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Asheham House
Rodmell

Lewes

Sussex
21st Aug. 1918

Dear Mrs Brooke

It was a great pleasure to get 

your letter this morning. I had

rather hoped that you would not
see my review, as I felt that I

had not been able to say what I

wanted to say about Rupert. Also I am

afraid that I gave the impression that

I disliked Mr Marsh’s memoir much

more than I meant to. If I was

at all disappointed it was that he

gave of course rather his impression

of Rupert than the impression which

one had always had of him partly

from the Stracheys + other friends, of

his own age. But then he Mr Marsh could

not have done otherwise, + one is

very glad to have the Memoir

as it is. Rupert was so great a figure in

his friends eyes that no memoir could

possible be good enough. Indeed,

I felt it to be useless to try to write

about him. One couldn’t get near to his

extraordinary charm + goodness. I was

5 years older than he was, + I saw

him very little compared with most

people but perhaps because of the St

Ives days I always felt that I knew

him as one knows one’s family.

I stayed a week with him at Grantchester

+ then he came down here + we met

sometimes in London. He was a

wonderful friend. I married in

1912, + was ill for a long time afterwards,

+ never saw him after he went to

America.

It would be a great pleasure to me

if I might come + see you when you are

in London. We go back to

Hogarth House, Paradise Road, Richmond

S.W. in October.

Perhaps you would write + tell

me if you ever cared to see me.

Thank you again for your letter, +

believe me

Yours sincerely

Virginia Woolf
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-All these have been my loves. And these shall pass,

Whatever passes not, in the great hour ,

nor  all my passion, all my foragers, have power

To hold them with me through the gate of Death.

They’ll play Deserter, turn with traitorous the traitor’s breath ,

Break the high bond we made , and sell Love’s Trust 

And sacramental covenant to the dust.

- Oh, never a doubt but, somewhere, I shall wake , 

And give what’s left of love again , and make

New friends, now strangers....

                                             But the best I’ve known,

Stays here, and changes, breaks, grows old, is blown 

About the winds of the world , and fades from brains 

Of living men, and dies.  Nothing remains.

O Dear my loves, o faithless, once again

This one last gift I give : that after men 

Shall know, and later lovers, far-removed,

Praise you, “All these were lovely;” say, “He loved.”

Mateia . 
R.B.
        1914

