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AUTHOR'S NOTE

USE of an odd title needs instant justification if the author is not
to be suspected of affectation or some catchpenny motive or both.
| call this book Portrait Of A Genius, But . . ., firstly because it
isaportrait and not a detailed exhaustive biography, which, with all
the material available, would be twice or thrice the length. Then,
in going over the books and letters | noticed that somewhere or
other almost everyone used the phrase: " Of course, Lawrence was
a genius, but ..." The phrase inevitably came up when people
argued about him in his lifetime, usually with more emphasis on
the "but" than on the "genius". Lawrence himself noticed and
remembered it, for little that had reference to him escaped that
intensely observant mind or faded from that almost superhuman
memory. "Jn the early days they were always telling me 1 had got
genius," he wrote in Assorted Articles, "as if to console me for not
having their own incomparable advantages." Across the years one
can still hear the tone o™ patronage; for what, after all, is it worth
to be born a genius compared with having a grandfather in the
D.N.B., an old school tie, or a weekly article in a weary critical
journal? My title was chosen for me.

But then, what is "genius'? Itisaword as out of fashion with the
fastidious aswith the frumps and the levellers; but why should we let
them rob us of anything we want? People must have thought it meant
something or they could not have been so unanimousin stickingit on
him as a label, from his first critic Ford Madox Hueffer down to the
yellow press guttersnipe who when he was dying called him "a sex-
soaked genius". If genius is "mainly a matter of energy" then
Lawrence indisputably had it, for in the mere twenty years of his
manhood his experiences and his creative output were intense and
continuous. He had periods of repose and change, but never of
sterility. But surely by "genius" people mean much more than
energy. No doubt they use the word loosely, but they mean by it
someone who is born with unique perceptions, an unmistakable
aptitude for some form of human excellence not mechanical or
imitative. Buddha, they would say, was a religious genius;
Alexander a military genius;, Mozart a musical genius, Shelley a
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Vi AUTHOR'S NOTE

poetical genius; Edison aninventivegenius. Avoiding hair-splitting
and usdess wrangling over terms we can all see that the popular use
of the word has a meaning. D. H. Lawrence was a genius; but what
sort of a genius? That is what this book hopes to tell, but at the

outset | should say that both in living and in writing Lawrence was
agenius, but . . .
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PART ONE

SON AND LOVER

1885-1910






1

HE mining village of Eastwood lies on the borders of two English

counties, Nottinghamshire and Derbyshire, about ten miles
to the north-west of the industrial town of Nottingham whose
factories are served by the adjacent coal-pits, of which Eastwood's
Brinsley Colliery was one. Towards the end of the 19th century the
place "consisted of a drab main street and hundreds of niggardly
houses . . . little grimy, brick houses with date roofs" which taken
together made up "a general effect of paltriness, smalness, mean-
ness fathomless ugliness, combined with a sort of chapel-going
respectability." Eastwood, then, was one of the many, many hap-
hazard communities brought recklessy into hideous reality by the
Industrial Revolution, against whose sgualor and degradation
Ruskin had been eloquently raging through decades of futile protest
and denunciation.

Yet Eastwood was not so bad as sy, Snelheid under its per-
petual mushroom-shaped Vesuvius eruption of black smoke eclips-
ing the sun and poisoning human lungs, not so bad as the rea
Black Country, with its hundreds, no thousands! of square miles
of coa-pits and factory chimneys and squalid dreets and hundreds
of thousands of pinched grey faces resigned or resentful. Eadt-
wood's coal-field was small and comparatively new, new enough
for the miners' dwellings to be rather potential than actual dums,
and small enough to permit excape to fidds and farms. Some of
the cottages even had wide views across open country. Neither
place nor people had been quite tamed into mechanica uniformity.
"There was a sene of latent wildness and unbrokenness, a weird
sense of thrill and adventure in the pitch-dark Midland nights, and
roaring football Saturday afternoons.” Sometimes the miners went
poaching in the surrounding half-wild country, and many of them
every week spent on beer the "precious money" which should have
gone to their families. No wonder the women bitterly hated the
pubs which took away the extra five or ten shillings which would
have made so much difference to their lives, and raged at the men
when they came home tipsily merry. Yet who will blame the men
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4 PORTRAIT OF A GENIUS, BUT . . .

to whom the pub meant human warmth and comradeship and con-
viviality and a respite from work and worry? In their way these
miners and their families were religious, with strict social-moral
standards and prejudices. Unconscious of the ugliness of their
community, too stationary to know its comparative insignificance,
they had an inflated idea of their importance in the economy of
England and the scheme of things in general.

In the 1870s there came to Eastwood a coal-miner named John
Arthur Lawrence and his wife, born Lydia Beardsall, who had been
married on the 27th December 1875 at Sneiton Church, Notting-
ham. In Eastwood their children were born and reared and the
parents lived out their lives.

In many ways they were a disharmonious couple. As his famous
son tells us, John Arthur Lawrence belonged to the last generation
of Englishmen who escaped compulsory State "education”. He had
never been tamed by the Board School. At the age of ten he had
been sent to work in the coal-pit. He could barely sign his name
and could just laboriously spell out a newspaper to his impatient
wifein the evening or to himself in the early morning as he crouched
before the blazing kitchen lire, toasting his breakfast bacon on a
fork and catching the drips of fat on a hunk of bread. His whole
life was entirely physical, made up of hard work at the coal-face,
tinkering with innumerablelittle jobs at home, drinking and talking
and sometimes going long walks with his mates. Asayoung man he
had been a good dancer and looked "strikingly virile" with his
enormously developed arm muscles, thick black hair and bushy
beard. He was a "butty", which in those days meant a kind of
foreman or liaison-man between the company and the other miners.
At the section of the coal-face allotted to him he had "three or
four men working under hisdirection and paid them wages from the
money he received in payment for the coal hewn". Thus a butty
was dmost a little employer, at all events a responsible man whose
earnings in good times might run as high as five pounds a week
real gold pounds. But that was in the early days of his marriage,
before he had damaged his strength by drinking and had lost his
chance of good places at the coa-face by offensive jeers at the
overseer  an old friend who had risen above him. He was very far
from being the industrialised robot, rotten with politics and
journalism and radio and cinema and printed trash. He was a
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man who had his being centred in the coal-pit, but who loved his
morning walks through the dewy fields to the pit-head, who liked
and understood animals and could tell vivid stories about them.
He believed that he was only part English, and that his grandfather
had been a Frenchman. He worked when his mates worked, struck
when they struck, without caring about the issues. For the rest,
"his nature was purely sensuous'’, he lived out his life as fully as
he could, taking the enjoyment and refusing to go sour over life'sills.

Lydia Beardsdl, the girl he married, was a very different type
of person both by temperament and upbringing. She believed her-
self to be "of a good old burgher family, famous independents, who
had fought with Colonel Hutchinson, and who remained stout
Congregationalists." Most families tell themselves stories of one
sort or another about their illustrious origin, and so far as the
influence on life goes the belief and not the fact is important. Lydia's
father had been an engineer foreman at Sheerness Dockyard, and
had paid for her to be educated at a small private school where
later she became an assistant teacher. "She read a good ded and
wrote poetry. . . . She loved idess, and was considered very intel-
lectual. What she liked most of all was an argument on religion
or philosophy or politics with some educated man." Even when
oppressed by endless housework for a husband and five children
she found time to read "piles of books" from the local library. She
had an unshakably good conceit of hersef. "Her confidence in
herself" (says Jesse Chambers, the friend of Lawrence's youth, who
writes under theinitials E.T.) "and her pronouncements upon people
and things excited my wonder . . . she was so certain of herself
and her Tightness™ She never used the Derbyshire dialect like her
husband and the other miners and their wives, and had very little
contact with her neighbours. "She was small and slight in figure,”
sys her daughter, Ada Clarke, "with brown hair and clear blue
gyes that dways looked fearless and unfaltering." Her nose had
been a little twisted by a childish accident, and she had small hands
and feet—"beautiful hands" in the eyes of her son.

Before her meeting with Arthur Lawrence she had fallen in love
with an earnest young man who wanted to be a clergyman but was
trying to learn a busness he hated, because his father insisted and
he was afraid of his father. He was aso afraid to do anything about
Lydia except to talk to her and give her a copy of the Bible. Later
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he became a school teacher and married his landlady, but Lydia
kept his Bible all her life. Four years after their separation she met
Arthur Lawrence at a party in Nottingham, and each instantly had
for the other all the attraction of the unfamiliar. "She was to the
miner that thing of mystery and fascination, a lady" and "she
thought him rather wonderful, never having met anyone like him".
And very soon she married him, knowing nothing of a coal miner's
ways and habits, nothing of the life conditions of a miner's wife,
and apparently being deceived into thinking he was better off than
he really was.

Within twelve years this ill-matched couple, in spite of constant
bickering and quarrels, produced five children: George Arthur,
William Ernest, Emily, David Herbert, and Ada. As these children
grew up they sometimes wondered why two people apparently so
unsuited to one another as their parents had ever married. The
glamour of the unknown had very soon worn off. It was impossible
for the illiterate miner to understand his wife's intellectual interests
and for his robust hedonism to conform to her narrow pretentious
idealism. After a few months of domesticity during which he
became a member of the teetotal Band of Hope, the miner began
to stop at a pub for a drink and a word with his mates before going
home, and then for severd drinks and plenty of rough friendly talk.
His wife, a lifelong abstainer, condemned him bitterly, hating him
for the sdf-indulgence and what to her was waste of money. She
would wait up for him, at night, her rage seething, until on his
arrival it boiled over in a torrent of biting truths which "turned him
from his slightly fuddled and pleasantly apologetic mood into a
brutal and coarse beast." For years these "unhappy and sordid
scenes' of recrimination raged, sometimes culminating in violence,
aways shattering to the nerves of the young children as they lay
trembling in bed. Outside their cottage in Walker Street was a
great ash tree whose branches shrieked in the night gdes and
mingled with the angry voices of the quarrelling parents:

"Having such a great space in front of the house gave the children
a feding of night, of vasness, and of terror. This terror came in
from the shrieking of the tree and the anguish of the home discord.
Often he would wake up, after he had been adegp a long time,
aware of thuds downstairs. Instantly he was wide awake. Then
he heard the booming shouts of his father, come home nearly
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drunk, then the sharp replies of his mother, then the bang, bang,
of his father's fist on the table, and the nasty snarling shout as the
man's voice got higher. And then the whole was drowned in a
piercing medley of shrieks and cries from the great, wind-swept
ash-tree. The children lay silent in suspense, waiting for a lull in
the wind, to hear what their father was doing. He might hit their
mother again. There was a feeling of horror, a kind of bristling
in the darkness, and a sense of blood. They lay with their hearts
in the grip of an intense anguish."

All children over-simplify their memories of their parents, sdect-
ing what happens to impress them and forgetting all the rest. It
is not possible that every night the ash tree shrieked and the parents
quarrelled. Yet who that knows Lawrence can for a moment doubt
the immense influence these quarrels and night terrors had on his
later life? By way of extreme contrast one turns to the childhood
memories of another English writer who, though in some respects so
completely different from Lawrence, was nevertheess strangely akin
to him both in the character of his mind and in his social views—
acertain affinity and an unadmitted literary influence. In Praeterita
Ruskin says.

"I never had heard my father's or mother's voice once raised in
any question with each other; nor seen an angry, or even slightly
hurt or offended, glance in the eyes of either. | had never heard a
servant scolded; nor even suddenly, passionately, or in any severe
manner, blamed. | had never ssen a moment's trouble or disorder
in any household matter; nor anything whatever done in a hurry,
or undone in due time. | had no conception of such a feeling as
anxiety. . . ."

Neither Ruskin nor Lawrence made an ideal husband, so evidently
neither extreme is to be recommended. But Lawrence, who knew
Ruskin through and through, must have read that passage and one
would suppose that a man so sensitive, whose childhood had known
such suffering from family discord, would have used all hisinfluence
as a man and writer to spare other children that fegling of horror,
that intense anguish he records so vividly. With such an experience
behind him you would suppose he would be "intensely aware" of
the value of self-control, gentleness, good manners, graciousness
in society and above all in intimacy. Not at all. He not only
practised the raucous habits of his parents in his own child-
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less life but furiously inculcated them upon other married people:

" | f awoman's husband gets on her nerves, she should fly at him.
If she thinks him too sweat and smarmy with other people, she
should let him have it to his nose, straight out. She should lead
himadog'slife, and never swallow her bile. With wife or hushband,
you should never swalow your bile. It makes you go all wrong
inside. Always let fly, tooth and nail, and never repent, no matter
what sort of figureyou make. We have a vice of love, of softness
and swegness and smarminess and intimacy and promiscuous
kindness and all that sort of thing. ..."

So he rages on in Fantasia of the Unconscious, trying to justify
to himself if not to others the crudities and violences he really was
ashamed of. In his own childhood and when he re-lived it in his
writing Lawrence felt very differently, and it would be easy enough
to find passages from other parts of his work which completely
contradict that snarling paragraph from Fantasia. But then, as we
shall have only too many occasions to notice, consistency was
impossibleto him, just asitwasto Ruskin. And after all consistency
israther avirtue of little critics than of great creators. But this habit
of "aways letting fly" which Lawrence praises was very much
condemned by him in his father when Arthur Lawrence "let fly'
at his superiors in the mine, and consequently was given less and
less profitable "stalls" with smaller and smaller earnings, while to
console himself he spent more and more money on beer. Forgetting
his praise of the virtue of "letting fly" Lawrence thus denounced
his father:

"He was usually rather rude to his little immediate bosses at the
pit. He practically never had a good stall, all the time he was a
butty, because he was adways saying tiresome and foolish things
about the men just above him in control at the mine. He offended
them all, amost on purpose, so how could he expect them to
favour him? Yet he grumbled when they didn't."

The cap woven for the father in after life amost exactly fitted
the son.

The feeling of the mother and children in the Lawrence household
was of bitter poverty, and nobody would deny that they were
pinched especidly when the father drank away money and left
them but twenty-five shillings a week to live on. Yet these things
are relative, and from the point of view of a war-wrecked, half-
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starved England they do not ssem to have been so badly off. The
different cottages in which they lived were certainly small and
hideously ugly, but then most modern dwellings are either that or
almost more awful tenements. The house where Lawrence was born
was situated in Victoria Street, and a recent photograph shows that
it had a shop window from which in her early married life his
mother sold "lace caps and aprons and linen". Certainly the house
was small and ugly, but does not even now justify the rhetorical
phrase in his sister's book about "the rotting roof of the miner's
home". Another house, where Lawrence spent the years from two
to saven, was larger, with a garden, the end house of a row called
The Breach. When he was seven they moved again to one of a
row of six bay-windowed houses which had just been built in
Walker Street, from which there was a wide view across country
to High Park woods.

Clearly the Lawrence children in their childhood never thought
of their home as mean and did not suffer always from the discord of
their parents. "Home was home, and they loved it with a passion
of love, whatever the suffering had been." They thought the Walker
Street cottage "nice" and the kitchen "homelike". It had an arm-
chair for the father, a rocking-chair for the mother, a sofa with
"pretty red chintz" and cushions to match, a dresser, a book-case
"with rows of books" and some "quite decorative oleographs'.
The parlour was furnished with "mahogany and horse-hair furni-
ture and oleographs heavily framed in gilt", and of course a family
portrait over the mantelpiece. It was thus similar to thousands of
other respectable working-class homes, but the Lawrence children
felt there was something about the house which "made it different
from those of the neighbours'. From the description it is a little
hard to guess where the difference lay. Perhaps it was not so much
the "absence of anything cheap and tawdry" but the existence of
something quite impal pable, a psychological environment which was
too familiar to be noticed by the inmates but instantly apparent to
a sengitive visitor. Jesse Chambers says the Lawrence household
had "a curious atmosphere’ such as she had never known before.
There was "a tightness in the air, as if something unusual might
happen at any minute" which was exciting, yet made her fed "a
little sick". This peculiar tension was "a constant quality”, some-
thing felt dways and "immediately on entering the house'. The



10 PORTRAIT OF A GENIUS, BUT . ..

Lawrence children felt that they were "very sdlect”, indeed all the
children in their street did. They had a strong sense of importance
and superiority, even that they were unique, and an equally strong
wish to impress this on others.

In later life Lawrence stressed the dreadful ugliness of his child-
hood's surroundings and liked to harrow the fedings of his friends
with tales of their grinding poverty. One can perhaps reconcile this
discrepancy by the fact that the child knew nothing dse and the
grown man had seen the world. Yet even the details about the
money of the household which have been accidentally preserved do
not suggest destitution or squalor. Comparison with contemporary
inflated paper currency and famine prices would be misleading; we
must remember that these wages were paid in gold during a period
when retail prices of necessties were extremely low.

As aschoolboy Lawrence was sent every week to collect the money
due to his father and fellow workers. On one occasion we here
that this amounted to seventeen pounds, eleven shillings and seven-
pence with sixteen shillings and sixpence stoppages—that is nearly
seventeen pounds to be shared among five men, with Arthur Lawrence
presumably taking rather more than the others. On another occasion,
when Lawrence was growing up and himself earning a wage, the
share-out was from a smaller sum, but we hear that the butty
got more than the "daymen". The miners received all the coal they
burned at a very low cogt, but the rent of the cottage was five
shillings a week plus rates.

It was the custom for all women to be absent during the weekly
share-out, but of course Lydia Lawrence could aways find out what
the earnings were from her son. The miner had fixed a sort of scae,
whereby if he earned forty shillings he took ten shillings for him-
<df, and so on down to sixteen shillings when he took only sixpence.
Ada Lawrence does not remember her father giving her mother
morethan thirty-five shillingsfor aweek'sexpenses. Fromtotal earn-
ings of ten pounds eeven shillings by five men she was left with "only
ameadey twenty-five shillings", a decline due probably to those "tire-
someand foolish things" her husband would say to his"little bosses'.

