writing little stories; I feel a load off my mind all the
same.

Thursday, November 6th

Sydney and Morgan dined with us last night. On the
whole, I'm glad I sacrificed a concert. The doubt about
Morgan and N. and D. is removed; I understand why he
likes it less than V.0.; and, in understanding, see that it is
not a criticism to discourage. Perhaps intelligent criticism
never is. All the same, I shirk writing it out, because I
write so much criticism. What he said amounted to this:
N. and D. is a strictly formal and classical work; that
being so one requires, or he requires, a far greater degree
of lovability in the characters than in a book like V.0.,
which is vague and universal. None of the characters in
N. and D. is lovable. He did not care how they sorted
themselves out. Neither did he care for the characters in
V.0., but there he felt no need to care for them. Other-

1 Violet Dickinson, an old friend.
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L. believed it a star; but there were nine showing. Today
the rain has left us in no doubt that any remaining
festivities are to be completely quenched.

Tuesday, October 21st

This is Trafalgar day and yesterday is memorable for
the appearance of Night and Day. My six copies reached
me in the morning and five were despatched, so that I
figure the beaks of five friends already embedded. Am 1
nervous? Oddly little; more excited and pleased than
nervous. In the first place, there it is, out and done with;
then I read a bit and liked it; then I have a kind of
confidence, that the people whose judgment I value will
probably think well of it, which is much reinforced by
the knowledge that even if they don’t, I shall pick up
and start another story on my own. Of course, if Morgan
and Lytton and the others should be enthusiastic, I should
think the better of myself. The bore is meeting people who
say the usual things. But on the whole I see what I'm
aiming at; what I feel is that this time I’ve had a fair
chance and done my best; so that I can be philosophic
and lay the blame on God.

Thursday, October 23rd

The first fruits of Night and Day must be entered. “No
doubt a work of the highest genius” Clive Bell. Well, he
might not have liked it: he was critical of The Voyage Out.
I own I’m pleased: yet not convinced that it is as he says.
However, this is a token that I’m right to have no fears.
The people whose judgment I respect won’t be so enthusi-
astic as he is, but they’ll come out decidedly on that side,
I think.

Thursday, October 30th

I have the excuse of rheumatism for not writing morc;
and my hand tired of writing, apart from rheumatism.
Still, if I could treat myself professionally as a subject for
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reformers and philanthropists get so out of hand and
harbour so many discreditable desires under the disguise
of loving their kind, that in the end there’s more to find
fault with in them than in us. But if I werc one of them?

Sunday, Fuly 20th

Perhaps I will finish the account of the peace celebra-
tions. What herd animals we are after alll—even the
most disillusioned. At any rate, after sitting through the
procession and the peace bells unmoved, I began after
dinner to feel that if something was going on, perhaps
one had better be in it. I routed up poor L. and threw
away my Walpole. First lighting a row of glass lamps
and ‘sceing that the rain was stopped, we went out just
before tea. Explosions had for some time promised fire-
works. The doors of the public house at the corner were
open and the room crowded; couples waltzing; songs being
shouted, waveringly, as if onec must be drunk to sing. A
troop of little boys with lanterns were parading the green,
beating sticks. Not many shops went to the expense of
clectric light. A woman of the upper classes was sup-
ported dead drunk between two men partially drunk. We
followed a moderate stream flowing up the Hill. Illumin-
ations were almost extinct half way up, but we kept on
till we reached the terrace. And then we did see something
—not much indeed, for the damp had deadened the
chemicals. Red and green and yellow and bluc balls rose
slowly into the air, burst, flowered into an oval of light,
which dropped in minuter grains and expired. There were
hazes of light at different points. Rising over the Thames,
among trees, these rockets were beautiful; the light on the
faces of the crowd was strange; yet of course there was
grey mist muffling everything and taking the blaze off
the fire. It was a melancholy thing to see the incurable
soldiers lying in bed at the Star and Garter with their
backs to us, smoking cigarettes and waiting for the noise
to be over. We were children to be amused. So at eleven
we went home and saw from my study Ealing do its best
to rejoice, and indeed one fire balloon went so high that
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poctical; and thus escaped his evil genius of the false
romantic and imaginative. When he is serious he is sin-
cerc: 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.
1 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 scem an casy ex-
ample to follow; and indced like all free and easy things,
only the skilled and mature really bring them off success-
fully. 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 fear-
fully difficult after all. The thing that always impresses
me fresh is the superb nature of the story. It scems 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 be-
comes 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 linc and hint; and that the apparent bareness is
only on the surface. There does, however, remain the
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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 ex-
treme badness of B.’s poetry—such of it as Moore quotes
with almost specchless 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 belicve 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 onc
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 instcad.
I haven’t yet come to Lady Byron, but I suppose, instead
of laughing, she merely disapproved. And so he became
Byronic.

