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Rooms of Woolf’s own 
 

 

In Monk’s House, Virginia Woolf’s countryside house in Rodmell, Sussex, 1920s. 

Source : Houghton Library, Harvard University, MS Thr 564 (76). 

 

Virginia Woolf in her sitting-room at 52 Tavistock Square, London, 1939.  

Colour photograph by Gisèle Freund (1908-2000). Source : Centre Pompidou, Paris, AM 1992-171. 



Woolf’s first published article  
(referenced in ROO) 

 
 

“Haworth, November 1904”, The Guardian, 21/12/1904 

- published anonymously -  
 

I do not know whether pilgrimages to the shrines of famous men ought not to be condemned as sentimental journeys. 

It is better to read Carlyle in your own study chair than to visit the sound-proof room and pore over the manuscripts at 

Chelsea. I should be inclined to set up an examination on Frederick the Great in place of an entrance fee; only, in that case, 

the house would soon have to be shut up. The curiosity is only legitimate when the house of a great writer or the country in 

which it is set adds something to our understanding of his books. This justification you have for a pilgrimage to the home 

and country of Charlotte Brontë and her sisters. 

The Life, by Mrs Gaskell, gives you the impression that Haworth and the Brontës are somehow inextricably mixed. 

Haworth expresses the Brontës; the Brontës express Haworth; they fit like a snail to its shell. How far surroundings radically 

affect people's minds, it is not for me to ask: superficially, the influence is great, but it is worth asking if the famous parsonage 

had been placed in a London slum, the dens of Whitechapel 

would not have had the same result as the lonely Yorkshire 

moors. However, I am taking away my only excuse for visiting 

Haworth. Unreasonable or not, one of the chief points of a recent 

visit to Yorkshire was that an expedition to Haworth could be 

accomplished. The necessary arrangements were made, and we 

determined to take advantage of the first day for our expedition. 

A real northern snowstorm had been doing the honours of the 

moors. It was rash to wait fine weather, and it was also cowardly. 

I understand that the sun very seldom shone on the Brontë family, 

and if we chose a really fine day we should have to make 

allowance for the fact that fifty years ago there were few fine days 

at Haworth, and that we were, therefore, for sake of comfort, 

rubbing out half the shadows on the picture. However, it would 

be interesting to see what impression Haworth could make upon 

the brilliant weather of Settle. We certainly passed through a very 

cheerful land, which might be likened to a vast wedding cake, of 

which the icing was slightly undulating; the earth was bridal in its 

virgin snow, which helped to suggest the comparison. 

Charlotte Brontë by G. Richmond, 1850 (NPG 1452). 
 

Keighley - pronounced Keethly - is often mentioned in the Life; it was the big town four miles from Haworth in which 

Charlotte walked to make her more important purchases - her wedding gown, perhaps, and the thin little cloth boots which 

we examined under glass in the Brontë Museum. It is a big manufacturing town, hard and stony, and clattering with business, 

in the way of these Northern towns. They make small provision for the sentimental traveller, and our only occupation was 

to picture the slight figure of Charlotte trotting along the streets in her thin mantle, hustled into the gutter by more burly 

passers-by. It was the Keighley of her day, and that was some comfort. Our excitement as we neared Haworth had in it an 

element of suspense that was really painful, as though we were to meet some long-separated friend, who might have changed 

in the interval - so clear an image of Haworth had we from print and picture. At a certain point we entered the valley, up 

both sides of which the village climbs, and right on the hill-top, looking down over its parish, we saw the famous oblong 

tower of the church. This marked the shrine at which we were to do homage. 



It may have been the effect of a sympathetic imagination, but I think that there were good reasons why Haworth did 

certainly strike one not exactly as gloomy, but, what is worse for artistic purposes, as dingy and commonplace. The houses, 

built of yellow-brown stone, date from the early nineteenth century. They climb the moor step by step in little detached 

strips, some distance apart, so that the town instead of making one compact blot on the landscape has contrived to get a 

whole stretch into its clutches. There is a long line of houses up the moor-side, which clusters round the church and 

parsonage with a little clump of trees. At the top the interest for a Brontë lover becomes suddenly intense. The church, the 

parsonage, the Brontë Museum, the school where Charlotte taught, and the Bull Inn where Branwell drank are all within a 

stone's throw of each other. The museum is certainly rather a pallid and inanimate collection of objects. An effort ought to 

be made to keep things out of these mausoleums, but the choice often lies between them and destruction, so that we must 

be grateful for the care which has preserved much that is, under any circumstances, of deep interest. Here are many autograph  