The wage-earner suffered a good many mine accidents, for he was
"rather a heedless man, cardess of danger”. When the family knew
that he was not in great pain and would recover, they rather enjoyed
these quiet periods, which seem to have been less poverty-stricken
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than when the miner was at work. They received fourteen shillings a
week from the pit, ten shillings from the sick club, five shillings
from the disability fund, and fiveto saven shillings from the other
butties. This makes thirty-four to thirty-six shillings aweek, and
as there was no man to feed and the hospital was presumably free,
they were obviously better off when he was hurt than when he was
working! No wonder the children secretly rather looked forward
to such accidents, and that while the miner was in hospital "the
family was extraordinarily happy and peaceful”. Iliness, it seems
was not so highly compensated as accidents. Then, with the man
in bed at home, they received only seventeen shillings plus an
unspecified "portion of the stall's profits'. But the neighbours
helped with the housework, gave the children meds, "made broths
and gave eggs and such invalid's trifles’. But even at the maximum
these payments were quite inadequate, and it is essy enough to
understand why Lawrence even in the days of his fame still felt
bitter at "the terrible indignity of such poverty".

There was no money to spend on amusements, and they had to
create their own happiness. Such gifts as the children received were
pathetically meagre- "a couple of postcards’ for one of the girls,
a fret-saw or "a bit of pretty wood" for one of the elder boys, and
for Lawrence "a small tube of paints or some thick paper". At
Christmas time they could not afford a tree, but only a branch of
berried holly decorated with "treasures' saved over from year to
year, which included "a winged angel and glistening balls'. On
Christmas Day they always had a pork pic for breakfast and a duck
for dinne— not much among seven. But somehow or other the
mother contrived that the children's stockings "were dways well-
filled, with a sugar pig and mince pic at the top". Sometimes, not
necessarily at Christmas, the miner would buy himself such things
as a canary or a fancy walking-stick - leaving his wife to pay for
them out of the housekeeping money. The only time we ever hear
of his wife buying something for herself it was a dish with corn-
flowers for which she paid fivepence, and some roots of pandes
and crimson daisies which cost fourpence. And the spending of
that ninepence was the occasion for much remorse: "I'm a wicked
extravagant woman. | know | sH cometo want." The mother never
hid her money worries from the children, but on the contrary always
made them aware of their poverty, and "never conceded the fact
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that she had not enough money to clothe and feed them adequately
as she wished".

Perhaps it was necessary for the children to have their poverty
constantly before their eyes but there were hidden scenes of
domestic quarrelling and violence which ought not to have been told
to a sensitive lad. Whether he exaggerated or even invented it out
of histortured imagination Lawrence certainly believed inthereality
of a quarrel which supposedly occurred only a few weeks before he
was born, lie believed that his father had come home drunk, had
got into an altercation with his wife, had angrily pushed her out
of the house into the dark little garden, and then locking the door
had fallen adeep with his head on the table. Long afterwards when
Lawrence and his mother and the Chambers were on holiday at
the seaside, he "broke into a storm of duse against his father".
When he had left the room, she bent her head "with a strange
smile" and said: "I know why he hates his father. It happened
before he was born. One night he put me out of the house. He's
bound to hate his father." she seemed to think this right and
natural, and even on her deathbed "she talked about her husband.
Now ghe hated him. She did not forgive him. She could not bear
him to bein the room. And a few things, the things that had been
most bitter to her, came up again so strongly that they broke from
her, and she told her son."

Obviously it was from his mother that Lawrence heard other
stories about his early childhood. His godfather was the Congre-
gationalist minister, who later gave the boy lessons in French and
German. One day when he had called and stayed to tea the miner
returned and bitterly humiliated his wife by whining to the clergy-
man about how terribly hard he had to work, how much he swested,
how thirsty he got in the dust, and how much he ought to be pitied.
Thus she made her son writhe with anger, shame and humiliation,
as she poured out her bitterness and disappointment, making per-
manent in him a self-conflict bred from his passionate share in the
conflict of his parents.

Such was the immediate environment, with its conflicts, stresses,
passions, preudices and compensations, into which D. H. Lawrence
was born and in which he grew up. If it seams a strangely unfavour-
able one for an artist, a poet, aman with "genius", it at least avoided
middle-class mediocrity. It may have been mean, but even its drab-
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ness was not just ordinary. Perhapsit could hardly have been worse
as a training ground for character, for teaching a boy and then a
youth how to live easily with outsiders, happily and affectionately
with intimates. It developed passions of love and hate and envy
and utter lack of reticence, but not affection and consideration for
others, though naturally he was extremely affectionate and could
show great tenderness. But then poetry is bred from passons, not
from middle-class virtues.

Even subtler and deeper injuries ssem to have been inilicted on
the over-sensitive child. It was not only that he ssemed to inherit
or to have absorbed into his own nature the bitter conflict between
his spontaneous, pleasure-loving father and the prim, self-righteous
puritan woman. She was a domestic tyrant and ruled her family
"by a sort of divine right of motherhood. .. it seemed like sacrilege
to question her authority". She usad this power, particularly with
her sons and above all with David Herbert, to draw the whole love
of these quick passionate children to hersdf, withdrawing them
fromtheir father, making them priggishly despisshimasa"common"
working man. As the boys grew up she thwarted their relationships
with girl sweethearts. In David Herbert the feeling of mistrust, of
being unsure of himself, was made lifelong; yet she imposed on
him her over-bearing sdf-confidence, so that as he perpetualy
wavered in beliefs and moods and whims and projects he could not
help stating each ephemeral phase in terms of vehement dogmatic
assertion.

Lawrence was not a strong child. He believed that he had been
ill with bronchitis when he was but two weeks old. His mother
remembered that as a baby there had been a "peculiar knitting" of
his brows, a "peculiar heaviness of its eyes as if it were trying to
understand something that was pain." At about four he was
"delicate and quiet". "A delicate pale brat with a snuffy nose,”
Lawrence called himself rather brutally, who "trotted after his
mother like her shadow." Usually he was "active and interested"
and then suddenly for no apparent reason he would be found
"crying on the sofa and quite unable to explain why, and quite
unable to stop. At last the exasperated mother would carry him
and his chair into the garden, and 'plump’ them down with the
half-humorous, half-despairing order: 'Now cry there, Misery!’
Lawrence himself, telling the story, ssemed to think this indicated
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some more or less mystical nostalgia in his infant sdf, though
materialists, such as maternity nurses, might attribute the "knitting
of the brows" to indigestion, and the "misery" to wrong feeding
or under-feeding. When he had these fits of crying his father is
supposed to have said in arage: " | f he doesn't stop, I'Il1 smack him
till he does." That these two earliest memories were unhappy ones
might be due to the fact that the stories came from his mother, who
wanted him to fed that he had been forlorn and miserable and wesk
and she alone had understood and protected him.

Another of these early tdes may very likely have been greatly
exaggerated in the telling, though the fact itself is not important;
it is Lawrence's belief in what his mother told him that matters.
The story is that his mother was sitting one evening with him, still
a baby, on her lap, weary with waiting up for his father to return
from the pub. When he came in rather drunk the inevitable scene
developed, from nagging and altercation to screamed insults which
goaded the miner to such a frenzy of rage that he flung a drawer
from the dresser at her. "One of the corners caught her brow" and
cut it badly, amost stunning her, and drops of her blood dripped
from her face on to the baby's white shawl. The now sobered man
watched in horror as a drop of blood fell "into the baby's fragile
glistening hair" and he saw "the heavy dark drop hang in the
glistening cloud and pull down the gossamer."

Whether this painful episode is taken literally or merely as a
symbol, it marked for young Lawrence a final break between his
parents and his unqualified going over to the mother's side. In
comparison he cared little or nothing when, rather as an anti-
climax, she told him that his father had stolen housekeeping money
from her purse to buy heer. In later life Lawrence changed—when
did he not change? and took his father's side. Considering the
way the man was treated in his own home, denounced by his wife
while prim children gazed at him with the appalling condemnation
of their age, it is not surprising that he paraded his pit-dirt and
deliberately exaggerated his "commonness' and uncouthness of
table manners.

There is some reason to think that the coal-miner did not forget
these insults and in due time revenged, or tried to revenge, them in
his own style of humour. In 1918 Lawrence and his wife were
expelled from Cornwall on suspicion of espionage and took refuge
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for a time in Derbyshire near where the old man was living in
humble retirement. Remembering his father's skill in such jobs as
cobbling Lawrence asked him to mend a pair of shoes, which in due
course came back neatly soled with tin. On another occasion when
his son and daughter-in-law were out on along walk the old man just
before dusk lighted a large bonfire in their garden. If they had not
managed to put it out this might have resulted in their being im-
prisoned, since the showing of any light was forbidden and they were
aready under suspicion of signalling to imaginary enemies.

As the Lawrence children grew older another scries of domestic
battles was fought over the question of what occupation they were to
follow for their living. Holding to tradition, Arthur Lawrence
thundered that the boys were "to go down pit" and the girls go out
as kitchen maids. His wife had very dilTerent ideas. With her
virulent sne of her own unrewarded "superiority" she believed
ardently in the Victorian gospel of getting on and bettering yourself,
wherein (as her son himself has pointed out) she was entirely sup-
ported by the teachers in the State-paid national schools. Lydia
Lawrence was bitterly determined that her children should not earn
their livings by any kind of manual labour, and her whole ambition
wasto turnthem into what are called white collar workers, in the hope
that one or all of the boys might "get on and become a master man
in business'. She had nothing but contempt for her husband when
he shouted against making the eldest son an office boy: "What dost
want ter mae a stool-harsed Jack on 'im for?" She had the same
contempt for any Eastwood |ad who took on the obvious service of
working in the mines, only exceeded by her contempt for any young
man who joined the regular army—"A soldier!-a common soldier!
—nothing but a body that makes movements when it hears a shout!"
The children, having their own ambitions as well as their share of her
"superiority", quite agreed with her.

According to Lawrence most of the miners' sons loathed school
and longed to be done with it and get "down pit", but the elementary
school was compulsory and there was no way of evading it. Having
no ambitious superior mothers backing up the school teachers, these
lads felt contemptuous of the "book learning" which was forced on
them. In due course Lawrence was sent to the Beauvale "Board
School" and at once got into trouble for scorning his Biblical name
of David. The headmaster, it appears, was aways contrasting him
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unfavourably with the go-getting materially successful elder brother,
Ernest. Yet Lawrence must have been quick and inteligent in
learning the curious routine stuff put before him. When he was
twelve he won a scholarship to the Nottingham High School, and
this after all was an essential step in his career, for without a secondary
education even he could hardly have become an author. Yet at
first he had hated school and its discipline, the subjecting of himself
to obedience and routine: "1 shall never forget the anguish with
which 1 wept, the first day. | was captured. 1 was roped in." Later
in life he came to think that his scholarship had been a misfortune.
He believed that the daily train journey to and from Nottingham
had been too great a strain on his aways delicate health and that
it was the real beginning of the lung dissase which destroyed him.

Religion was an even more important influence on Lawrence's
childhood than State education. True, he tells us that by the time
he was sixteen he had "criticised and got over the Christian dogma’.
But theological dogma is never very important in popular religion
which, as he described it, wes a mixture of emotionalism and
brutal ethical bullying. The family were Congregationalists, a fact
in which Lawrence took a perhaps excessive pride, rather as if he
believed himself called eventually to sit at the right hand of Oliver
Cromwell. In the Lawrence family the children were herded to
chapel three times a day every Sunday, and were compelled by their
mother's teetotal zed to join the Band of Hope abstainers. Law-
rence as a child—and, never forget, a very intelligent and over-
sensitive child- surrendered to this powerful, raucous religious
emotionalism. However much he may have rebelled againgt it
intellectually as a youth and man, the influence never wholly left
him. Lessthan two years before his death he wrote that the hymns
sung in the bleak ugly chapel still meant "more to me almost than
the finest poetry, they have for me a more permanent value." He
was equally emphatic about the lasting power over him of the
Bible. "Not only was the Biblein portions poured into the childish
consciousness day in, day out, year in, year out, willy nilly, whether
the consciousness could assimilate it or not, but also it was day in,
day out, year in, year out, expounded, dogmatically, and aways
morally expounded, whether it was in day-school or Sunday-school,
at home or in Band of Hope or Christian Endeavour."

A comprehensive programme of crude religious propaganda.
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Evidently there was no exape from this dap-bang bibliolatry,
holding forth and hymn-shouting. Nor did Lawrence resent the
crudity of it, however much he might in some moodsjeer at it. "In
Sunday School | am eternally grateful to old Mr. Remington, with
his white round beard and his ferocity. He made us sing' And
he loved the martial hymns." That was the great attraction, for it
was all experienced as an exciting battle against the wicked, who
of course were the powerful, the rich, the voluptuous, and all those
mysteriously and hatefully cultured in the difficult learning of the
Gentiles. At the revivalist meetings- to which he sneaked in secret
since his mother disapproved of them as common—he heard ever
more violent denunciations of the wickedness of all others, virulent
expressions of under-dog envy, and that "special kind of religious
cheek" which condsts in "a religion of self-glorification and power,
for ever! and of darkness'.

Somehow this queer religion of intolerance and self-conceit was
made to fit in with the work of the coal-mines as the miners tramped
to and from work, caroused in the pubs or shouted at the football
matches. Smoke and steam poured from the pit-heads, the lines of
clanking trucks carried away the hard-won coal, and the fuming
stinking slag-hills grew steadily. Smoke and grit settled on the
dingy little town, which nevertheless was a place of romance and
excitement to the boy as he played wild yelling games with other
children in the deep darkness of a street faintly lighted by asingle lamp.

It was surely an odd freak of fate to throw into such an environ-
ment, with its ferocities, prejudices and conflicts, a child who in
his very different way was as responsive and over-strung as Shelley
himself. Each was thrown into hostile and incongruous surround-
ings, against which he struggled as well as he could. In Shelley's
caze the conflict led him into much early writing of a worthless kind
and into doing numberless rash, unconventional acts which baffled
and enraged people. Lawrence faced an even more difficult and
complex problem, yet in his earliest writing we have to forgive him
no crude horror novels or ridiculous Margaret Nicholson poems.
According to Aldous Huxley, all Lawrence's decisions in life were
determined by his instinctive will always to preserve the artist in
him. Whether this is true or not, no one can deny that the conflict
or series of inner conflicts dating from childhood gave him amost
a Jekyll and Hyde personality- lover and hater, charmer and



18 PORTRAIT OF A GENIUS, BUT . . .

scandalmonger, artist and preacher, a Samese twin psychology of
freres ennemis.

Looking back on himself as a boy from his early manhood years
he saw all this clearly and put it down with that peculiar honesty
of his which never shrank from the truth of life. He saw his past
«df, the fourteen-year-old High School boy, with an "extra-
ordinarily mobile" face dready becoming "rough-featured" like
his father. Usually this boy, with his vivid blue eyes, "saw things",
was "full of life, and warm,” while "his smile came suddenly and
was very lovable." But there was another and rather disagreeable
sde to the lad. "When there was any clog in his soul's quick
running, his face went stupid and ugly. He was the sort of boy
that becomes a clown and a lout as soon as he is not understood,
or feds himself held cheap; and, again, is adorable at the first
touch of warmth."

As a child he had preferred girls to boys for his playmates, and
at school he intensely disliked cricket and football. His eldest
brother was "too far removed from him" in age to accept him as
acompanion. So the smaller boy "belonged at first most entirely”
to his sgters. His dislike for conventional organised games did not
mean that he had no snse of fun or was wholly a prig, though he
was at times very much a prig. He loved to dominate his com-
panions and enjoyed the greater mental activity of creating games
instead of following an accepted routine of competitive sport. "He
had a genius for inventing games, especialy indoors.” Even as a
boy he seems to have displayed his aert powers of noticing every-
thing in the world about him and giving out his unique vitality to
others. When he took his sigters for walks through the fields or
aongside the railway track, "not a flower, tree or bird," escaped
him, and he "found wonderful adventure in seeing thefirst celandine
or early violet".

He had immense capacity for the enjoyment of simple things.
His memories of the Christmas when his elder brother William
came home after making his first business success in London were
vivid and happy. The family was wholly self-centred and con-
centrated on itself for this festival of rejoicing. The children
"scoured the land" for holly and mistletoe and made coloured
paper-chains to hang across the living-room. "There was unheard-
of extravagance in the larder.” The mother "made a big and
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magnificent cake" and then "feeling queenly" taught the boy "how
to blanche aimonds", though why that should have made her fed
queenly is hard to say. Then "there was a big plum-cake, and a
rice-cake, jam-tarts, lemon-tarts and mince-pies, Spanish-tarts and
cheese-cakes. . . . Everybody was mad with excitement.”

In his fictionalised account of this undoubtedly real experience,
the three children go off to meet their elder brother on the London
train, which of course isvery late. Lawrence was "dying for" the
station-master to know "they were expecting someone by the
London train: it sounded so grand,” but aas, *he was much too
scared of broaching any man, let alone one in a pesk cap, to dare
to ask." When, after a long mournful wait of more than two
hours, the brother appeared, his first modest impulse was to explain
to them that "this great train had stopped for his sske at such a
small station." When they had gloated over the presents he had
brought, including the gold-handled umbrella for his mother, they
were all "mad with happiness', but Lawrence was not satisfied until
he could boast of their opulence to his street friends. True, "home
was home, and they loved it with a passion of love, whatever the
sufferings had been," but it did not include the delights of bragging
and rousing envy. The boy just had to slip out and tell the envious
neighbours about the sweats he had been given, including "real
pineapple, cut off in dices and then turned into crystal fair
grand!" So grand that apparently he forgot to offer them any.