Friday, August gth

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
cver 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 what-
ever came into his head. He wasn’t committed to be
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facts will probably clear up any doubt in any particular
case. From 1915 to March, 1924, we lived at Hogarth
House, Richmond. This in the diary is often referred to
simply as “Hogarth”. At the same time we also had a
lease of Ashcham House, near Lewes, in Sussex, referred
to in the diary simply as “Ashcham”. We used Asheham
ordinarily only for week-cnds and holidays. In 1919 the
lease of Ashecham House came to an end and we bought
Monks House, Rodmell, necar Lewes, moving into it in
September, 1919. In 1924 we sold Hogarth House, Rich-
mond, and took a lcase of 52 Tavistock Square, W.C.1,
often referred to in the diary as “Tavistock”. We lived
there from March, 1924, until August, 1939, when we
moved to 37 Mecklenburgh Square, W.C.1. In 1940 the
house in Mecklenburgh Square was so badly damaged
by bombs that all the furniture had to be removed and we
lived until Virginia Woolf’s death in 1941 at Monks
House.

The glossary on page vi of names of persons used in the
diary will help the reader to understand who is being
referred to in any particular passage.

LeoNarD WooLF

1 January, 1953





EPUB/image_0011_00.jpeg
PREFACE ix

the art of writing. The second consists of a few passages
which, though not directly or indirectly concerned with
her writings, I have deliberately sclected because they
give the reader an idea of the direct impact upon her mind
of scenes and persons, i.c. of the raw material of her art.
Thirdly I have included a certain number of passages in
which she comments upon the books she was rcading.

The book throws light upon Virginia Woolf’s inten-
tions, objects, and methods as a writer. It gives an unusual
psychological picture of artistic production from within.
Its value and interest naturally depend to a great extent
upon the value and interest of the product of Virginia
Woolf’s art. Unless I had agreed with Professor Black-
stone, I would not have edited and published this book.
She was, I think, a serious artist and all her books are
serious works of art. The diaries at least show the extra-
ordinary energy, persistence, and concentration with
which she devoted herself to the art of writing and the
undeviating conscientiousness with which she wrote and
rewrote and again rewrote her books.| The Waves scems to
me a great work of art, far and away the greatest of her
books. To the Lighthouse and Between the Acts should also, I
think, live in their own rights, while the other books,
though on a lower level of achievement are, as I said,
“‘serious” and will always be worth reading and studying.
I put forward this opinion, not as of any value, but as an
explanation of my publishing the book.

In cditing the diary I was in some doubt whether to
indicate omissions. In’the end I decided not to do so as
a general rule. The omissions and the dots would have
been so continual as to worry the reader. This leads me to
revert to what I said above. The rcader must remember
that what is printed in this volume is only a very small
portion of the diaries and that the extracts were embedded
in a mass of matter unconnected with Virginia Woolf’s
writing. Unless this is constantly borne in mind, the book
will give a very distorted view of her life and her character.

Virginia Woolf does not always indicate in the diary
where she is when she is writing it and it is rarely of much
importance that the reader should know. The following
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Wednesday, August 7th

Ashcham? diary drains off my mecticulous observations
of flowers, clouds, beetles and the price of eggs; and,
being alone, there is no other cvent 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 Leaguc of Nations, and Katherine
Mansfield on Bliss. 1 threw down Bliss with the exclama-
tion, “She’s done for!” Indeed I don’t sec 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 super-
ficial 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, per-
fectly to her and Murry’s satisfaction. I’'m relicved 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
—ecspecially upon rather stupid or uncducated 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

! Ashcham House near Lewes, which we had on lease from 1913
to 1918. We used it occasionally for weck-ends and in the summer
holidays. At the end of 1918 the lease came to an end and we bought
Monks House, Rodmell.
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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 monecy left, having bought Leconte de Lisle in great
quantities. Christine 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 read-
ing. First she starved herself of love, which 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 wor-
shipper of Christina, who could never be brought into
the fold at all. On this account she could only 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, 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.

1
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NAMES USED IN THE DIARY

Angelica

Bob
Bunny
Charleston

Clive

Dadic
Desmond
Duncan

Goldic

Gordon Square
Harold

Hugh

James

Julian

L.