 

Haworth’s main street (photo : E. Champeau, July 2024). 
 

letters, pencil drawings, and other documents. But the most touching case - so touching that one hardly feels reverent in 

one's gaze - is that which contains the little personal relics of the dead woman. The natural fate of such things is to die before 

the body that wore them, and because these, trifling and transient though they are, have survived, Charlotte Brontë the 

woman comes to life, and one forgets the chiefly memorable fact that she was a great writer. Her shoes and her thin muslin 

dress have outlived her. One other object gives a thrill ; the little oak stool which Emily carried with her on her solitary 

moorland tramps, and on which she sat, if not to write, as they say, to think what was probably better than her writing. 

The church, of course, save part of the tower, is renewed since Brontë days ; but that remarkable churchyard remains. 

The old edition of the Life had on its title-page a little print which struck the keynote of the book ; it seemed to be all graves 

- gravestones stood ranked all round; you walked on a pavement lettered with dead names; the graves had solemnly invaded 

the garden of the parsonage itself, which was as a little oasis of life in the midst of the dead. This is no exaggeration of the 

artist's, as we found : the stones seem to start out of the ground at you in tall, upright lines, like and army of silent soldiers.  



 

Haworth’s churchyard (photo : E. Champeau, July 2024). 
 

There is no hand's breadth untenanted ; indeed, the economy of space is somewhat irreverent. In old days a flagged path, 

which suggested the slabs of graves, led from the front door of the parsonage to the churchyard without interruption of wall 

or hedge; the garden was practically the graveyard too; the successors of the Brontës, however, wishing a little space between 

life and death, planted a hedge and several tall trees, which now cut off the parsonage garden completely.  

 

 

Haworth parsonage (photo : E. Champeau, July 2024). 
 

The house itself is precisely the same as it was in Charlotte's day, save that one new wing has been added. It is easy to 

shut the eye to this, and then you have the square, boxlike parsonage, built of the ugly yellow-brown stone which they quarry 

from the moors behind, precisely as it was when Charlotte lived and died there.  



Inside, of course, the changes are many, though not such as to obscure the original shape of the rooms. There is 

nothing remarkable in a mid-Victorian parsonage, though tenanted by genius, and the only room which awakens curiosity is 

the kitchen, now used as an ante-room, in which the girls tramped as they conceived their work. One other spot has a certain 

grim interest - the oblong recess beside the staircase into which Emily drove her bulldog during the famous fight, and pinned 

him while she pommelled him. It is otherwise a little sparse parsonage, much like others of its kind. It was due to the courtesy 

of the present incumbent that we were allowed to inspect it ; in his place I should often feel inclined to exorcise the three 

famous ghosts. 

 

Emily Brontë’s bedroom, featuring her “little oak tool”  (photo : E. Champeau, July 2024). 
 

One thing only remained: the church in which Charlotte worshipped, was married, and lies buried. The circumference 

of her life was very narrow. Here, though much is altered, a few things remain to tell of her. The slab which bears the names 

of the succession of children and of their parents - their births and deaths - strikes the eye first. Name follows name; at very 

short intervals they died - Maria the mother, Maria the daughter, Elizabeth, Branwell, Emily, Anne, Charlotte, and lastly the 

old father, who outlived them all. Emily was only thirty years old, and Charlotte but nine years older. 'The sting of death is 

sin, and the strength of sin is the law, but thanks be to God which giveth us the victory through our Lord Jesus Christ.' That 

is the inscription which has been placed beneath their names, and with reason; for however harsh the struggle, Emily, and 

Charlotte above all, fought to victory.  

 

Memorial plaque to the Brontë family, Haworth church (photo : E. Champeau, July 2024). 



Entries from Virginia Woolf’s diary 
relevant to ROO 
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With her father Leslie Stephen (1832-1904). Source : National Portrait Gallery, London, NPGx4600. 
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A writer’s diary, being extracts of the diaries of Virginia Woolf,                           

edited by Leonard Woolf, 1953. 