2

FROM about the age of fifteen until his early twenties the most
important person in Lawrence's life after his mother was Jesse
Chambers, the 'Emily' of The White Peacock, ‘Miriam' of Sonsand
Lovers, heroine of severa early stories, who has written under the
initials E.T. by far the most interesting account of Lawrence in
his youth. There was bitter irony in the fact that these two adol-
escents were first brought together through the agency of Lawrence's
mother, who came to hate the girl with such blind jealousy and
fought with her a long ruthless duel for the first place in Lawrence's
love. The Chambers family are the 'Saxtons' of The White Peacock,
the 'Lievers' of Sons and Lovers, and about the year 1900 lived at
The Haggs (the Willey Farm of his novel), a solitary farm about
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a mile from the nearest hamlet. Mrs. Lawrence met M rs. Chambers
in chapel and after unburdening herself in talk of many troubles
agread to take her youngest boy out to the farm for tea

Some idea of how much life was restricted by routine for the
Lawrences and their kind may be imagined from the fact that this
simple little excursion was a great event in the life of mother and
son. He remembered it all, down to small details, with a vividness
and exactness which show how much it meant to him. Before the
two started out there was some almost lover's banter about her
new blouse. They paused in their walk to look at the pit-head and
to admire it, for in those days Lawrence had not yet discovered
that it was ugly and that he hated it. Characteristic of his morbid
shyness and dread of rebuff is the episode where he sheepishly hung
back and left it to his mother to ask the way of a stranger. He
remembered going through thefields and the little wood, the names
of the wild flowers besde the path, and his first sight of the old
farmhouse whose walls ssemed "to embrace the sunshine”". At the
door he saw "a girl in a dirty apron", about fourteen years old,
with "arosy dark face, a bunch of short black curls, very fine and
free, and dark eyes shy, questioning, a little resentful of the
strangers'. Presently they walked and talked together in the
garden, and Lawrence noted her "beautiful warm colouring and
distant, rather superior manner".

The girl remembered seeing "the small vigorous woman and the
dender boy" coming into the farmyard. She in her shyness took
refuge in the kitchen, where he surprised her as she was boiling eggs,
and "stood silently looking about him in a curious, intent way".
His scrutiny was so intent that it made the girl fed uncomfortable.
He was wearing the school uniform of Eton coat and collar, and
she, who had been denied education, envied him. Later when she
took him out to look at the wood and the distant hills he became
"shy and withdrawn", as if taking in many new impressions.

The farm life, so different from the noisy sreet life of the mining
village, fascinated Lawrence, who took to spending almost every
mid-week half-holiday at The Haggs. At first it was the farmer,
Mr. Chambers, who welcomed him, talking to him "almost as if
he were grown up”, while Jessie and her brothers were "shy of
him, afraid lest he should give himself airs".

The growing friendship and intimacy were for atime interrupted
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by other events in Lawrence's life. His elder brother, William
Ernest, was now in London, earning what seemed to them the good
income of one hundred and twenty pounds a year, with even better
prospects just ahead. Driven by the demon of "getting on", Mrs.
Lawrence was determined that David Herbert should follow his
brother, and what she determined he had no strength toresist. When
his twelve-pounds-a-year scholarship ended with thesummer term of
1900 sheinsisted that hemust "l ook in the paper for the advertisements
forajob". As a result he went through "agonies of shrinking sdf-
consciousness'. A | | such contactswith the outer world weretortureto
thisover-sensitive, self-centred boy. Hisfirst day at school had been"a
nightmare and a torture”, and every week when he was sent by his
father to the colliery office to draw the week's wages Lawrence
"suffered the tortures of the damned". His "ridiculous hyper-
sensitiveness' made his mother's "heart ache for him".

Now came this new torture of having to look for ajob, thekilling
routine which would have maimed, perhaps killed, the artist he
carried all unawares within him. With thisthreat over him "hiswhole
being was knotted up" with the dread of it from the moment he
woke, and it seemed to kill all joy and life for him. Every day he
was made to go to the newspaper room of the public library, and
as he crept along the street he imagined in his morbid sdlf-con-
stiousness that everyone he passed knew his errand and was think-
ing: "That boy can't get ajob. 1 suppose he'sliving on his mother."
No doubt that was what she had told the boy, though after all it
was her husband's labour which earned what money there was.
When at last he forced himself to enter the library he could not
bear to be sen looking through the Situations Vacant advertise-
ments, and so, "full of shrinking and suffering”, he pretended to
be going through the news, though he "knew" that the convalescent
or out-of-work miners in the room wondered what a boy of his
age needed with the news.

He just could not humiliate himself to look for ajob in the
advertisement columns while others were present, so in the hope
that they would go away he would stroll to the window and "look
wistfully out”. He felt that "already he was a prisoner of indus-
trialism", that "he was being taken into bondage'. On one such
occasion as he stood miserably by the window a brewer's dray went
past with the "waggoner, throned aloft, rolling massively in his
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sat", a bullet-headed man with red arms and a red face "amost
adeep with sunshine'. Looking down at this brawny hero of the
unconscious life, "1 wish | was fat like him," the boy thought, "and
likeadoginthe sun. | wish | was apig and a brewer's waggoner."
Already then he knew and dreaded the pain and suffering of his
extraordinary gifts, intuitively perhaps had a foretaste of the anger
and envy and hatred such gifted persons as himself always arouse
instead of the love and admiration they deserve.

Then, coming out of his bitter adolescent reverie, he saw that
the room at last was empty, hastily and furtively copied out a few
of the advertisements, and was able "to slip out in immense relief".

Brother William Ernest, the successful and patronising London
clerk, had written out a correct "business' letter of application for
this not very ardent recruit to commerce and industry. This letter,
which happens to survive, mentions that the applicant was just
sixteen; and as it brought him ajob amost at once it must have
been soon after his birthday in September 1901 that he entered the
service of Messrs. Hayward of Nottingham, makers of surgical and
orthopaedic implements. There was an interview between the
employer and mother and son, and once more Lawrence went
through agonies of sdf-consciousness as he did on all official
occasions and whenever he came face to face with people in a
relationship which prevented their recognising hisreal quality. "He
hated the little man who made such aclod of him," though in point
of fact all the man had done was to ask him to read a letter written
in French and then tell him that when the word "doigts" was used
of stockings it did not mean "fingers" but "toes".

He was taken on as office boy at a salary of eight shillings a week,
but though there is an impression that He stayed on for a weari-
somely long period, in point of fact he spent only three months at
this Nottingham job. He had been there only a few weeks when
the family was smitten with disaster. The energetic William Ernest,
pushed on by his mother's ambition and his own, wearied and
weakened his strength with overwork and by fretting over an
unhappy love affair. Suddenly he developed pneumonia compli-
cated by erysipelas and died before his mother's eyes in the little
bedroom of his London lodging-house. It was a dagger in the
unhappy mother's heart. All her hopes in life had long dwelt on
her sons, particularly on Ernest and David Herbert, and what, in
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spite of her intellectual pretensons, she really wanted was for them
to achieve financial success in business. When they brought her
son home in a coffin which seemed to fill the little parlour, it was
0 large, her heart and will seemed to break. After his funeral she
sat day after day, lost in mournful reveries of her dead son, perhaps
reproaching herself and her ambitions as the indirect cause of his
death. She even cut herself off from her favourite David Herbert,
who whined miserably to her for notice and was repulsed. Then
suddenly she was roused from the stupor of her grief by the threat
of yet another loss when one winter night, just before Christmas,
Lawrence staggered in from Nottingham smitten with the fatal
pneumonia which darkened his life. Then it was she redised that
however much she had loved the elder son it was nothing compared
with her love for the younger who "had always meant more to her
than any of the others." This illness of his saved her sanity as
surely as her devoted nursing saved his life, and when after weeks
of danger and suffering he was convalescent the relation between
mother and son was re-established more closely than ever. As they
sat together in the March sunshine "they knitted together in perfect
intimacy" and she felt that her life had now "rooted itself" in him
permanently.

There was now no question of sending him back to read the
advertisements of vacant jobs. This was not the first time Lawrence
had had pneumonia, and no doubt on this occasion his parents
were warned of his tubercular condition. It is characteristic of
Lawrence that at no timein his life did he admit that he had tuber-
culosis—it was aways bronchitis or my bronchials or this beastly
'flu or a vicious cold, never consumption. How near to death he
was during that severeillness in the winter of 1901-2 may be guessed
from his description of its crisis when-he "tossed into consciousness
in the ghastly sickly feeling of dissolution, when all the cells in the
body seemed in intense irritability to be breaking down, and con-
stiousness makes a last flare of struggle, like madness.”

Poor as they were, his parents obeyed the medical warning and
gave him six months freedom from work or school. How often in
literary history, of England at any rate, genius has been given its
chance owing to a savere illness and long convalescence bringing it
freedom from the tyranny of routine labour and the profane
meddling of "education”. It certainly was the case with Lawrence,
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whose impulse to write was chiefly fostered by his intimacy with the
family at TheHaggs, aboveall Jesse whom hehad re-named M uriel.

As soon as he was well enough after his illness Mr. Chambers
drove Lawrence up to the farm in his milk-float. "1 do not know
why my parents loved Lawrence as they did," Jesse Chambers
wrote, "but they were as glad at his recovery as if he had been their
own son." His power to evoke warm responsss of friendship and
love in others was exceeded only by the perverse demon in him
which seemed to compe him to outrage and repe the fedings he had
himsdf created, perhaps because he dreaded the posesive cdaims
of those who cared for him. In that spring of 1902 Mr. Chambers
welcomed Lawrence as a son and told him to come to the farm
whenever he wished; and he went s0 often that he aroused the
jealousy of his mother, who told him cattily that he ought to pack
his dothes and go to live at The Haggs. In spite of this he was
only happy when he was at the farm or on hisway there. He never
missed a Saturday at The Haggs and though he was till only a
boy his influence was fdt by everybody in the family. When he
entered the house he always brought "a holiday atmosphere' with
him. Not only did he make them all fed kindly towards him, "he
knew how to make them nicer to one another." At home he had
been accugomed to do many household jobs for his mother and
did them well. This was more than her own sons did for Mrs.
Chambers, who felt that Lawrence was " extraordinarily kind and
willing to help and most consderate’ when heinsisted on " bringing
her water for the kitchen boiler, tidying the hearth, building the
fire and even peding onions' for her. "No tak seemed dull or
monotonous to him," says Jesse Chambers, "he brought such
vitality to the doing that he transformed it into something creative."
In those days the " dark sdf", which so often was really theirritated
expression of his suffering lungs, was not visble, and in the happy
mood of returning life and vigour he captivated them all with his
warmth and vitality and the magic of his personality.

Years afterwards he was able to evoke the drcumsances of his
first return to The Haggs with extraordinary precison and detail.
He remembered the freshness of the morning and the white douds
"crowding to the back of the hills', the digant lake "very blue
againg the seared meadows', the budding hedges " vivid as copper-
green”, the thrushes and blackbirds fluting or scolding. For the
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boy the world was made glamorous by the sensation of his return
from the borders of death to life, and rapturous with the dawn of
young love. As he met Jesse his quick eyes noted her flowering
beauty, "her warm colouring, her gravity, her eyes', but in the very
shyness of that awareness he startled and alittle disappointed her
by hisfirst words, which were not of her but of the early daffodils.
On that early spring day he thought they "looked cold" in their
chill green buds. Then he went and sat in the old kitchen where
he loved "the sack-bag that formed the hearthrug, and the funny
little corner under the stairs, and the small window deep in the
corner, through which, bending alittle, he could see the plum trees
in the back-garden and the lovely round hills beyond".

It was dtrange and alittlefrightening even to these people whom
he loved and who loved him to redise that he possessed not only
an intense appreciation of the living passing moment but an uncanny
"awareness' of things and people and a habit of making intuitive
guessss about the secret lives and thoughts of others. He looked
at the girl less as a lover than as an artist who cannot be deceived.
"She suddenly became aware of his keen blue eyes upon her, taking
her all in. Instantly her broken boots and her frayed old frock hurt
her. She resented his seeing everything." With a similar directness
and lack of discretion he showed that he saw how the mother
"exalted everything, even a bit of housework, to the plane of a
religious trust", and how the boorish sons despised and resented
this evangelical virtue, answering it "with brutality and aso with
a sneering superciliousness'—and yet in spite of themsdves were
influenced by her idealism and were "aways restless for the some-
thing deeper”.

That same afternoon Lawrence and the girl and her mother went
out into the garden to look at awren's nest. As he crouched down
to look at it and spoke about it to the women with that vivid con-
stiousness of life he possessad, "the nest seemed to start into life"
for them. As they went along nothing escaped him. He saw the
early celandines as "scalloped splashes of gold" an image so vivid
to the girl that "the celandines ever after drew her with a little
spell." Intensely appreciative of his strange, subtle gifts, perhaps
almost too sensitively emotional, the girl was deeply moved, and
the love between them came to live in "this atmosphere of subtle

intimacy" and "their common feeling for something in Nature".
B
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In her firgt; for "hewasalong time before herealised her" , and was
bound down and pulled away from her by that unbreakable chain
of mother-love.

During the summer this intimacy with the farm family and the
beginning of the idyll of boy and girl love were interrupted by a
month's visit to Skegness, where Lawrence stayed with an aunt who
owned a boarding-house there. Strangely enough he does not seem
to have left any record of his first sight of the sea, but it seems to
have started him on his career of painting, for he sent back several
sketches from Skegness. He painted or very often copied paintings
throughout his life, but he seems to have been particularly attracted
by painting during the years fifteen to twenty. Any reader can see
how much his writing was inspired by the delight of the eye and
the plastic sense. Yet he never attained to virtuosity or even to
thorough craftsmanship as a painter. At the High School he had
been repelled by the mechanical copying of plaster casts, and beyond
that he ssams to have received only one lesson and that from a
pottery designer. He taught himself to decorate screens and to
paint flowersand to copy reproductions of pictures. And in those
days it seems to have been his ambition to be a painter rather than
a writer.

As soon as he returned to Eastwood Lawrence's life once more
became centred on the farm and his friends there. He "loved them
dearly and they him". He liked to do any light work on the farm
for which he had the strength, and was pleased when he learned
how to milk the cows. During the hay harvest he worked daily
with M r. Chambers and histwo sonsin the fields rented at Greasley,
four miles from the farm. They took a hamper of food and made
a picnic of the long work day. "All through that epoch," says
Jesse Chambers, Lawrence "seemed so happy that merely to be
alive and walking about was an adventure, and his gift for creating
an atmosphere of good fellowship madework ajoy. One could not
help being affected by his vitality and charm". Everybody who
tried to put on paper the effect Lawrence had on those sensitive
enough to respond to him used those words "vitality and charm"”
in the vain hope of expressing something that defies expression. But
vitality, charm, magic, call it what you like, he certainly possessed,
and they attracted not only the women and girls but the rough,
uncouth, derisive young men on the farm. Mrs. Chambers went so
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far asto say that in Heaven she would like to st next to Lawrence,
and her farmer husband, more practical but no less appreciative,
always said of him: "Work goes like fun when Bert's therg, it's no
trouble at all to keep them going."

Already young Lawrence was adventuring into more intellectual
experiences where Jesse alone cared and was able to accompany
him. Freed during these months from the burden of schoolwork
he began exploring the world of books with the avidity of the
born writer. For both of them this period "was a kind of
orgy of reading. | think we were hardly aware of the outside
world."

The influence and memories of The Haggs and those who lived
there runs through much of Lawrence's early work, especidly in
The White Peacock and in Sons and Lovers. Some of the grimmer
aspects of this remote existence are touched on in Love Among The
Haystacks. Y ouwill findtheminhisearly, naive, and almost stammer-
ing poems, and in many a page of The Rainbow. They were a correc-
tive to the inward-looking highly emotional life of his own home,
and to that dark underground existence of the mine on which it
was founded and which haunted Lawrence throughout his life. The
metallurgists and mining folk were always mysterious and terrifying
to those who in ancient times wandered with their herds and flocks
or dwelt silently among the fields they cultivated. The daunted
imaginations of the dwellers in the sun who came in contact with
them brought forth weird tales of cyclopes and gnomes and kobolds.
And the mining folk, in turn, told each other tales of the fairy folk
who lived in the dewy fields.

Lawrence never freed himself from the dark mystery and fascina-
tion of the mine. For him it remained a symbol of the unconscious,
the Unbewiisst, and in his own somewhat baffling symbolism how
large a part is played by "darkness', "the dark unconscious' and
all that is hidden, underground asit were, mysteriously working out
of sight. It gave an added mystery to the darkness of deep, and he
identified with it, not so much the father whose life the mine had
taken, as the mother who tried to monopolise hislove in an ambigu-
ous relationship to whose implications both necessarily had to be
blind and dark. He "loved to deep with his mother". And again:
"Sleep is still most perfect, in spite of hygienists, when it is shared
with a beloved. The warmth, the security and peace of soul, the
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utter comfort from the touch of the other, knits the deep, so that
it takes the body and soul completely in its healing." During the
lifetime of William Ernest, Lawrence had been "unconsciously
jealous of his brother". When the injured father was taken away
to hospital he had said gleefully to his mother: "1'm the man in
the house now." After aday spent with his mother in Nottingham
he felt it had been "perfect" and "they arrived home in the mellow
evening, happy and glowing and tired".

School, which he hated, and the brief disastrous experience in
"business" had increased rather than diminished this spell of mysteri-
ous mine and worshipped mother, but there was something impor-
tant symbolised by these excgpesto thefarm. They meant that he was
unconsciously struggling away from the mine on which his life was
founded, and forming the first fragile tender threads of a new love
which in the natural course of things would wholly encompass him
and draw him away from the mother to the wife. Instantly his
mother was aware of what was happening and sa herself to battle
it. She began to dislike their whole influence, that of the parents,
that of the sons (particularly the 'George' of The White Peacock
and the 'Edgar’ of Sonsand Lovers) and of course above all Jessie
Between them, without meaning it, they were drawing the youth
away from his too absorbing home life, feeding in him the love of
adventure, the first thrilling start of "life on one's own".