Lytton
Maynard
Morgan
Nessa
Ottolinc or Ott
Quentin
Roger
Sibyl
Sydney
Tilton

Tom
Vita

Angelica Bell, daughter of Vanessa Bell,
marricd David Garnett

R. C. Trevelyan

David Garnett

House near Lewes occupied by Clive
and Vanessa Bell, about 8 miles from
Monks House, Rodmell

Clive Bell, husband of Vanessa

G. W. Rylands

Desmond MacCarthy

Duncan Grant

G. Lowes Dickinson

The house 46 where the Bells lived
Harold Nicolson

Hugh Walpole

James Strachey

Julian Bell, son of Vanessa, killed in
Spain

Leonard Woolf

Lytton Strachey

John Maynard (later Lord) Keynes

E. M. Forster

Vanessa Bell, sister of Virginia Woolf
Lady Ottoline Morrell

Quentin Bell, son of Vanessa

Roger Fry

Lady Colefax

Sir Sydney Waterlow

House near Lewes occupied b May-
nard and Lydia Keynes, about% miles
from Monks House, Rodmell

T. S. Eliot

V. Sackville-West (Mrs. Harold Nicolson)

vi
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irritation or misery, say—and of not writing onc’s diary
when one is feeling the opposite. The portrait is therefore
from the start unbalanced, and, if someone then dcliber-
ately removes another characteristic, it may well become
a mere caricature.

Nevertheless the present book is composed of extracts
from Virginia Woolf’s diarics. She used her diary partly,
in the normal way of diarists, to record what she did and
what she thought about pcople, life, and the universe.
But she also used it in a very individual way as a writer
and artist. In it she communed with herself about the
books she was writing or about future books which she
intended to write. She discusses the day-to-day problems
of plot or form, of character or exposition, which she
encounters in cach of her books as she conceives them or
writes or revises them. Her position as an artist and the
mcrits of her books are a subject of dispute, and no
prudent man would claim to judge to a nicety the place
which a contemporary writer will occupy in the panthcon
of letters. Some critics are irritated and many less sophisti-
cated readers are bewildered by her later novels. But no
one denies that she was a serious artist and there are many
people who, like Professor Bernard Blackstone, have no
doubt that “she was a great artist”, that ‘“she did
supremely well what no one else has attempted to do”,
and that her “world will survive as the crystal survives
under the crushing rock-masses”. ! And it is relevant to
what I have to say in this preface that many of the people
who cannot understand or dislike or ridicule her novels
agree that in The Common Reader and her other books of
essays she showed hersclf to be a very remarkable literary
critic,

I have been carefully through the 26 volumes of diary
and have extracted and now publish in this volume practi-
cally everything which referred to her own writing. I have
included also three other kinds of extract. The first consists
of a certain number of passages in which she is obviously
using the diary as a method of practising or trying out

! Virginia Woolf, by Bernard Blackstone, pages 36, 37, and 38
(British Council & Longmans, Green & Co., 1952).
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In 1915 Virginia Woolf began regularly to write a diary.
She continued to do so until 1941 and the last entry is four
days before her death. She did not write it regularly every
day. There are sometimes entries daily for several days;
more usually there is an entry every few days and then
there will perhaps be a gap of a week or two. But the diary
gives for 27 years a consecutive record of what she did, of
the people whom she saw, and particularly of what she
thought about those people, about herself, about life, and
about the books she was writing or hoped to write. She
wrote it on blank sheets of paper (8}” by 10}”, i.e. techni-
cally large post quarto). At first the sheets were clipped
together with loose-leaf rings, but all the later diaries are
in bound volumes. We used to have the sheets bound up
in paper over boards, and the cover paper is nearly always
one of the coloured, patterned Italian papers which we
frequently used for binding books of poetry published by
us in The Hogarth Press and of which she was very fond.
We used to buy the paper for the sheets and have it bound
up in books ready for her to use, and she wrote her novels
in this kind of book as well as her diary. When she died,
she left 26 volumes of diary written in this kind of book in
her own hand. q

The diary is too personal to be published as a whole
during the lifetime of many people referred to in it. It is,
I think, nearly always a mistake to publish extracts from
diaries or letters, particularly if the omissions have to be
made in order to protect the feelings or reputations of the
living. The omissions almost always distort or conceal the
true character of the diarist or letter-writer and produce
spiritually what an Academy picture does materially,
smoothing out the wrinkles, warts, frowns, and asperities.
At the best and even unexpurgated, diaries give a distorted
or one-sided portrait of the writer, because, as Virginia
Woolf herself remarks somewhere in these diaries, one gets
into the habit of recording one particular kind of mood—

v