  



Inception : the Cambridge lectures 
I : Newnham College, 20th October 1928 

 
 

 
 
 

 



 

 

 

Elsie DUNCAN-JONES (née Phare), “Mrs Woolf comes to dine”, A Newnham 

Anthology, 1979, p. 174-175, quoted in John Henry Stape, Virginia Woolf : 

interviews and recollections, 1995, p. 14-15. 

 

  

Joan Pernel Strachey by Henry Lamb, 1926 (Newnham College). 



 

 
Virginia Woolf with Dadie Rylands (1902-1999), sitting in his lodgings at King’s College, Cambridge, 

where the sumptuous lunch described in ROO was held on 21st October 1928.                                                    

Source : A night’s darkness, a day’s sail, documentary by the BBC, 1970. 

 

Dadie (everyone calls him by his nickname) Rylands was born in 1902. He was a Scholar at Eton and at King ’s 

College, Cambridge, where he read classics and English literature. After graduation he worked for a few months 

at the Hogarth Press with Virginia and Leonard Woolf, who printed and published two volumes of his poetry. He 

then wrote his fellowship thesis, Words and Poetry, also published by the Hogarth Press, and came back to King's 

as a director of studies. 

[…] Rylands has lived in King's College, Cambridge, since 1927 when he first became a fellow and a don. His residence 

consists of two large rooms divided by a corridor, a small bedroom at the back, a kitchen and a bathroom. The apartment is 

known as the Old Provost's Lodge and the spacious study and drawing-room below are still used by the present provost; 

while the grand staircase is adorned with portraits of past college dignitaries. 

The rooms are lined with books and filled with an abundance of antique china and silver. Pictures by various friends 

and also a Constantin Guys and a Ghika hang on the walls. The doors and fireplace of the north room were painted by Dora 

Carrington in 1928 with pink, apricot and gray motives that are remarkably preserved : “I had no possessions then—l have 

a lot now, as you see—and Carrington offered to help by painting the doors," Rylands explains as he shows me around. The 

high recessed window, where we sit on a sofa to talk, looks out on the west view of King’s Chapel and Gibbs1 splendid 

building, the south front of Clare College and the glassy waters of the river Cam. On this sunny late-April day the avenues 

are lushly carpeted with daffodils and bluebells, and the stream dotted with varieties of duck. Now and again a punt glides 

past—a timeless scene. 

 

Susha GUPPY, introduction to an interview with Dadie Rylands,  

The Paris Review, 1988. 



Inception : the Cambridge lectures 
II : Girton College, 26th October 1928 

 
 

 
The reception room at Girton College (seen here in 2018), where Woolf delivered 

her 2nd Cambridge lecture. Source : https://www.literaturecambridge.co.uk/news/girton-2018. 
 
 
 

 
 
 





 

 
 

Kathleen RAINE, The land unknown, 1975, p. 21-23, quoted in John Henry 

Stape, Virginia Woolf : interviews and recollections, 1995, p. 15-17. 

 

 
Students at Girton working by Mary Evans, c. 1910. 



ROO’s first published iteration  
A five-page essay featured in the American  

cultural magazine The Forum (1886-1950), New York, March 1929 

 

 
 



 



 





 



 
Advertisement for Woolf’s upcoming piece in the February 1929 issue. 

 

 
“A leading woman essayist and novelist explains why women  

have attained such startling success in recent literature.” 



Autograph manuscript 
6th March – 2nd April 1929 

 

 
Opening page. Source : Fitzwilliam Museum, Cambridge, MS 1-1942. 



Original British edition 
The Hogarth Press, London, 24th October 1929 

 

  
Dust-jacket of the first British hardback edition, illustrated by Woolf’s sister, the painter Vanessa Bell.  

 
 

  
Title page               Blurb 



First British paperback edition 
Penguin, London, 1945 

 
 

      
 
Blurb : “Virginia WOOLF, who died in 1941, was the daughter of Sir Leslie Stephen, K.C.B. 
[Knight Commander of the Order of the Bath], and the wife of Leonard Woolf. 

Her first books were novels, and at the time of her death she had won a foremost place 
in English fiction, but she also ranks high among literary critics and essayists. Two 
collections of her essays, The Common Reader and The Second Common Reader, have been 
published by Penguin Books in the Pelican series ; and her fantastic and beautiful novel 
Orlando has also appeared as a Penguin Book.” 