In spite of his delicate health and of his being a mother's darling
Lawrence always from childhood had possessad the sense of adven-
ture, the boy's love of "exploring". Even when he was a very small
boy and was allowed to go out with the other childrenin late summer
to gather blackberries, they noticed that he generally managed to
go farther afield than the others, quite as much apparently for the
thrill of "discovery" asfor the pride of getting afuller basket. Then,
not very far from Eastwood, there was a deserted quarry which is
described in The White Peacock and in the fragment of a Utopian
novel in Phoenix. This quarry dwelt in his memory as a place of
mystery, "very old and deep”, filled with "oak trees and guelder
roses and a tangle of briars". The open aces were at different
seasons rich with dog-violets, daisies, honeysuckle and deadly night-
shade. In its rugged walls were "little awful rocky caves' where
he imagined there were adders. These caves were on the "dark side"
of the quarry which so much fascinated him that he repeats it—
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"the dark dde ... a fearsome place . « . it was always dark—you
had to crawl under bushes'.

He never took the world and his feelings about it for granted.
Y ou might sy with perfect truth that he scarcely ever made his
bicycle trip to and from The Haggs without seeing something that
delighted him and was instantly preserved in his wonderful memory.
Later, as they grew older, Lawrence organised "tramps" across
country, "genuine explorations of the countryside" where he led
and animated about a dozen young people who infinitely preferred
these rough and tiring walks to the Matlock excursions in hired
brakes organised by Lawrence's mother and The Women's Co-
operative Guild. He made these walks seem so thrilling that the
others never forgot them. Both Jesse Chambers and his sister Ada,
writing a quarter of a century afterwards, remembered an excursion
taken at Easter to Wingfield Manor, even down to the "veal sand-
wiches and hot cross buns" they took for their picnic. However
much Lawrence might be absorbed in talking on such a walk he
noticed everything, "the first to see the baby rabbit or cock-pheasant,
the first primrose” as he walked "briskly along with his lithe, light
step, tirelessly observant, his esger eyes taking everything in."
Whatever had to be done, he originated, he led. Towards the end
of this particular excursion they found themselves at a wayside
station miles from Eastwood with only a few pence left after paying
their railway fares. It was Lawrence who collected the remaining
pennies, decided they must buy bread and butter from a cottage
and astonished them all by getting so much for so little. "We were
supremely happy," is Jessie Chambers' comment. When his "dark
self" was in abeyance and he himself was happy he possessed a
unique power of giving happiness to others.

On another of these walks there happened a little episode in
connection with a broken umbrella which had a symbolical and
psychological significance far beyond its actual importance. The
young people had scattered and were moving in little groups of two
or three or alone when Jessie, turning from some maple trees, saw
Lawrence on the road bending over an umbrella. She was struck
by his attitude, "his stooping figure had a ook of intensity, almost
of anguish." She turned back to ak him what was the matter. "It
was Era's umbrella, and mother will be wild if | take it home
broken." It was of course the famous "gold-handled umbrella"
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which her dead son had brought her as a Chrigmas present and
which she kept until her death. It was from that moment that the
girl realised she was in love with him, from that glimpse of him
when he was unaware of her presence; just as his wife, Frieda, made
the discovery when, quite forgetting her, he was playing paper-boats
with two children.

There was, however, another significance in the broken umbrella,
for his "anguish" had nothing to do with the object itself but his
vivid fear of his mother's grief and anger. Hislife was still centred
upon her, and it was for her sake that he hated the thought of grow-
ing up, so much so that he refused to shave. The girls chaffed him
about the ragged hairs on his chin, and still he obstinately refused.
Partly of course he wanted to remain a child because life as an
irresponsible boy was much pleasanter than working in a Notting-
ham office. The more powerful reason was the unconscious one of
wishing to keep intact the mother-son relationship and their absorb-
inglove.

Well, the time came when something had to be decided about the
boy's future—they could not afford to keep him idle and happy any
longer. Arthur Lawrence had long ago given up his efforts to get
the boys "down pit" and he knew that the youngest son was not
physically strong enough. Besides, in the long battle with his wife
he was defeated and hardly counted in the family he supported by
his labour. The rea difficulty was the mother, and it was not
without many pangs of regret and disappointment that she finally
abandoned all hope that David Herbert might emulate the "business
success' of his dead brother, William Ernest. Lawrence himself
knew quite well that she never valued his art but only his achieve-
ment, the material rewards his art brought him. Unprofitable
genius was of no interest to her. Therefore it was with sghs and
the deflated feeling that she was agreeing to a come-down that in
the autumn of 1902 she consented that Lawrence and his sister
Ada should go as pupil-teachers to the British School in Eastwood.
A year later they were transferred to the Ilkeston Pupil-Teacher
Centre, where they were joined by Jesse Chambers. Lawrence
remained there until 1906.

Intellectually Lawrence was the product of the universal national
education which became compulsory for all children in England
in 1870. Some have thought that the extreme vindictiveness of the
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British authorities againgt him might have been due, at least in part,
to his unparalleled impudence as one of their proteges in turning
out to be a literary genius instead of an over-worked headmaster
of an dementary school. Certain it is that then the life of a Sate-
supported pupil-teacher was augtere, dull and laborious, with a
weekly two and a half days of education balancing two and a half
days of trying to teach unruly children, and no salary to speak of.
Againg this might be s¢ the camaraderie with cthers of the same
age, the thrill of handling the otherwise forbidden keys of know-
ledge, even the priggish but pardonable feding that he was qualifying
for a professon which gives more than it receves

Besdes, for these children of poor parents the hierarchy of State-
subgdised education was becoming on a mean and uninteresting
scale something like the Catholic Church and the rdigious orders
in the middle ages It was virtually the only respectable means of
excape from "the prison of indugtrialism”. That it destroyed many
of the virtues of the working dass and created hordes of discon-
tented paradtes did not matter to them solong asit served or ssemed
to sarve ther children's purposes Lawrence had experienced the
alternative. His Nottingham employer had been a kindly man, the
work light, yet he had hated it and he had broken down. Better
be a schoolmager.

Lawrence himsdf refers but briefly to a second experience in the
world of commerce which happened at some ungpedified time during
his life as a pupil-teacher. It ssams that an Eastwood pork-butcher
offered him a weekly five shillings for two hours of work making
out the Friday night bills; and though Lawrence hated thejob with
all his snse of superiority, he felt he ought to accept for his mother's
sake. One Friday night Jesse Chambers saw Lawrence among the
trotters and the chines a weirdly incongruous figure, and turned
away quickly "in shame', feding " pained to se him there'. The
experiment lasted but a few weeks yet has its ironical agpect when
you reflect that totting up a pork-butcher's billswas all that prosper-
ous commercial Eastwood could offer the only poet it will ever
produce.

The trander to Ilkeston, which happened when Lawrence was
sventeen, was rather important for him. Hitherto he does not
sam to have realisad that he was " a genius', that he had exceptional
intellectual, artistic and human gifts He himsdf passes over hislife
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as a pupil-teacher with the bleak remark that it was "three years
savage teaching of collier lads". But it was at Ilkeston that he first
began to redlise his gifts, partly from his exceptional success as a
pupil, partly from the encouragement of his headmaster, who made
friends with him and often read out his essays to the other pupils
with many laudatory comments. This was well-meant, but with a
youth so conceited and undisciplined asLawrence not very judicious.
As we have seen, he came from a section of the community which
never had the slightest doubts about its own importance and light-
ness, and from a family which struck even its self-righteous neigh-
bours as remarkable for its sdf-confidence and self-esteem.
Lawrence, who was so profoundly under his mother's influence,
has recorded of her that she was "so hard and so certain ... as
if she had never had a misgiving in her life'\ This public flattery
of boyish esays drengthened instead of checking Lawrence's
attitude of overbearing sdlf-confidence which he assumed to hide
his own unsureness and vacillations. When at Nottingham Uni-
versity they tried to check him by roughly handling his essys he
refused to take the lesson, remarking contemptuously that hence-
forth he would "give them the kid's stuff they want".

State and public schools cannot be, or at any rate never are,
devised to foster exceptionally gifted children. They aim at turning
out the type of people who can be more and more easily duped
into obedience to government. If in both cases just cited the treat-
ment wasinjudicious, it was probably inevitable. What isimportant
to recognise is that even in this early obscure period his faults were
more than outweighed by his gifts. Both in work and play his
personality s&t him apart from others, and there was from adoles-
cence something about him extraordinarily appealing to women of
deep and subtle sensibility. "His own intense enjoyment”, says
Jesse Chambers, "gave a keener edge to our pleasure” She is
speaking of the excursionswhich he still continued to direct, though,
as his main interest at that time was in architecture, he was aways
shepherding his followers across country to look at churches and
cadtles. "It was more than merely seeing these landmarks,” she
goes on, "it was a kind of immediate possession, as though to have
missed seeing them would have been to lose an essentid moment
of life."

Looking at him across the crowded Ilkeston class-room, where
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he sat in the senior class, Jesse Chambers could not help noticing
"his uniqueness, how totally different he was from any of the other
youths". It was not that falling in love with him made her see him
flatteringly but rather that love gave her eyes to se what others
missed—"his finely-shaped head with small well-set ears, and his
look of concentration, of being more intensely alive" than others.
She, perhaps more sympathetically even than his mother, saw his
"sengitiveness and delicacy of spirit” which made him "so vulner-
able, so susceptibletoinjury.” That is perfectly true, and we should
never forget that if later he attacked the world savagely and venom-
ously, theworld had begun by clumsily or malevolently dealing him
intolerable wounds. And after noticing his hair and skin and
"clever hands" she adds: "But there was another quality of lightness
about him, something that seemed to shine from within", a some-
thing one saw at times in his beautifully blue eyes.

From the first he was perplexed by his own gifts and, as it were,
the induced self of his environment did not know how to behave
towards the genius he was born. His consciousness of his own
"unigueness’ and the headmaster's prai se resulted among other things
in naive and rather priggish remarks about the duty of people with
"bigger mental gifts" to "help others’. How little "others" wanted
to be "helped” on those terms he was to learn by bitter experience.
But he was determined to help others, will they, nill they. He
aready contemplated very serioudly achieving success on a generous
financial scae. "I should like to have a big house," he confided
to his friend, "and wouldn't it be fine if we could live in one of
those houses, mother, and all the people we like together. Wouldn't
it be fine! Wouldn't it just!"

Here is the germ of that project he clung to with such perverse
obstinacy in the face of all reason and experience—the project of
forming a "colony” in some part of the world inhabited by the
people who liked him and hated each other. Whether he devised
this misery for himself or whether it was a reminiscence of Ruskin's
Guild of S. George, here at seventeen he had aready invented
what Aldous Huxley calls the "colony of escape’ with which he
periodically bedevilled himself and his friends. Who among those
friends was not at some time or other asked, or commanded, to put
down his name on some hastily drawn up list of Laurentian
emigrants and followers to Sicily or Florida or the Pacific Ises or
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New Mexico, there to dwell happy ever after under the rule of
Lorenzo the Magniloquent?

Meanwhile, the dlent almost unavowed battle went on between
mother and sweetheart. True, even then many girls and young
women came under his spel, and were always on some pretext or
another drifting in and out of the Lawrence cottage while he worked
on indifferent to the chatter, a gift which incidentally was very
valuableto himin later life. Truetoo, "all the girlsloved to dance
with him because his movements were so light." But it was Jesse
who really mattered to him, as his mother saw so clearly and fought
so bitterly. As he afterwards said himself he drew from his mother
in those days "the strength to produce, the life-warmth"; but it
was Jesse who "urged this warmth into intensity like a white
light." He could not work without her, for he was "conscious
only when stimulated". Probably what he wanted was the praise and
encouragement only the loved woman can give, but he pretended,
or rather redly felt, that only through her response to his work
was he "stimulated into knowledge of the work he had produced
unconsciously."

Jesse Chambers, then, was appointed to the difficult if not
impossible situation of keeper of his artistic conscience. She owed
him much. He had found her a beautiful Cinderella in broken
boots and a dirty apron, drudging in the kitchen for boorish insult-
ing brothers, dreaming not of a coach and horses and dancing with
a prince but of her lost hopes of learning. She was miserable because
she felt that she was shut out, through lack of education, from "the
feast of the human spirit". She was tortured by "desire for know-
ledge and a longing for beauty”. And from this he had rescued her.
It was his influence with her family which persuaded them to take
her from the kitchen and the dairy and allow her to go back to
school and to train as a teacher.

Whether intentionally or not he had begun to help her towards
her ambition even before she went back to school, giving her lessons
in French and algebra and other examination subjects. It does not
appear that he was either a good or patient teacher, in spite of his
pupil's devotion and pathetic eagerness to learn. His explanation
of the mysteries of algebra was engagingly over-simplified: "It's
only letters for figures. You put down 'a instead of '2' or '6'."
Clear enough to anyone who knows algebra, but how about some
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one who doesn't? He who many years later dumbfounded Aldous
Huxley by refusng to accept the doctrine of evolution merey
because he did not "fed it" in his"solar plexus' abused the hapless
Jessie for trying to learn algebra with her "blessed soul”. As she
not unnaturally hesitated and fumbled with the symbols he had
failed to explain to her, "he stormed at her, grew furious, abusing
her." Even her gentle mother intervened, begging him not to be
so hard on the girl. But he simply could not control himself. "He
flared against her," and then one day in his rage he threw his pencil
in her face.

Instead of flying at him like a wild-cat, she followed the book
of the words by turning the other cheek in silence, a gesture which
made him "bitterly ashamed" and perhaps was her first step towards
losing him. His shame at this cad's outburst made him try to be
more patient and gentle. But he could not. Whenever in her
nervousness—who wouldn't be nervous with such a teacher?—she
hesitated and could not learn as fast as his impatience required,
"his anger burst like a bubble" and he longed to insult her again
by throwing his pencil in her face. In spite of it or because of it—
who knows a girl's heart?—she fell more deeply under his spell;
whereupon, with that perverse spirit of contradiction he shared
with his father he deliberately began to avoid her and left her
ostentatiously to go off with her brothers. This she suffered for
love of him and of learning, and then gradually he came back to
her, not for her sake or in acknowledgement of her love but "because
of the intensity to which she roused him". Thus, slowly and un-
intentionally, Jessie began to take the place of his furiously jealous
mother, and sat in judgment on his inner life and conscience.

For help in the music and singing which he aso loved, Lawrence
went to his sster Ada. He learned quickly to read song music and
knew a large number of songs, chiefly English and German, which
he ruthlessly repeated in a shrill but true voice on every available
occasion. They were aways folk songs, and in later life he felt
or assumed great dislikefor all forms of art music. In Point Counter
Point Aldous Huxley has given an amusing sketch of Lawrence (as
Rampion) perversely refusing to admire the Sanctus music from
Beethoven's Solemn Mass—obviously because Huxley had in-
judiciously expected him to admire it. In his pupil-teacher days
he had been more catholic in his tastes, buying music for his sister
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to play for him, "Chopin's Waltzes, music by Tchaikovski and
Brahms, Boosey's song books and opera selections.” He would sit
beside her, ruthlessly urging her on to practise the pieces he wanted
to hear but could not play himself until she was "often on the verge
of tears". Then he made her sing Mendelssohn and Rubinstein duets
with him, but was always too self-conscious and fearful of criticism
to attempt to sing in public.

One day, annoyed with her inability to learn as quickly as his
impatience demanded, Lawrence decided that he would learn to
play the piano himself. He had begun to write and to paint without
any conscious study of methods or lessons or discipline, and seams
to have thought he could do the same with music. For a period of
about thirty minutes he was heard trying vainly to play simple
exercises and "then came a loud crash of keys and an exasperated
young man stalked into the kitchen. His patience was exhausted
and he refused to strum his fingers off over 'beastly scades any
longer". From this moment may perhaps be dated his dislike for
art music and his addiction to the folk songs which may be sung
without musical training.

In much the same over-confident spirit of self-help Lawrence had
taken up the arts of painting and writing. Writing of course was
the art which suited his peculiar genius, however much he may have
abused his gifts. He persevered much longer with painting than
with music and with a certain measure of success, since his method
of self-teaching included the discipline of copying the work of other
artists. The photographs of eight pictures painted for his sster
show that he had by his early twenties made progress, though he
had not mastered the technical difficulties of accurately reproducing
the human figure or the nude. But even then he had sufficiently
advanced to make possible his later semi-primitive paintings and
embroideries.

There is perhaps some interest in mentioning the painters he
copied, work in which he always took "the greatest pleasure”. For
his sister he copied Corot, Brangwyn and Greiffenhagen. For his
pleasure he copied a whole series of the English water-colour artists
from Girtin on, and reproductions of such Italian artists as Fra
Angelico, Carpaccio, Piero di Cosimo and the Lorenzetti. There
were many others, as he often spent his time copying famous
pictures as a relaxation from the nervous strain of writing.
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For sympathy with his early love of reading, his first attempts
at writing, and that passionate love of flowers which was so in-
timately and symbolically bound up with his genius as an artist,
he went aways in those days to Jesse Chambers. Every writer who
interested him during those years was at once taken to her to share
and to evaluate. The authors who attract and influence a young
writer are an important part of his life. Since Lawrence came from
a poor man's home there has been a general tendency to suppose
that such literary culture as he had was scanty. This was not the
fact, though of course estimates of such acquirements are purely
relative—what seems little more than a smattering to speciaists
will look like dry tedious learning to a mere newspaper reader.

We have aready seen that Lawrence's mother had a taste for
books, so that from childhood he was accustomed to seeing them
as an accepted part of life. She and the children belonged to the
Literary Society attached to the Congregationaiist Church, though
whether they discussed only religious books or those of genera
interest we are not told. Fortunately Jesse Chambers kept a list
of the authors she and Lawrence read together during the six or
seven years of their intimacy.

She mentions rather more than a hundred authors, nearly all
English or French and of the nineteenth century, typical students
reading of the period. Poetry, usually the favourite recreation of
students with literary ambitions, was much less fully represented
than one would suppose. Their chief source was Palgrave's Golden
Treasury, which Lawrence at one time always carried in one of his
pockets and enjoyed reading aloud. The rather cursory mention of
Shakespeare and the "metaphysical" poets looks as if his know-
ledge of them came mostly from Palgrave and from school—at any
rate in those days. Along with the Treasury they read Scott, Words-
worth, Shelley, Coleridge, Burns, Blake, Longfellow, Tennyson,
Swinburne, Whitman, Rossetti, Browning and Francis Thompson.
At some time during his student life he read parts of Horace and
Vergil in the original, as well as Baudelaire and Verlaine, whom
he greatly admired. In one of his Assorted Articles he spesks of
the "lovely poems which after all give the ultimate shape to one's
life—the Odes of Keats and Wordsworth, parts of Shakespeare,
Goethe's lyrics, Verlaine." This is meagre indeed for a poet, but
it represents the absolute known minimum of poetry that he had
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read by the time he reached his early twenties. Jesse Chambers
warns us that he read many other books even in those days and
read extensively when he was at Croydon.

Allthesameitisafair inference that alist which omits practically
all the greatest European poetry from Homer to Andre Chenier
shows that this was not really his greatest interest in literature,
particularly since no less than forty of the authors mentioned are
novelists. They include most standard English novelists, with the
exception of Defoe, Fielding, Smollett and Goldsmith, thefirst three
of whom may have been judged ‘improper" for a girl in those
inhibited times. For some reason he vehemently forbade her to
read Wuthering Heights, though why, | for one cannot imagine,
unless he thought Heathcliff's romantic passion was pitched too
high for mortal man to emulate. The same list included the 19th
century French, some of the Russians, Cooper and Alcott among
Americans, and Cervantes. (Evidently no Boccaccio in those days.)
George Moore, Wells, Bennett and Galsworthy were read as their
books appeared.

Among philosophers, essayigs and ethical writers generdly, the
most significant inclusions are Ruskin and Carlyle. Their dogmatic
tone is akin to his, and both in temperament and opinions he had
much in common with Ruskin even down to his inveterate habit
of wrangling about abstract idess in terms of a personal symbolism.
Y ou might add that both were fanatics about sex; Ruskin for purity
through abstinence, Lawrence for purity through what he called
"fulfilment" Although Jesse Chambers does not mention these
two as being closely studied, his esssys and novels, particularly
The Rainbow, show that he did go through a "Ruskin period" of
considerable intensity. Moreover, on the occasion when she and
Lawrence lunched with Violet Hunt and Ford Madox Hueffer (then
the editor of The English Review) the latter was or pretended to be
greatly impressed by Lawrence's knowledge of Carlyle and Ruskin.

That he aso went through what is caled "a materialist phase"
sEms obvious, not only from the evidence of his early writings and
of the man with whom he lodged in Croydon, but also because he
read or tried to read Darwin, T. H. Huxley, Haeckel and J. M.
Robertson. He was apparently about twenty-one when he began
serioudly to question the orthodoxy in which he had been brought up,
another instance of his mother's deep influence over him. Clearly
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he would have to conceal it from her, but Jesse Chambers knew
and regretted it, saying that scepticism "seared his youthful fresh-
ness'. They both suffered from it, she feeling "exquisite pain, as,
with an intellect like a knife, the man she loved examined her
religion in which she lived and moved and had her being. But he
did not spare her. He was cruel. When they were alone he was
even morefierce, asif hewould kill her soul". When they returned
from these walks together he was"wild with torture”. Itisstrangely
unlike the dogmatically mystic Lawrence of most of his writing
career to learn that he gave her "a vivid description of the nebular
theory", wanted to write to their minister on the tactful topic of
agnosticism, priggishly announced that he "felt himself compelled
to take up arationalist standpoint” and "coldly" but surely unfairly
demanded of the poor girl that she instantly furnish him with proofs
of the existence of God.

Remembering how vehemently and with what wearisome repeti-
tion he would denounce "conscious knowledge", "head know-
ledge”, "intellect" and "talking from the top of the head", it is quite
stupefying to read her notes of a dialogue such as this:

"LAWRENCE: It isn't asif you had a strong intellect.

JESSIE: | don't suppose | have. | never thought so.

LAWRENCE: NO. NO, you're purely emotional.

JESSIE: Well, what if | am?

LAWRENCE: Well, you s it means that you're governed entirely
by your fedings. Y ou don't think, youfeel. There's a lot of differ-
ence, you know.

JESSIE: Perhaps that's because 1 am more sure of my fedlings than
my thoughts.

LAWRENCE: Yes, but don't you s that proves you're not intel-
lectual. Now as for me, | trust entirely to the intellect.”

As a scene of tragi-comedy that is hard to beat when you reflect
that the soon-to-be-famous writer was here denouncing the girl
for occupying the very position in defence of which he lavished all
his eloquence and to which he owed some of his fame, while he
scornfully boasted to her of an attitude for which he later repeatedly
professed the greatest contempt. How often, white-faced and bitter-
mouthed with unnecessary rage, did he inveigh against other people
for holding exactly what he so dogmatically asserted to her was his
own belief—"as for me, | trust entirely to the intellect." Even then,
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it seams he had devdloped the habit of talking for effect and arguing
for mere victory, as he later sometimes wrote purely for effect.
According to his mood or the mere satement of an opinion by
someone dse he would swing violently from one point of view to
its opposte.

Often he would assert himself with a brutal arrogance which can
only have come from a fundamental unsureness, even in that love
of flowerswhich was one of his charming traits. Jesse Chambers,
who had lived all her life among them, knew and loved the English
wild flowers, and could not help expressing some surprise that he,
brought up in the greats, should possess or affect to poses an
amog supernatural knowledge. Once she ventured to ak him how
it wasthat he always said he knew the names of all thewild flowers
they found, whereupon heturned on her furioudy: " | know because
| know. How dare you ak me how | know?" Of course his rage
showed that he didn't know and was aware of it. | have been with
him mysdf when he obginatdy and vehemently maintained that
viper's bugloss was borage, and when | convicted him of error by
putting the two flowers Sde by sde before him, he found the whole
trifling episode supremdy uninteresting and refused to discuss
it further.

Their mutual love of flowers twines round their boy and girl
courtship like a garland. He would have been hurt and angry if
che had not loved flowers even more intensdy than he, yet there
were quear perverse moods in which he ssamed to resent it in her,
asif hewere insane enough to be jealous of her touching the flowers.
Oneevening shedrew him out to look in thetwilight at a magnificent
bush of wild roses and in her ddight at their beauty she put out
her hand to touch their petals. Instantly heturned round and made
her come away. Again, next spring, when the garden was golden
with daffodils she kneded down and kissad them, exclaiming that
they were " magnificent”. Whereupon he said sourly: " Magnificent!
it's a bit thick—they're pretty."

Humbled, she said nothing, but bent and kissed the flowersagain,
comforting hersdf. Whereupon:

"Why mug you aways be fondling thingd" he said irritably.

"But | love to touch them," e replied, hurt.

"Can you never like things without clutching them as if you
wanted to pull the heart out of them? Why don't you have a bit
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more restraint, or reserve, or something? Y ou wheedle the soul out
of things. | would never wheedle—at any rate, |'d go straight,”

What perverse balderdash! Those were the very questions which
his own critics were always asking him, and thefinal sentence though
somehow insulting to the girl is quite meaningless. Let us note,
however, that this puritanical young man objected to people who
touched and kissed flowers and "wheedled the soul out of them".
He wouldn't do such athing, oh no, he would "go straight". Yet
not so long afterwards when they were gathering cowslips, he
describes how he knelt down, "gathering the best blossoms, talking
softly all thetime." Theqgirl, he admits, plucked the flowers "lovingly
and with reverence”, but his bunches "had a natural beauty more
than hers. Heloved them, but as if they were his and he had a right
to them. The flowers were very fresh and sweet. He wanted to
drink them. As he gathered them, he ate the little yellow trumpets”.
And by way of rounding out this chapter of doing himself what he
denounced in her, there is a passage where he describes going out
into the garden on a moonlight night to touch the flowers! "He
found the purple iris, touched their fleshy throats and their dark
grasping hands."

Ondoyant et divers—it is four centuries since the Sieur de
Montaigne found that phrase to express the waywardness of our
species, and there could not be a better or more suggestive indica-
tion of the particularly wayward person whose nature we are
exploring. Long after the period of Lawrence's youth the Danish
painter, G6tzsche, in Mexico complained that he was "artificial and
complicated". Thisisnot nearly so good. By "artificial" G6tzsche
meant that Lawrence recoghised motives and ams and ways of life
wholly outside his own simple-simon democrat view; and by "com-
plicated” he was merely acknowledging a subtlety and complexity
beyond his experience. But even in his early twenties Lawrence was
ondoyant et divers, showing such divergences and contradictions
both in temperament and in behaviour that he baffles description
as well as analysis. Deeply as she cared for him Jesse Chambers
exclaimed in exasperation that she wished she could "wring him
into consistency”. Consistency, being the virtue of political and
literary time-servers, is a quality one is glad he managed to avoid.
What angered her and what she was trying to express was his
undependable quality, his curious mixture of inner unsureness with
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outer assertive arrogance, his wavering to and fro in feglings as well
asidess, the perversity which forced him, like his father before him,
to turn friends into enemies in mere wantonness. Lawrence had
brought the Chambersfamily the infinitely precious gifts of youthful
warmth and vitality, and they had responded by treating him as
son and brother. Suddenly for no apparent reason he "outraged
the family feeling by some overbearing insult." Why? He did not
know himself. He just couldn't help destroying in an instant the
goodwill and affection he had been weeks in creating. Yet even
here he could waver from a pointless malignancy to tenderness, in
amoment. Having pointedly jeered at a young woman he thought
was too sdf-centred in the "suffragette” way, he saw, or thought
he saw, that the expression on her face was "misery and not scorn”.
Immediately "his heart grew tender for everybody, and he turned
and was gentle" with Jesse

These sudden revulsions of feeling, unmotivated or at best
motivated by some subjective whim, are surely more extreme than
the usual waverings of the human soul. They are not just the
phasss and changes most people experience. At forty Lawrence
in many ways was much the same kind of person he had been at
twenty. He had by then travelled himself out of home insularity
and the literary parochialism of London; he was far less naive,
embittered and disillusioned, but much the same unaccountable
collection of incompatible impulses and prejudices. Admirable as
he was in creating his own life rhythm, in keeping his days glamor-
ous; shrewd too in practical affairs, even in money matters; he was
yet dismally incompetent in his relations with other human beings.
He would begin by giving himself too recklesdy, too lavishly; then
abruptly turn round and take it all back, and having himself first
created a fase impression would bitterly accuse his "friend" of
worshipping a sdf-crested idol. He made a fetish of spontaneity
and used it as an excuse for yielding to any impulse which came
to him. It was impossible to argue with him because he shifted his
ground and changed his principles to suit every emergency. He
claimed as a right for himself the abandonment of reticence, sdf-
control, consideration for the fedlings of others, but resented with
fury the most delicate criticism of himself. He unscrupulously used
his great gifts to justify the unjustifiable, and when all dse faled
he could aways fall back upon his "dark soul", or fly into a rage
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and throw something. How often he reminds one of Plato's myth
of the human soul—the charioteer with his white and black seeds.
Seldom can there have been two such restive soul-steeds as Law-
rences—the white steed so beautiful, the dark so vicious and
perverse, the charioteer so completely abandoning his function in
order to use his whip one someone else's soul-team.

Out of this we must not carry away too sombre an image. "The
evil that men do lives after them"and it is so much essier to be
offended by the failings of a "genius" than to recognise his quali-
ties, "it is true of Lawrence dead as it was of Lawrence living that
he could only revea his wonderful best self to sympathy. There
will aways be people who are instinctively repelled by his literary
personality as many were by his living self. Here is a striking
instance. All those who knew and liked him could not fail to be
struck by the life and beauty of his deep blue eyes—their pure colour
and strange vitality were the first things one noticed in him. After
he had lunched with John Galsworthy, the successful novelist noted
in hisjournal that he had met "the provincial genius, Lawrence", a
man he could not like because of his "dead eyes'. Now others have
sen those eyes angry, derisive, mocking, Pan-like, devilish, laugh-
ing, inspired, serene, but never anything but most vividly alive. It
was reserved for the creator of The Forsyte Saga to depress them
for once into a temporary appearance of death.

THE llkeston headmaster may or may not have been wise in making
a favourite of Lawrence and giving public praise to his essys thus
stimulating a vanity which needed no fostering; but in the academic
line he had every reason to be proud of the exceptional pupil he
had coached. In December of 1904 D. H. Lawrence was among
the candidates in the nation-wide King's Scholarship Examination,
and he came out in the First Division of the First Class. Passing
examinations is of no importance in the career of a creative artist
in literature, may indeed be a disadvantage by burdening him with
the lumber of learning, but it is an achievement which the stupidest
can recognise and the natural entry to a successful career as a
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pedagogue. This really was an achievement for a boy with
Lawrence's handicaps. A pupil-teacher who scored that success
was certain of his future provided that he went on working, showed
an aptitude for the difficult science or craft of pedagogy, and avoided
anything officially considered as scandalous behaviour.

Under the school regulations then in force Lawrence was com-
pelled to remain for another six months at I1keston, during which
his friend coached him for the London University Matriculation,
which Lawrence successfully passed three months before his twen-
tieth birthday, in June 1905. This was another triumph when you
consider the interruptions to his schooling and his ill-health. If he
had chosen to follow this up by working successfully for an Honours
Degree—who knows?—we might have lost Lawrence the genius to
gain Professor David H. Lawrence.

It is not clear to me why he failed to proceed at once to the
university after these academic successes, but there may have been
some regulation affecting his case which caused him to spend the
next year working as an uncertificated teacher in the British School
at Eastwood. Perhaps the King's Scholarship was not enough to
keep him, since we learn that he "saved most of his earnings towards
his college expenses', though we are not told the amount of such
earnings—meagre enough, no doubt. According to Sons and Lovers
it was one pound aweek. He was just twenty-one when, in September
1906, he entered Nottingham University for a two years training
course in the Normal Department—the "normal” referring to the
academic programme and not to the sexual psychology of the
pupils. There he began reading for an Arts degree and received
extra tuition in Latin from the Eastwood Congregational clergy-
man and from one of his own professors. Unfortunately—or per-
haps fortunately—the over-worked professor had to discontinue the
lessons, and Lawrence in his impulsive way immediately abandoned
the project.

Itiseasy to guess how much this brilliant lad had looked forward
to university life, going up with high but vague hopes of "getting
something" from his teachers. As was habitual with him he hoped
for far too much and allowed himself too soon to swing back into
exaggerated disappointment and disgust. He made half-friends with
a professor nicknamed "Botany" Smith, presumably on the ground
of a common interest in wild flowers and plants; he enjoyed the
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dasss in singing and the lectures on English poetry; and that ssems
to be about all. His own opinion was that the two years at the
university were wasted years, and he afterwards wished that he had
taken his Teacher's Certificate from outside.

Why did Lawrence pause and turn back at the very frontier of
serious higher education? It was not due to any lack of mental
power, for in addition to everything dse he was a very "clever"
man, but to a deep-seated lack of sympathy, an instinctive sense
that this was not his real path. As so often what his intuition
prompted was the protection of his originality as an artist, not his
material advantage. Y et academically he continued successful. In
hisfinal examination he won six distinctions, including French and
botany, but—pleasing irony!—not English. When &fter all these
years of self-discipline and hard work he was at last duly qualified
as a teacher, he found to his disgust that the most he could earn
as a very junior teacher in his own district was thirty shillings a
week. This he refused to accept, and now spent three months
without working at his profession, passing the time by doing farm-
labourer'swork gratis at The Haggs and in writing. It was not until
October of 1908 that he accepted an offer of ninety-five pounds a
year asjunior assistant-master at Davidson Road School, Croydon.
Here his customary shrewdness deserted him, for he does not seem
to have realised that this higher salary meant that the school was
not liable to pay him compensation or a pension in case of a break-
down in health.

Under all this commonplace routine of trying to earn a living
Lawrence's bafflingly complex character developed, his talents as
awriter began to claim more and more of his thoughts and energy,
and he lived through the bitter suffering brought about by the
implacable hostility of his mother and elder sister to his relation-
ship with Jessie. The cruel drama of their young love—-"dain like
a foetus in the womb" as he wrote miserably when it was all over
—dominated his life. It was his mother who encouraged him in
painting, perhaps from a hope that he might earn money by making
designs for textile factories, wheress it was Jesse who encouraged
him in his true vocation as writer. It would be an exaggeration to
sy that she made him as a writer. But those who know how
Lawrence adways depended on a woman, how a woman aways
stands behind his work as the silent unknown collaborator, will
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realise what he owed her. The touch of her personality is unmis-
takablein all his early work.

It ssms rather important to point out that Lawrence began
writing much later than is usualy the case with the born writer,
whether a genius or not. Such persons usually begin writing poetry
in their teens, pour out quantities of more or less imitative verse,
and then on the brink of adult life have a sudden revulsion of
feeling, destroy what they have written and start again, sometimes
as poets, more often as writers of prose. Occasionaly something
survives from this period of apprenticeship—Pope and Blake each
preserved a lovely poem written in boyhood—but in Lawrence's
caze the feverish aspirations of youth were satisfied by painting.
And with the exception of some flower and fruit pieces, his paintings
were all copies or unsuccessful attempts at designing commercial
patterns. He was about fifteen when he began painting, but he
himself dates his first attempt at writing poetry as "one Sunday
afternoon, in my twentieth year". Next year we find him at
work on the earliest draft of his first novel, The White Peacock.
But apparently quite four years of his youth were devoted to paint-
ing as his method of expression, before he even thought of writing.

We can fix the year 1905, though not the month, as the time when
Lawrence, walking through the fields with Jesse Chambers, suddenly
asked her if she had ever thought of writing. She replied that she
had thought about it all her life, and in turn asked: "Have you?"
Notice his reply indicates that he thought of it from the beginning
as a kind of collaboration:

"Yes, 1 have. Well, let's make a start. 1'm sure we could do
something if we tried. Lots of the things we say, the things you
say, would go ever so well into a book."