 

 



Contemporary reviews 

 

The Satuday Review, London, 23rd November 1929. 



 
 

 
The Graphic, London, 21st December 1929. 



 

 

 
The Daily Herald, London, 28th December 1929. 

  



Current critical reception 
 

 

 
 

 

Mary Beard (1955-), Royal Academy of Arts Professor of Ancient Literature  

and fellow of Newnham College, Cambrige. 
 

 
Virginia Woolf has put her trademark on the phrase “room of one’s own” – in the essay of that name, based 

on lectures originally given in Cambridge (at both Newnham and Girton Colleges) in 1928. The argument that 

Woolf elaborates here is a simple one : as she repeats several times, “a woman must have money and a room of 

her own if she is to write fiction”; “it is necessary to have five hundred a year and a room with a lock on the door 

if you are to write fiction or poetry”; “my belief is that if we live another century or so – I am talking of the 

common life which is the real life and not of the little separate lives which we live as individuals – and have five 

hundred a year each of us and rooms of our own,” we will all be able to be writers. (£500 then is the equivalent 

of something over £30,000 now, something that many writers, male and female, could only dream of.) 

It is a great piece of feminist rhetoric, and I had always imagined that it was very much Woolf’s own idea, 

as she herself implies (“I am going to do what I can to show you how I arrived at this opinion about the room 

and the money”). I only recently discovered that the point about the room (though not the cash) was very much 

part of standard womens’ arguments around then, not original to Woolf at all (even if she did nail it expertly). 

Already in 1875, Anne Jemima Clough, Newnham’s first principal, had insisted to a group of college supporters 

https://gutenberg.net.au/ebooks02/0200791h.html
https://newn.cam.ac.uk/
https://www.girton.cam.ac.uk/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Anne_Clough


that a young woman should have “undisturbed possession of one room … where she can have access to any 

books that she may need” (discussed by Gillian Sutherland here). 

But I came across a much wittier version in an essay by Jane Ellen Harrison (who has a walk-on part as a 

ghost in Woolf’s Room of One’s Own). Entitled “Scientiae sacra fames” (“sacred hunger for knowledge”), this was 

first given as a lecture in 1911, and published in Harrison’s collection of essays, Alpha and Omega (1915). Her point 

was that women should be able to pursue knowledge for its own sake. In the course of this, she comments on the 

physical layout of middle-class domestic life, which deprives women of any space to think : 

The difference between men and women is illustrated, expressed, “projected” as we nowadays say, by the arrangements of the 

ordinary middle-class home, which are to me deeply depressing. 

 

Man and wife share a dining room. They are both animals, and must eat, so they do it together. Next comes the wife’s room, the 

drawing room : not a room to withdraw into, by yourself, but the room into which “visitors are shown” – a room in which you 

can’t possibly settle down to think, because anyone may come in at any moment. The drawing room is the woman’s province ; 

she must be able and ready to switch her mind off and on at any moment, to anyone’s concerns. 

 

Then, at the back of the house, there is a hole or den called a “study” – a place inviolate, guarded by immemorial taboos. There 

man thinks, and learns, and knows. I am aware that sometimes the study contains more pipes, fishing-rods, foxes’ brushes, and 

golf-clubs, than books or scientific apparatus. Still, it is called the “study” or the “library”, and the wife does not sit there. There 

are rarely two chairs – there is always one – possibly for a human being to sit on. Well, that study stands for man’s insularity ; he 

wants to be by himself. The house where you don’t and mustn’t sit in the study is to me no home. But then I have long known 

that I am no “true woman”. One of the most ominous signs of the times is that woman is beginning to demand a study. 

 
Harrison was a sharp observer of modern life, as of ancient. And I think her prequel to the “room of one’s 

own” argument rather “out-Woolfs” Woolf. 

 

Jane Ellen Harrison (1850-1928), linguist and lecturer in classical archeology                        

at Newnham college (1899-1922), painted by A.-E. John, c. 1874-1879. 

https://newn.cam.ac.uk/about/history
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Jane_Ellen_Harrison
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Alpha_and_Omega_(Harrison_book)


Echoes 

   

Advertisement for interior design items published in The Illustrated London News, 28 May 1938. 
 