It is amusing to find Lawrence starting off with the usual incom-
petent amateur's excuse—"I'm sure | could write something much
better than half the stuff that gets published nowadays." Of course,
in this case it happened to be true. Having made the suggestion
he immediately recoiled in an agony of shyness, and it was not until
some time later that he announced to the girl that what they were
to write would be "poetry". She responded with enthusiasm, but
instantly he showed that fear of ridicule, of being rebuffed, which
haunted him. "But what will the others say?' he exclaimed. "That
I'm a fool! A collier's son a poet!" When she urged that his
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father's occupation had nothing to do with his being a poet Law-
rence merely "shook his head" mournfully. His feding of dass
inferiority was then acute and it was a weskness he never really
managed to shake off. Yet in spite of what was tiresome and "diffi-
cult" about him the girl felt intuitively that between them "some
intangible thing" was taking shape. She was deeply impressed by
the power in him: " An ineradicable loyalty to Xawrence grew up
in me; his significance seemed to me beyond that of an ordinary
man. | felt that | was in the presence of greatness, and the facts
of poverty and obscurity were irrelevant."

It is my hope here to avoid literary criticism and, above all, that
guasi-philosophising which now pases as criticism. | want to use
Lawrence's books to illustrate and if possible to explain the history
of his life and the complexities of his temperament. But then a
writer's books are his life-work and without their existence we
should not know of him or want to understand him. Therefore this
moment of "beginning to write" is of great import and his first
poems peculiarly interesting biographically. Unluckily we do not
know the date of the earliest surviving poems (the two first were
certainly destroyed), nor is there any certainty of the exact chrono-
logical order of those we have. When Lawrence in 1927-28 re-
wrote his poems he claimed that he had re-arranged them in chrono-
logical order. To avoid boring the reader with technical arguments
| shall only say that this statement can only be approximate. It is
no more accurate than the division of the poems into rhymed and
unrhymed—for no less than five of the first ten "unrhymed" are
as a matter of fact in rhyme.

Looking over hisfirst book of poems in the original edition one
cannot help being struck by the fact that this provincial working-
class young man, working entirely alone but for the encouragement
of a schoolgirl, should have started producing poems which were
not the echo of Victorian poets one would expect but aready have
adistinct originality, underivative and non-literary. Even their dis-
regard for the craftsmanship of verse had its value, since in those
days verse-craft was a fetish and to be impeccably lifeless was the
ideal. Perhaps he took something from Hardy, but if he did it was
mainly the lesson of building poems from his own immediate
experience while dropping all those beautiful garments of aesthetic-
ism then in vogue. While he wrote some "fictional poems", his real
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achievement was a new sort of realism, the poetry of vivid impres-
sonign, of truth to personal experience.

Any attentive reader of his early novels will soon notice passages
which are duplicated in the poems. 'Discord in Childhood', already
guoted, is a cae in point. The experience embodied in 'Cherry
Robbers appearsin both The White Peacock and in Sonsand Lovers.
It was of course written to the girl at the farm and must have pleased

him since it is amost the only one of the very early poems not re-
written:

"Under the long dark boughs, likejewels red
In the hair of an Eastern girl
Hang strings of crimson cherries, as if had bled
Blood-drops beneath each curl.

Under the glistening cherries, with folded wings
Three dead birds lie:

Pale-breasted throstles and a blackbird, robberlings
Stained with red dye.

Against the haystack a girl stands laughing at me,
Cherries hung round her ears.

Offers me her scarlet fruits: | will se
If she has any tears."

This is the sort of poem the school of Verlaine called an eau-forte,
or a silhouette. Its naivete is not really made sophisticated by the
pretended cynicism of the last line, as such poets as Dowson and
Symons would have made it. Nor would they have passed such
cumsness as "like jewels red", "as if had bled" and the
"robberlings" invented to rhyme with "wings".

As a commentary on the poem, an explanation of the emations it
symbolised, we must look tothenovels. 'Cyril', in The White Peacock,
crowns'Emily' not with cherriesbut with "ruby bunches' of guelder-
rose berries and then having called up her response chills her by
saying "Y ou aways have your soul in your eyes, such an earnest,
troublesome soul". This of course was exactly the sort of thing
withwhichin rea life he made Jesse so sdlf-conscious and miserable.
In Sons and Lovers the scene is slightly different, more subtle and
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elaborated. This time it is Lawrence who is in the cherry tree
and as he looks down on the girl he thinks how she looks
"so small, so soft, so tender, down there". He pelts her with
cherries, and as she runs she snaches them up to hang over
her ears like a child. He days to watch the sunset and, climbing
down in the twilight, tears his shirt. As she promises to mend
the tear she touches his naked shoulder with her fingers, say-
ing: "How warm!" Then follows one of his "dark" love scenes
which so much offended contemporary readers, who were accus
tomed to read of such experiences in purely conventional treatment,
whereas Lawrence was trying to express subtle sensations and
emotions:

"'l like the darkness,' he said, 'l wish it were thicker—good thick
darkness'."

"He seemed to be almost unaware of her as a person: she was
only to him then a woman. She was afraid.

"He stood against a pine-tree trunk and took her in hisarms. She
relinquished herself to him, but it was a sacrifice in which she felt
something of horror. This thick-voiced oblivious man was a
stranger to her."

They lay down on the pine-needles, and rain began to drift in
on them. Then, as sems inevitable with Lawrence, his mood
suddenly changed. Now he was "very dreary at heart, very sad
and very tender". They stand up and silently walk away hand in
hand. "I fed so still," he says. And then: "Thefir trees are like
presences in the darkness. each one only a presence. A sort of
hush: the whole night wondering and adeep: | suppose that's what
we do in death—deep in wonder."

The girl, who for a time had been "afraid of the brute in him",
now was "afraid of the mystic". And well might she be afraid of
alover so uncertain, so complex and so enigmatic, a once charming
and insulting, a life-giver who fell into moods of the dreariest
misery and .death-worship, a lover at once so tender and so harsh,
so assertively dogmatic yet so unsure of himself, so domineering to
her yet so easily swayed by her enemies. A psychological tangle of
a man, clearly mogt attractive to women, yet with a streak of the
homosexual in him, more than a streak of the sadist. Look at the
poem, 'Loveon the Farm'. A man has caught a live rabbit and killed
itin spiteof itslooking back pleadingly at him"withliquid anguished
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gyes'; he enters the room where someone—man or woman?—is
waiting, and:

"Heflingsthe rabbit soft on the table board
And comes towards me: ah! the uplifted sword
Of his hand against my bosom! and oh, the broad
Blade of his glance that asks me to applaud
His coming! With his hand he turns my face to him
And caresses me with fingers that still smell grim
Of the rabbit's fur! God, | am caught in a snare!
I know not what fine wire is round my throat;
I only know I let him finger there
My pulse of life, and let him nose like a stoat
Who sniffs with joy before he drinks the blood."

The Haggs, it may be noted, was infested with rabbits from the
landlord's preserves which drove the farmer wild by their destruc-
tiveness. But the rabbit played a considerable if wholly obscure
part in Lawrence's early erotic symbolism. Even as late as \Women
in Love he has a most curious chapter entitled 'Rabbit'. Two adults,
aman and awoman, with achild, take a large rabbit to an enclosed
court. In its struggles the rabbit scraiches them both. They release
it, and it bolts round and round the court, "like a shot out of a
gun." Then it stops abruptly, and begins nibbling. We then find
this baffling paragraph: "There was a queer, faint obscene smile
over his face. She looked at him and saw him, and knew that he
was initiate as she was initiate. This thwarted her, and
contravened her, for the moment." | must confess 1 have not
the faintest idea where the obscenity lies, nor in what they were
"initiate", nor why she was "contravened" by it, nor why the
contravention was only for a moment. Perhaps it does mean some-
thing, but what?

Jesse Chambers must have read 'L ove on the Farm' since she was
"his conscience" and "he aways wanted to take her everything he
wrote", and the poem would hardly have lessened her fear of the
"mystic" in him. Again she might well have looked doubtful over
such a passge as this:

"George was sitting by the fire reading. He looked up as |
entered, and | loved him when he looked up at me, and as he
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lingered on his quiet '"Hullo!" His eyes were beautifully doquent—
as eloquent as a kiss."

George, by the way, was thefictionalised character of her brother,
hero aso of a bathing scene in the old mill-pond:

"He knew how | admired the naoble, white fruitfulness of his
form. Hesaw | had forgotten to continue my rubbing, and laughing
he took hold of me and began to rub mebriskly, asif | wereachild,
or rather, a woman he loved and did not fear. | left myself quite
limply in his hands, and, to get a better grip of me, he put his arm
round me and pressad me against him, and the swedness of the
touch of our naked bodies one against the other was superb. It
satisfied in some measure the vague, indecipherable yearning of my
soul; and it wes the same with him. When he had rubbed me all
warm, he let me go, and we looked at each other with eyes of still
laughter, and our love was perfect for a moment, more perfect than
any love 1 have known since, either for man or woman."

Well, that is a quotation from a novel, so must not be taken too
literally as persona experience; yet nobody acquainted with Law-
rence's methods will doubt that it was a persona experience any
more than he would think it written by a man with no homosexual
tendency. It should be noticed that he quite willingly forgives his
fictionalised self for that "yearning of the soul" he was adways
denouncing in the girl. It wes just like touching the flowers— what
was wrong for her, was right for him if he happened to want to
doit. Can we wonder that she had a habit of taking his face between
her hands and looking "deeply, searchingly" into his eyjes—a simple
enough action from a girl with whom he was supposed to be in love,
yet he could not meat her gaze, and turned away, jeering a her as
"soulful" and accusing her of "trying to make him spiritual”. What
was he? she was asking herself as much as the Delphic oracle of
him, what did he want of her? Did he know himself? Yet there
were times when they were aone together when their relationship
seemed blissfully perfect. "We were in a world apart," she writes,
"where feeling and thought were intense, and we seemed to touch
areality that was beyond the ordinary workaday world."

Y et there were always his "dark" moods, moods of being boorish
or insulting or insufferably arrogant, moods of perverse contra-
diction or pointless gloom or fantastic death-longing. Among the
most extraordinary was his response to the influence of a full moon.
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Late in life Lawrence dreamed up some half-serious symbolism
about the moon not really being a planet of stone but composed
of some unknown phosphorescent substance. He liked to throw
out such remarks to annoy pedantic materialists, but there is plenty
of evidence to show that he did sometimes experience a powerful
influence from a full moon, an influence which was usualy not
beneficent, or, at any rate, stimulated the "dark" repellent side of
him. Usually he was intensely responsive to the aesthetic appeal of
soft iridescent moonlight, but there were other visitations more
mysterious and disquieting which generated a peculiar and frighten-
ing violence in him. Here is his own description of such an
occurrence:

"The country was black and still. From behind the sandhills
came the whisper of the sea. They walked in silence. Suddenly he
started. The whole of his blood seemed to burst into flame, and
he could scarcely breathe. An enormous orange moon was staring
at them from the rim of the sandhills. He stood staring, looking
atit. ... Hisblood was concentrated like aflamein his chest. . . .
There were flashes in his blood. ... He did not know himself what
was the matter."

We have confirmation from Jesse Chambers that this wes area
and not an imagined experience. She was with him not only on
this occasion, but on two others, and from what she sys it is
apparent that the strange mood of frenzy evoked in him by a full
moon was more frightening than he indicates. It seemed, she says,
as if some "dark power" gradually took possesson of him until
"something seemed to explode inside him." She goes on:

"1 cannot remember now what he said, but his words were wild,
and he appeared to be in great distress of mind, and possibly also
of body. ... He upbraided me bitterly, and when | protested he
blamed himself, and poured himself out in a torrent of passionate
words."

It is true that just before the two started on this walk Lawrence's
mother had showed her bitter dislike for the girl, and it is possible
that this was weighing on his mind. But that does not explain why
he experienced this fit of "possession” by the light of a full moon,
especidly since this odd half-demented behaviour was repeated
before Jesse Chambers on two other occasions. One was at Robin
Hood's Bay, where he "talked and behaved so wildly that it is
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difficult torecall what hedid actually say or do", but sheremembered
that he "stalked some distance from me like a strange, wild creature,
and kept up a stream of upbraiding". The other was at Flam-
borough, and was still moreirrational and terrifying. There, under
the white light of a full moon, he "skipped from one white boulder
to another" until she "almost doubted whether he was indeed a
human being". She was "really frightened", and "he created an
atmosphere not of death, which after all is part of mortality, but
of an utter negation of life, as though he had become dehumanised.”

What was the explanation of these moon-struck frenzies? Were
they in any way connected with the bad headaches from which he
auffered in those days, headaches which aways gave him a flushed
face and hence caused heedless people to say how well he looked?
The saizures as described by Jesse Chambers seem to have been
exceptionally violent, but it is a fact that during most of his life
he had this odd susceptibility to the light of the full moon. The
physiologist or the psychologist may be able to give it a learned
name, but that does not get us far unless it is known to be associated
with certain types of mind and conduct.

These trials and disadvantages in her lover, even when aggravated
by his domineering moods and utter disregard for other peoples
feelings, were less of a strain than the cold hostility of Lawrence's
mother and his unbreakable ties with her. It was quite impossible
for the girl to help him to break away from this mother clutch when
he did not want to do so, when in fact he blamed her bitterly for
putting him in the entirely normal position of having to choose.
Which did he want, a mother or a wife? Apparently he did not
want a wife then, in spite of all his subsequent propaganda when
he awoke and found himself married. At that time he wanted to
live with his mother and paint, on an income of thirty shillings a
week, and pick up a mistress when he felt he needed one.

However that may be, Mrs. Lawrence's hostility to her son's
sweetheart began very early in their friendship. On the occasion
when the girl took him to se the flowering rose-tree, he was of
course late in coming home, and the moment he entered his mother
flew at him. "His soul, warm and exposed from contact with the
girl, shrank." She made such sneers at the girl as saying that she
must have been "wonderfully fascinating” for him to walk the whole
way home with her. He was "hurt" by this, but instead of standing
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up for himsdf and the girl as any normal young man would do,
heonly felt that " he could not harden hisheart toignore hismother" .
He argued weakly, tried fecbly to defend himsdf, asif there had been
something wicked in his liking the girl. The mother flashed back
at him contemptuoudy—"it is disggusing—bits of lads and girls
courting." There of course she laid bare her jealousy, her sexual
posessveness  Ingtead of standing up to her, he weakly denied
that therewasany " courting”, they " did nothing but talk" ... " until
goodness knows what time" the mother interjected scathingly. At
last he plucked up courage to point out that she allowed his younger
sge to go out with her young man, to which she could make only
the lame reply that "they've more snse than you two"! When he
asked why, she could only think of the typically Laurentian evasion
that his d¢er was "not one of the degp sort". The altercation
plunged him in misery, and as he went to bed he kissed her "fore-
head that he knew so well" and " his hand lingered on her shoulder”.
She had won, as obvioudy she would always have won againg any
girl with whom she disputed possesson of her son.

Yet he could not or at any rate did not give up thegirl. He denied
even to himsdf that he was or had been falling in love with her,
and perhaps there was some truth in this—probably he was never
as degply in love with her as she with him. But leave her alone he
could not. He had to go on sdng hea and receving the
ingpiration of her preence the dimulus of her personality,
smply because he could not write " without a woman at my back",
and no other woman was available. Always remember—his mother
never valued his art but only any success it brought him, the most
withering form of " encouragement”.

So the battle of mother and sweetheart went on, with Lawrence
playing a very equivocal part. A "number of trifling incidents' and
"tiny insults' from his family decided her againg coming to se
him in his home any more. When she told him, ingead of taking
her part, he flew into a rage, refused to megt her at anyone dsgs
house, and the Thursday evenings together which had been "<
precious' to her were ruthledy cancdled. When his mother heard
of this, "she sniffed with satisfaction". The moods of hostility and
harshness which he inflicted on the girl were usually the result of
some prompting or nagging from his mother; but he would not
admit it. At onetime, for ingance, he blamed the autumn, because
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"everyone feds like a disembodied spirit then". (Yet in his first
novel he wrote: "I was born in September, and love it best of all
the months/') As he continued to see and walk and talk with the
girl, his mother learned of it and brooded bitterly, saying openly
that Jessie was "carrying him off' from her and "exulting" in it,
clamouring against the girl that "she's not like an ordinary woman
who can leave me my share in him". When he met her after such
a scene with his mother he was bitterly cruel to the girl; but this
time blamed it on the spring.

In such unfair attacks on her he hurt himself as much as he hurt
her, and walked back "wild withtorture, biting hislips, torn, almost
bewildered." Why did his mother suffer so much? Why was he so
cruel to Jesse? Why when he thought of his mother did he hate
the girl? Reaching home he made wild hysterical appedls to his
mother—-"Why don't you like her, mother?" Only to receive the
dull meaningless reply of blind jealousy: "1 don't know. |'m sure
I've tried to like her. I'vetried and tried, but 1 can't—I can't.”

With the passage of time, and perhaps at his urging, Jesse once
again sometimes came to e him in his home. But one evening,
absorbed in their talk, he alowed a twopenny loaf to burn in the
oven. Although another girl had been present the whole time, his
mother on her return made a furious scene of jealousy. This time
he flared up in defence of the girl and told his mother that she was
not interested in books and painting as Jsse was,; to which she
could only make the absurd retort: "And you won't at my age."
Yet after al the wrangling he capitulated once more, even to the
extent of denying that he loved Jesse. When he submissively went
to kiss his mother good night, she hit hard below the moral belt:
"l can't bear it," she whimpered. "I could let another woman—
but not her. She'd leave me no room. And |'ve never—you know
—I've never had a husband—not really." At that moment—but
perhaps here there is some arrangement of fact to fit the drama—
the husband in question returned from the pub, and there was
nearly a fight between him and his son.

Even if the details have been atered or re-arranged by him and
others in the telling, there can be no doubt whatever that this is
in the main the true and tragical story of Lawrence'sfirst love. As
we have aready seen, he himself long afterwards spoke of it
sardonically as the "slaughter of the foetus in the womb." How
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exagperating he must have been to the girl is hinted at in one of his
own sardonic strokes at himself: "She wondered why he aways
claimed to be normal when he was disagreeable” When he was
cruel to her he knew well enough that it was because "she loved
him more than he her".

It was on Easter Sunday according to Lawrence, on the day after
according to Jesse Chambers' narrative, that she fully experienced
the evil power of this mother-son complication. lronically enough
his last words to her the night before had been: "I shall come up
to-morrow—early." He did not come up early. There had been a
bitter scene with his mother overnight, and when he arrived tardily
it was not "full of warmth" for the girl, but in a mood of fedling
"dissatisfied with himself and everything”, and a conviction that
"the degpest of his love belonged to his mother". At tea he was in
"ahard, ironical mood", making fun of the people at the Primitive
Methodist Chapel. He himself felt he was "too clever and cruel”
and that his eyes must be "hard with mocking hate". Yet "he
wanted so badly to love, to be tender," and afterwards as he played
with a bull-terrier in the garden, "the rough way he bowled the
dog over was really loving."

There was not much love, though, when he came to deliver the
blow to her which he had promised his mother. We have two or
three accounts of this painful scene. According to the girl, after
beating about the bush for a time, he said "in a strained voice"
and awkwardly: "This—this friendship between us—is it keeping
even—is it getting out of balance, do you think?" His own version
sounds more exact since it contains one of those maddeningly
meaningless generdlities he often used to conceal his own uncertain-
ties and waverings: "I can give only friendship—it's all I'm capable
of—it's aflaw in my make-up. The thing overbalances to one side
—1 hate atoppling balance. Let us have done." There was not one
true statement in the whole blundering outpouring, and what can
be more absurd that his "I hate a toppling balance'?

But he had promised his mother to put the girl off, to show her
that they could not be lovers. With cruel clumsiness he told her
that he had been in a wrangle with both his mother and his elder
sister, who had put him in a dilemma—either he and Jesse must
be engaged or "else not go about together". The blow was mortal,
for how could they marry on his miserable salary and prospects?
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Besides, that intuitive daemon which so jealously protected the artist
in him would never have allowed him to bind himself at that date
in marriage. "1've looked into my heart," he went on, "and 1 find
that 1 cannot love you as a husband should love his wife. Perhaps
| shall, in time. If ever 1 find 1 do, I'll tell you. What about you?
If you think you love me, tell me, and we'll be engaged. What do
you think?" Was ever woman in this humour lost? What answer
did he expect to such a humiliating proposal?

When it was over he reflected cheerfully that he had come back
to his mother, "she was the strongest tie in his life." Yet no sooner
had he made this sacrifice of his love than he suddenly discovered
he loved the whole family "so much". He loved the farm, he loved
the elder Chambers son and his parents, he loved "the little poky
kitchen", he loved Jess€s "long low parlour" and "the gardens'
—"all this besdes' her! No, simply "he could not give it up" and
he continued to go to the farm just as often, but now was mostly
with Jesses brother instead of with her. He even loved Mrs.
Chambers: "he could have wept with gratitude that she was defer-
ential to him." And then after all his priggish lectures to Jsse
about her fedings for him and his fedings for her, he suddenly
revedled the truth; "This about not loving her physically, bodily,
was a mere perversity on his part, because he knew she loved him.
He was stupid like a child. He belonged to her. His soul wanted
her."

So where on earth was she? No wonder the girl was hurt and
bewildered and resentful. He still came to s her, but would not
even walk in the garden with her alone, as no doubt he had promised
his mother. No wonder she "felt scornful of a poet who needed
a couple of children and a puppy circling round as unconscious
chaperones!”

Lawrence was not the first young man in the world to want to
eat his amorous cake and have it and put it in a book, not the only
young man who has falen in love with a girl his mother disliked,
nor the first who could not make up his mind whether to defy his
family or to drop the girl, and then felt miserable and shabby and
furious with himself and blamed it all on her. But the intensity
of his feelings, even when they were shabby, and the truth of the
record lift a commonplace story into tragedy.

But what an extraordinary character! Because in this tangle of

Cc
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emotions he admitted humiliation and was at times abject it must
not be supposad that he lacked ambition. It had been there quite
early when he decided that he would " prove that his mother had
been right; he was going to make a man whom nothing should shift
off his feet; he was going to alter the face of the earth in some way
that mattered". To be posessed by a misson of such importance
and a conviction that he never could be in the wrong formed a
grievous degtiny for a frail penniless young man with nothing but
a pen. It was an epecialy difficult entanglement for one whose
moods swayed so uncontrollably that neither he nor anyone dse
knew how he would fed and behave from one day to the next. Yet
every change and whim, every impulsive liking or more durable
hatred was defended tooth and nail as truth—the truth of the man
with a misson who was never in the wrong:

"You tell mel am wrong.
Who are you, who is anybody to tell mel am wrong?
1 am not wrong."

In spite of all the somes and heart-break Lawrence had by no
means come to an end with the girl, though for the time being he
concentrated almost entirely on his mother. Like lovers they made
ecdatically happy excursons together, one of which was to se
Lincoln Cathedral. From the train they caught glimpses of the
digant building, "blue and noble againg the sky", and in her he
guesed that the dght awoke a snee of lifeé's fatality and disllusons
whilein him rose a longing " to beat againg it with ail the strength
of his soul". His love for her was extravagant—"he wanted to get
hold of her, to fasen her, aimost to chain her. He fdt he must keep
hold of her with his hand." He buys her a lunch she thinks " wildly
extravagant", buys her vidlets, and exhorts her: "1 want people to
think we're awful swells So look ikey. Strut! Bea fantail pigeon!"
How is it possble one aks that a man so gifted could have fallen
to such leves of sdf-constious conceit? |If they were happy and a
tenth as "superior" as they thought themsdves, what did it matter
what the inggnificant citizens of Lincoln thought? A proud man
does not show off.

Yet even this day of happiness was doomed. As they climbed a
geep hill her old heart felt the strain, she could not spesk and was
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forced to sit down to rest "His heart was crushed in a hot grip.
He wanted to cry, he wanted to smash things in fury." When she
had recovered he broke out absurdly and pathetically: "Why can't
a man have a young mother? What are you old for? Why can't
you wak? Why can't you come with me to places?" It was
ludicrous, but it was appalling. Could he not s he wanted the
impossible and the forbidden, that he wanted his mother to be his
sweetheart? And she, why did she exact this perilous and damning
devotion from her son, why could she not give him to the girls of
his own age he wanted?

For as he lived into his twenties there were other girls besides
Jesse Chambers who attracted him, as was perfectly normal and
natural. There was for instance, the girl of ' Kisses in the Train'
and of 'Snapdragon’, and the 'Helena whose personaity gives
its special and haunting quality to his early novel, The Trespasser.
But just as he could not break the tie with his mother to give himself
wholly to Jesse, so he could not break the tie with her to give
himself to these others. It was too strong. She was his "old friend,
lover, and she belonged to Eastwood and home and his youth/'
She was his "conscience”, he loved her "with his soul”, though he
grew warm when he thought of another girl and “the curves of her
breasts and shoulders." Changing everlastingly, he now swung back
to a position when he "believed himself really bound” to his Jesse
But then he decided that he was "two men inside one skin". He
wanted Jesse and he didn't want her, he wanted other girls and
he didn't want them. Or more exactly he wanted Jesse as his Muse,
the keeper of his literary conscience, but he did not want her as
wife or even as mistress. He wanted "a woman to keep him, but
not in her pocket".

One actor in this drama who tends to drop entirely out of notice
is Lawrence's father. Yet after all it was his daily work under-
ground which formed the support of the whole family, even though
the children now were able to make their contribution. His wife
had made a chasm between him and his children which nothing
seemed able to bridge, and he continued to show his resentment
by abusing her, drinking and exaggerating the coarseness of his
manners. He was now a man well on in thefiftiesand his declining
physical power meant smaller earnings. Probably it was from this
period that his children got the impression he never contributed
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mor ethan twenty-five shillings a week. Y et the children's contribu-
tion and Mrs. Lawrence's skill in management more than made up
for it. Their latest cottage, Lynn Croft, was "a comfortable house
comfortably furnished" and Lawrence himself was "proud of his
home", believed "it had a certain distinction". He thought the
hearthrug and cushions "cosy" and that "the prints were in good
taste, the china was pretty, and the table-cloth fine."

How this is to be adjusted to later complaints of "grinding
poverty" which so much "humiliated" him is hard to say, except
on the Laurentian grounds that when he wanted to make one sort
of impression his home was "superior" and when he wanted to
make another it was "squalid". His standards of destitution were
high. Thus, in The White Peacock, he describes with obvious
repugnance the squalor and poverty of the gamekeeper's cottage
and family, yet his description mentions that for breakfast the
children had eggs, bacon, milk and jam, and were going to have
treacle pudding with their midday meal.

With all thislife dramagoing on and the exacting task of working
for examinations it ssems remarkable that Lawrence continued to
write and to extend his non-academic reading. He certainly con-
tinued to write poems, though few of those preserved can be certainly
dated before 1908—probably not more than about eighteen. It is
a curious fact that although the miner was the only person who
spoke dialect in the home, Lawrence at that time handled the dialect
in verse more skilfully than the standard English his mother and
teachers insisted on his speaking. Here, for instance, is his memory
of himself as a child on one of the occasions when a messenger came
to say his father had been injured. Notice his mockery of the
helpless bashful boy he was:

"Somebody's knockin' at th' door,
Mother, come down an' see.

—I's think it's nobbut a beggar;
Say 1'm busy.

"It's not a beggar, mother; hark
How 'ard 'e knocks!

—Eh, tha'rt a mard-arsed kid,
'E'U gie thee socks.



SON AND LOVER (1885-1910) 61

"Shout an ax what 'e wants,
| canna come down.

—'E says, isit Arthur Holliday's?
—Say Yes, tha clown.

" 'E says: Tell your mother as 'er mester's
Got hurt i* th' pit—

What? Oh my Sirs, 'e never says that,
That'snotit!"

Meanwhile, ever since he entered the university in 1906 he had
been working on and off on drafts of a novel which eventually
became The White Peacock, He seems to have begun this work
in a rather matter-of-fact frame of mind. The usual method of
constructing a novel, he told Jsse Chambers, was "to take two
couples and to work out their relationship." Undoubtedly some-
thing of the kind can be traced in The White Peacock as we have
it, for the story is amost wholly based on the relationships of
Ledlie, Lettie, George and Meg. He wrote that book four times
and it runsto one hundred and fifty thousand words, which gives some
indication of the energy and tenacity of will he put into it. However
carelesdy he may have spoken about the mere mechanics and skeleton
of anovel, hetook the task with all seriousness. When hetook Jesse
one of the earlier versions, he said: "l think a man puts everything
heisinto a book, a real book." It was his ability to do that which
made his books so different from others, so living, for all their
faults of taste and technique, so inexhaustible.

Yet it was in a quite matter-of-fact frame of mind that he wrote
his first short stories, a form in which many of his admirers think
he excels. In the autumn of 1907 a local paper offered a prize of
three guineas for what they were to judge the best short story sent
in. Lawrence s about winning that prize with amusing practical
efficiency. He wrote three short stories, two of them genuine, one
apiece of conventional sentimentality called *A Prelude to a Happy
Christmas. He sent the two genuine stories in under his own
name and that of a friend, and Jsde Chambers lent her name to
the sloppy one, which won the prize. We are not told if the editor
ever learned of the device practised upon him.

"A Prelude to a Happy Christmas" does not appear in Law-
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rence's collected works,* though it may perhaps have been a pur-
posely sugary version of the Christmas scene later described in
Sons and Lovers. The other two stories, when carefully re-written,
became The White Stocking' and 'A Fragment of Stained Glass,
both of them now included in his Collected Tales. Like every red
writer he instinctively based them not on some abstract idea or
emotion, but on a concrete symbol which had touched his imagina-
tion—a piece of stained glass he had picked up, a white stocking
which figured in one of his mother's stories about her youth. It is
probable that this prize-winning success is that described in Sons
and Lovers, except that there it is a picture, not a story. It is char-
acteristic that both in the novel and in real life he made no attempt
to be modest about his success.

4

LAWRENCE had just passed his twenty-third birthday when he left
Eastwood to teach at the Davidson Road School, Croydon, then
an outer suburb of London. Except for brief excursions he had
pased all his life in the Midlands. He had longed often to break
free from his limited life there. "I wished that in all the wild valley
where cloud shadows weretravellinglike pilgrims, something would
call me forth from my rooted loneliness.” But he had quite mis-
judged the extent to which he had become rooted in his valley and
its people, had never guessed how his too acute sensibility would
suffer from the breaking away and the subsequent loneliness. On
his second day at Croydon he wrote his sweetheart a letter so dismal
that it was like "a how! of terror". He could not bear the strange-
ness of his new surroundings, he dreaded the daylight and his work
"with the anguish of a sick girl", he felt he could not live awvay from
his old affections, and threatened that he "would grow into some-
thing black and ugly, like some loathsome bird".

Here indeed was nalvete in a man of twenty-three, and also that
bitter capacity for suffering he never lost. "Battle—battle—and
suffer. It's about all you do, as far as | can see” his mother had
said to him in a mood of exasperation and fierce pity. It was so
true, the words might aways stand as the epigraph to his life. At
all periods of his life he "battled" and "suffered”, above all at this
* Recently published in a limited edition.
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time when his future looked blank and he was "battling" with him-
self as well as with the world. Who shall estimate the burden and
anguish of "genius'? The vulture of Prometheus, the shirt of
Nessus, the fatal abatross—these are types and symbols of the
pain and fortitude required by such a destiny. Something in the
man struggles madly for dominion and will not be denied and rends
him in endless suffering as he strives to come to terms with life and
with himself. In lassitude and discouragement, death—a mere fig-
ment of rhetoric to the immortal young—seems not only desirable
but the only hope. In those days Lawrence "had that poignant
cardessness about himself, his own sufferings, his own life, which
is a form of slow suicide."

Even when he knew the physical culmination of love he knew no
respite, for to him then "life seemed a shadow, day a white shadow;
night, and death, and tiliness, and inaction, this ssemed being. To
be alive, to be urgent and insistent—that was not-to-be. The highest
of all was to melt out into the darkness and stay there, identified
with the great Being." There it was—youth breaking its heart in
vain over all frustration and grief and futility that have been and
ae and will be

It is difficult to imagine what Lawrence looked like in those early
days at Croydon when he was totally unknown, his vocation as a
writer quite uncertain, his loves all astray and his heart a chaos
bound in bondage to his mother. Three early photographs of him
have been preserved. One shows him as a mere baby, another as
a small boy with a gaping pout which looks as if he had been
allowed to suck a "dummy". In the third he is about seventeen,
looking as he says himself somewhere "like a little prig in a high
collar", an aert, perky lad with a pursed rather ugly mouth. For
the next photograph we jump to 1914, at the age of twenty-eight,
looking very much as he did actually look in those days, though
his fine eyes are in shadow. No painting, drawing or photograph
does justice to the beauty of those brilliant blue eyes which he
inherited from his mother, and which contrasted so strikingly with
his thick reddish hair.

The "spiritual" beauty he later developed was not visible in his
twenties, though no doubt women saw it. Perhaps the nearest we
can now get to him in those pre-1914 days is from David Garnett's
description. At the very first glance he was struck by Lawrence's
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"most beautiful lively blue eyes'. It is quite dear that those who
saw him without noticing the beauty and life of his eyes never saw
himinafriendly and lively mood—they were uniqueand irresistible.
"Lawrence," Garnett goes on, "was slight in build, with a weak
narrow chest and shoulders, but he was a fair height and very light
in his movements. This lightness gave him a sort of grace. His
forehead was broad but not high, his nose was too short and lumpy,
his face colourless like a red-haired man's, his chin (he had not
then grown a beard) atogether too large, and round like a hair-
pin—rather a Philip 1l sort of chin*—and the lower lip rather red
and moist under the scrubby moustache. Once you looked into
his eyes you were completely charmed, they were so beautiful and
alive, dancing with gaiety. Hissmilelit up all hisface as he looked
at you."

Contrast that impression with the gloomy picture of himself and
his despair at Croydon and you will get yet another glimpse of his
extreme mobility and the contradictory sdves which inhabited him.
True, Garnett was writing of a period four years after Lawrence
arrived at Croydon, when he had excaped from England and
teaching, was very happy with his new life, and knew that he was
a writer—and not a Galsworthy sort of writer. Unfortunately there
cannot have been many opportunities for his gaiety to show itself
in those first weeks at Croydon, when he was still "battling" in
a strife which brought out some of his least attractive traits. Jesde
Chambers now saw him only during the holidays, there are no
letters to speak of (she gives only extracts), the novels are silent.
So we have to look to the poems, which fortunately are rather
numerous at this time. *Last Hours," written just before he left
home, describes him in happy mood lying on grass and flowers
under an oak, watching a white cloud pile up, catching a fragrance
of clover as a laden bee hums by, but then:

"Down the valley roars a townward train.
| hear it through the grass

Dragging the links of my shortening chain
Southward, alas!"

At the last moment he did not want to leave, and the next poem
* Hemeans Philip 1 V. Philip 11 wore a beard always
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gives a dreary enough picture of what he found in Flat Suburbs,
S,W. inthe Morning, where:

"The new red housss spring like plants
In level rows

Of reddish herbage that bristles and dants
Its square shadows'.

Though on the whole it must have been an improvement on the
sad grimy streets he had just left.

Among the fragments of autobiography embedded in these poems
perhaps the most interesting are those dealing with this new school
and his life as teacher there: 'The Best of School,' 'Last Lesson of
the Afternoon,' 'School onthe Outskirts," '‘Discipline,' "The Punisher'.
These may be compared with the teaching experiences of Ursula
in The Rainbow, but they were written long after the event, while
the poems were noted at the time. From the testimonials given to
Lawrence when he abandoned teaching we learn that he was
"highly thought of" by the school authorities, and that he was
particularly entrusted with classes of Nature and Art—which sounds
most comprehensive and encyclopaedic, but probably was not so
in fact. Of course they may have overpraised him then because they
knew that after he had been found to be suffering from tuberculosis
he would never again be allowed to teach children in the national
schools. The probability is, however, that the testimonials were
genuine, as he was eventually quite successful as a teacher.