     
          Poster for a film by Israeli director Matan Mair, 2023.           Front cover of The Times Literary Supplement, May 2026. 



 
 

  
 

 

 

 

 

In this very special episode of Julia’s Book Club, Julia Gillard and Sarah Holland-Batt discuss the work that 
inspired the name of this podcast. 
Virginia Woolf's A Room of One's Own was originally delivered as two lectures at Girton College, Cambridge 
almost a hundred years ago. 
Despite the passage of time many of the themes and ideas Woolf explores in this short but weighty book 
remain startlingly relevant today.  
Julia and Sarah discuss what has and hasn't changed for women since the 1920s, the evolution of women's 
writing and Virginia Woolf herself. 
 
 

 

>>> LISTEN : https://shows.acast.com/a-podcast-of-ones-own/episodes/julias-book-club-a-room-of-ones-own 

  

https://shows.acast.com/a-podcast-of-ones-own/episodes/julias-book-club-a-room-of-ones-own


 

 
 

      
 
 

 
 

Source : https://www.literaturecambridge.co.uk/news/kabe-2019. 



 



 

>>> WATCH : https://www.speech.almeida.co.uk/virginia-woolf. 
 

 
Source : radioX.co.uk, 18th March 2026. 

https://www.speech.almeida.co.uk/virginia-woolf


The four Maries 
Scottish folk ballad 

● Scottish version 

Yestreen the Queen had four Maries, the nicht she'll hae but three 

There was Mary Seaton, and Mary Beaton and Mary Carmichael and me. 

Word’s gone through the kitchen, and word's gone through the ha, 

That Mary Hamilton has a wean by the highest Stuart of aa. 

As she gae'd up the Canongate, a loud loud laugh gied she, 

But as she gaed doon the Canongate the saut tear blinded her ee. 

'Oh, oftimes hae I dressed my Queen, and pit gold in her hair, 

But noo I've gotten for my reward the gallows to be my share. 

Little did my mither think the day she cradled me, 

The lands I was tae travel in, the death I was tae dee.' 

Source : https://www.scotslanguage.com/articles/node/id/436. 
 
 

● American version 

Word is to the kitchen gone and word is to the hall 

And word is up to Madam the Queen and that's the worst of all 

That Mary Hamilton's born a babe 

To the highest Stuart of all 

"Oh, rise, arise, Mary Hamilton 

Arise and tell to me 

What thou hast done with thy wee babe? 

I saw and heard weep by thee" 

"I put him in a tiny boat 

And cast him out to sea 

That he might sink or he might swim 

But he'd never come back to me" 

"Oh, rise, arise, Mary Hamilton 

Arise and come with me 

There is a wedding in Glasgow town 

This night we'll go and see" 

She put not on her robes of black 

Nor her robes of brown 

But she put on her robes of white 

To ride into Glasgow town 

As she rode into Glasgow town 

The city for to see 

The bailiff's wife and the provost's wife 

Cried, "Alack and alas for thee" 

https://www.scotslanguage.com/articles/node/id/436


"Ah, you need not weep for me", she cried 

"You need not weep for me 

For had I not slain my own wee babe 

This death I would not dee" 

"Oh, little did my mother think 

When first she cradled me 

The lands I was to travel in 

And the death I was to dee" 

"Last night I washed the Queen's feet 

And put the gold in her hair 

And the only reward I find for this 

The gallows to be my share" 

"Cast off, cast off my gown", she cried 

"But let my petticoat be 

And tie a napkin 'round my face 

The gallows I would not see" 

Then by 'em come the king himself 

Looked up with a pitiful eye 

"Come down, come down, Mary Hamilton 

Tonight you'll dine with me" 

"Oh, hold your tongue my sovereign liege 

And let your folly be 

For if you'd a mind to save my life 

You'd never have shamed me here" 

Last night there were four Marys 

Tonight there'll be but three 

It was Mary Beaton and Mary Seton 

And Mary Carmichael and me 

Version sung by American folk  singer Joan Baez at the BBC Television 

Theatre, London, 5th June 1965. 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 

Virginie DESPENTES (1969-), King Kong théorie, 2006. 

https://www.amazon.fr/Jakuta-Alikavazovic/e/B004MQ5V8Y/ref=dp_byline_cont_book_1