What were his own persona feelings in those days about this hard
rather thankless task which, to be done conscientiously, demands
such expenditure of nervous energy every day and all day? In the
opening hour, when pupils and master are fresh and concentrated,
he was happy and "thrilled"—always a favourite word. He felt
at one with the boys:

"l fed them cling and cleave to me

As vines going eagerly up; they twine

My life with other leaves, my time

Is hidden in theirs, their thrills are mine.*'

But what a difference when it comes to the last lesson of the after-
C
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noon! The boys he had loved in the morning are now " a pack of
unruly hounds', urchins who present "insults of blotted pages'
and "scrawl of dovenly work." Lawrence is misrable and dis
couraged:

"1 am sck, and what on earth is the good of it all?
What good to them or to me, | cannot se2"

He deddes that he will not wage soul and srength—"for this!"

"What does it matter to me, if they can write
A decription of a dog, or if they can't?"

So he ends by determining " to st and wait for the bell" ! How like
him! When he fdt fresh and cheerful, he loved the boys, education
was a wonderful job. But when heisjaded and jangled, and they
resent it, then to hel with them! What's the good of education,
anyway? Looking at a Stuation soldy from his own paint of view,
facing ail itsimplications frankly, accepting them, and then turning
his back on the whole thing as not his busness—how characteridtic!
Thereis a desperate sort of humour about it which often comes out
in his work and is often missed. Perhaps it is rather prosaic to
ugoest that what was really the matter with both master and boys
was that the working hours were too long.

The poem, 'Distipling’ was almogt certainly addressed to Jesse
Chambers, and shows a great change from the earlier poems. He
tdls her that he had approached the boys "with love', with his
heart in his hand, "like a loving-cup, like a grail," bdieving that
love would conquer all things, achieve all things. He had been
woefully migtaken, it doen't work. Now he means to battle with
the boys in discipling, they "mug learn not to trepass’, and so
forth. Perhaps heintended a lesson for her too, shetoo is"to learn
not to trepass' on him.

The lag of these schoolmaster poems shows Lawrence as a svere
judge, 'The Punisher'. We s the boys, weeping over the scolding
he gives them, affer "the harsh cold wind" of his words as he
sood and expounded " the Judgment that sood in my eyes whirling
a flame" However, it does not appear that sern discipline and its
application achieved much more success than too much love, for



SON AND LOVER (1885-1910) 67

he candidly admits that in a few minutes the boys have forgotten
all about it and are larking and playing, while the Judge miserably
complains:
. » my head
I's heavy, and heart beats slowly, laboriously,
My spiritis dead."

So actually the disciplinarian chiefly punished himself. His testi-
monial praises him for keeping discipline "on the highest plane”,
but certainly he had to tusse at first, and the contest was shattering
to his sendtiveness. There is a curious commentary on all this in
a letter to Helen Corke, dated 21st June, 1910, in which he says.

"1 was thinking to-day: how can | blame the boys for breaches
of discipline? Yet| must not only blame, | must punish. Oncel
said to mysdlf: 'How can | blame—why be angry? Then there
came a hideous state of affairs. Now | say: 'When anger comes
with bright eyes, he may do his will. I'n me he will hardly shake
off the hand of God. He is one of the archangedls, with a fiery
sword. God sent him—it is beyond my knowing'."

What magniloquence and lofty sentiments over the birching of
a few small boys.

It was through some of these early poems and during his period
of employment as an assistant-master in the Croydon school that
Lawrence made his modest entrance to the world of letters through
the pages of The English Review, then edited by Ford M adox Hueffer,
later Ford. The launching of Lawrence was not quite so essy and
effortless as he made out when writing a brief autobiography. He
mentions vaguely the publication of his Christmas story and omits
the fact that as early as the spring of 1908 he had discussed the
publication of his work with Jesse Chambers. At that time he told
her that he had sent some of his work to a writer who then
wrote regularly for The Daily News. This consisted of "articles"
which he and Jese had discussed and thought good.
Unfortunately, The Daily News author, whoever he was,
turned out to be too busy to read the articles, and after a delay of
some months his wife sent them back with this interesting informa-
tion. Remembering hismorbid dread of arebuff and his exaggerated
suffering when he received what he considered such even from quite
unimportant people, we can understand his reaction;
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"1'vetried, and been turned down, and | shall try no more. And
| don't care if 1 never have a line published."

That was mere bluff-—of course he cared. No doubt, in his
ignorance he had expected to be warmly welcomed by the first
literary man who read his work, and he had yet to learn for him-
self that a hard-working author has little time and superfluous
energy to spare in reading and advising beginners. However, he
stuck to his resolution not to send out any more of his writings.
Very nearly a year later he and Jesse began to read The English
Review, which was at that time more alive and progressive than all
the others put together. She tried to persuade him to send in some
of hiswork, but he was still smarting from the rebuff he had received
from The Daily News man.

"I don't care what becomes of my writing," hetold her petulantly,
"I'm not anxious to get into print. | shan't send anything. Besdes
they'd never take it."

Anybody who likes may believe those disingenuous remarks.
Obviously he, like every other young author, was pining to se
himself in print, but hadn't the guts to risk another refusal. Jesse
pleaded with him to make the attempt, whereupon he gave himself
away completely by suggesting that she might choose any of his
poems she liked and send them in:

"Give me a nom de plume, though; | don't want folk in Croydon
to know 1 write poetry."

Possibly dislike of the "Croydon folk" knowing he wrote poetry
was a less powerful motive than his fear that "D. H. Lawrence"
might again be rejected. Unfortunately, Jesse Chambers could not
afterwards remember exactly which poems she copied out and sent
but believed they included one of the school poems, 'Discipline,’
aswell as 'Dreams,’ 'Old and Nascent,' and '‘Baby Movements', now
caled 'Baby Running Barefoot'. It was good judgment on her part
to put 'Discipline' first, guessing that such a title would attract
attention at a time when everybody wrote poems called 'Rebellion'.

Having copied out whatever scripts she did send she enclosed
them with a letter to Hueffer, explaining Lawrence's situation as a
schoolmaster and asking that if the poems were published it should
be under the pseudonym of Richard Greadey—a horrid name, but
Greadey was the name of a village they liked; still what a beastly
name for a poet! Lawrence affected complete indifference, and yet
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could not restrain himself sufficiently to avoid asking if she had sent
them, adding immediately: "They'll never print them." Through-
out his life he tried to hide fedlings which were absurdly easy to
wound behind a pretence, which was yet not wholly a pretence, of
arrogance or truculence or satire or insult. He stabbed himself
with unnecessary fears. As Jesse Chambers says, in every mis
understanding he "took refuge in an arrogance" which was nothing
more than "a mask for his own wretchedness'. Even in those days
she noted that whenever he was upset by something going wrong
in his personal relationships, which was fairly often, his misery and
anger exploded in a "dehumanised vehemence that was devastating”.

According to Hueffer's recollections Jesse Chambers first wrote
to ask whether she should send prose or verse and he replied "both";
whereupon she sent him "three poems about a schoolmaster's life
and 'Odour of Chrysanthemums'." On the strength of the opening
paragraph of that short story Hueffer without reading further
accepted them all and announced to "all London" that he had
discovered another genius and this time a big one. Now Ford's
recollections—he described himself as "an impressionist"—have a
habit of being more picturesque and illustrative of Ford's pre-
eminence in something or other than they are accurate. It may have
been as he says, but the prosaic facts of bibliography show that
Hueffer in November 1909 published five poems by Lawrence, only
one of which was a "schoolmaster" poem. In February 1910 he
published the short story 'Goose Fair'; in April sx more poems;
and it was not until June 1910—about a year after he had received
the story, according to him—that he published '‘Odour of Chrysanthe-
mums'. If headmired it so much, if it was that which caused him to
accept Lawrence's work and announce him as "a big genius', why
did he wait a year before publishing it?

According to Hueffer he sent a letter to Jesse Chambers "next
morning", but it was in June that she sent in the manuscripts, and
for some reason the reply did not reach her until August, when
Lawrence was away in the Ide of Wight. Hueffer's letter
was a cautious one, saying the poems were interesting, the author
undoubtedly had talent, but warned that luck plays a large part in
a literary career and adding, that if Lawrence would come to se
Hueffer "something might be done". Not perhaps as enthusiastic
as old Haydn acclaiming young Mozart, but better than a frigid
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rejection slip. Jese replied that Lawrence would make the call
after school re-opened, but kept the letter to herself until he returned
to Eastwood. This is how she describes the scene:

" 'Oh, I've got a letter for you.*

"He looked at me quickly, then his eyes narrowed.

" 'From the English? About the poems? Show it me'.

"I gave him the letter, and his face became tense.

" 'Y ou are my luck," he murmured. Then he said with suppressed
excitement, 'Let me take it to show mother.! And | never saw
it again."

Hueffer's account of Lawrence's first visit to him is amusing.
According to him, Lawrence was so swept off his feet by this
encouragement that he instantly swung from an extremity of
pessmism to one of optimism, and imagined that he was aready
a writer of such importance that he would at once be earning two
thousand pounds a year—and Jesse Chambers at a later stage
confirms this. So when Lawrence visited Hueffer it was not as the
beginner hoping nervously for approval but as the successful author
wondering if The English Review was good enough to be the means
of launching him on the world. According to Hueffer he looked
rather disparagingly at the modest offices of The English Review and
remarked: "This doesn't look like a place in which one could make
money." "Oh," said Hueffer, "we don't make money here. We
spendit.” Whereupon Lawrence replied: "That'sjustit. The room
may be all right for your private tastes, which aren't mine, though
that doesn't matter. But it isn't one to inspire confidence in creditors.
Or contributors."

Such is Hueffer's story, or rather the gist of it for heisinordinately
prolix. Whether there is any truth in it or not is another question.
There may be. Lawrence's own version of all thisis very laconic:

"Hueffer was most kind. He printed the poems, and asked me
to come and s him. The girl had launched me, so easily, on my
literary career, like a princess cutting a thread, launching a ship."

The manuscripts which Jsse Chambers sent to Hueffer were
exactly the sort of writing to please him, and he was undoubtedly
the only English editor of the time who would have sponsored
Lawrence. Ford Hueffer was in reaction against the romantic,
idealist movements of the 19th century, having had the misfortune
to spend his childhood oppressed by more or less famous relatives
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who gave lustre to the previous age. His father was a cultured
German who came to England to spread the gospel of Wagner,
became musical critic for The Times, and married a daughter of
the pre-Raphaelite painter, Ford Madox Brown. A haf-sister of
Hueffer's mother married W. M. Rossetti, so that Ford with his
innate modesty referred about every ten minutes to "my aunt
Christina" and "my uncle Gabriel". Ford about the time Lawrence
met him was very friendly with Violet Hunt, whose father was a
landscape painter afflicted with what Oscar Wilde called "wonderful
radicalism”. With all his faults Ford was a most kind-hearted man,
always most willing to help young unknown writers, though strict
veracity was not his strong point. As| have mentioned he used to
get over this by calling himself "an impressionist”, which Yeats
always insisted simply meant "ajournalist”. However that may be,
Hueffer influenced Lawrence both by precept and example more
than is usually conceded.

These defunct but illustrious relatives of his gave Hueffer a
position both in literature and in what was then called Society
which might not have been so readily granted to his unaided talents.
At any rate he used whatever influence he had on Lawrence's behalf
with kindness and zeal. In due course he was handed the much
worked-over script of Lawrence's first novel, The White Peacock.
According to Lawrence, Jesse Chambers "always admired it in all
its stages’, implying that she merely acted as uncritical chorus of
feminine approval. He simplified too much. It was Jesse Chambers
who talked him out of an early version where Lettice, "a very
superior young lady", was made to marry a conventionally upright
George. She dso persuaded him to modify the merely “cynically
brutal” first version of Annabel, the first of Lawrence's long line
of symbolic gamekeepers. Nor was Hueffer's judgment of the final
script wholly favourable. Ridingwith Lawrencein abus he shouted,
as nearly as Hueffer with his muffled utterance could shout, that
it had "every fault that the English novel can have" but added:
"You've got genius."

Always "genius'! and that in literary London was apparently
more of a handicap than an asset. No wonder Lawrence made his
rather sour comment: "1 n the early days they were always telling
me | had genius, as if to console me for not having their own in-
comparable advantages." Still Hueffer backed any belief he might
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have in a"genius" who had not collaborated with Joseph Conrad
nor studied the appalling complexities of the mot propre, by giving
him a letter of introduction to William Heinemann, to whom he
submitted the novel in December 1909. Lawrence tells us that the
book was "accepted at once", but as a matter of fact its fate was
still uncertain as late as April 1910, and it did not appear until
January 1911.

In November 1909, the month when Lawrence's first poems
appeared in The English Review, he was invited to a small luncheon
party given by Violet Hunt at which Ezra Pound and Hueffer were
present. Jesse Chambers, who shrank with extreme bashfulness
from such socia contacts, was more or less betrayed into attending
—fortunately, for she has left a deft account of the pany. As
Lawrence and she journeyed to Violet Hunt's house in Kensington
he grew inspired by the spectacle of London's opulence, and assured
her with the utmost confidence: " I 'l 1 make two thousand a year!"
The new genius and his girl friend were feasted on roast beef and
brussdls sprouts, plum pudding and champagne (horresco referens),
and Violet in her rather brazen manner over-congratulated the girl
on having "discovered a genius'. All present took for granted that
the two were engaged, which was embarrassing for her since Law-
rence had just told her he intended to engage himself to agirl known
to us only as 'Louie'".

After lunch Hueffer walked ponderously with them up Campden
Hill, and as soon as he left them Lawrence turned eagerly to the
girl and asked how she had liked having champagne for lunch; to
which she replied with disconcerting simplicity that she hadn't
known it was champagne. He then asked if she had noticed that,
when leaving, Hueffer had murmured something about going to see
Lady St. Helier. Lawrence had a great respect for titles. "Oh, how
that glittering taketh me," he had muttered when the subject was
under discussion.

Meanwhile, was there happiness for the genius who was so con-
fident of making "two thousand a year" and knowing the "glitter-
ing" plutocrats who passed for an aristocracy? Hardly. If we turn
to the passages in The White Peacock relating to hislife in Croydon
—which he calls Norwood—we read:

"1 suffered acutely the sickness of exile in Norwood. For weeks
| wandered the dtreets of the suburb, haunted by the spirit of some
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part of Nethermere. As | went along the quiet roads where the
lamps in yellow loneliness stood among the ledfless trees of the
night | would fed the dark wet bit of path between the wood meadow
and the brooks. A strange voice within me rose and called for the
hill path; again | could fed the wood waiting for me, calling and
calling, and 1 crying for the wood, yet the space of many miles was
between us. Since 1 left the valley of home 1 have not much feared
any other loss."

It is a fact that Lawrence never liked big towns, though in a
way he was "thrilled" by London and has left some beautiful
evocations of the old capital as it was before the debacle of 1914;
but once the novelty had worn off he turned away from it.
When he thought of Nethermere (Eastwood) it was less the people
he yearned for than the place itself. The wood-meadow, the
tiny brooks, the hill path to The Haggs meant to him as much
as the people, perhaps even more, and had a grip on his deepest
feelings.

At Croydon he was as aways the strangest battleground for
warring impulses and emotions. At one time, as he fet that life
was opening before him and he dreamed of lucrative literary success,
he seemed a happy, intensely vital young man irresistible to send-
tive women. 'There was about him a candour and a gentleness
which made women trust him." To their peril, however, for as he
wrote of himself from Croydon: "At times 1 am afflicted by a per-
versity amounting to minor insanity." By "perversity" he meant
that unfortunate trait of always or nearly aways wanting to con-
tradict and browbeat the person to whom he was talking, his
sensdess impulse to "battle—battle". Like his father he could not
help insulting anyone who could harm him, and like his mother
he must self-confidently and arrogantly assert every passing whim
that came to him. He admitted that he was "two men inside one
skin". He contradicted himself so often and talked so wildly and
at random that Jesse Chambers now "never took his assertions
about people and things seriously".

The one person who knew how to deal with him and to bring
him promptly off the high horse of his "perversity" was his mother,
though apparently his "dark self" was more restrained with her
and never deluged her with the perverse, malicious balderdash he
poured over others in his bad moods. Here, fictionalised it is true
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but intrinsically mogt accurate, is his rendering of a talk between
him and his mother:

" 'You know," he said to his mother, 'l don't want to belong to
the well-to-do middle class. | like my common people best. | be
long to the common people.'

" 'But if anyone dse said so, my son, wouldn't you be in a tear.
You know you consider yourself equal to any gentleman.'

" 'Inmyself,’ he answered, 'not in my class or my education or
my manner. But in myself | am.'

" 'Very well, then. Then why talk about the common people?

" 'Because—the difference between people isn't in their class, but
in themselves. Only from the middle classes one gets ideas, and
from the common people—life itself, warmth. Y ou fed their hates
and loves!

" 'It's all very well, my boy. But, then, why don't you go and
talk to your father's pals?

" 'Butthey're rather different.’

" 'Not at all. They're the common people. After all, whom do
you mix with now—among the common people? Those that
exchange ideas, like the middle classes. The rest don't interest you.'

" 'But—there's the life——*

"'l don't believe there's ajot more life from Miriam than you
could get from any educated girl—say Miss Moreton. It isyou who
are snobbish about class." "

First of all let us give Lawrence every credit for frankness and
honesty in exposing his own faults so clearly, even to the habit he
had picked up from his mother of making any sort of illogical or
absurd retort rather than admit himself beaten in an argument.
Lawrence always argued for victory, never to discover truth. Any-
body who knew him must at some time or other have heard him
discourse or wrangle very much on the lines of this dialogue. It
enshrines prejudices which he carefully cultivated, and was liable
to bring out at any moment when unfortunately his mother was
not present to make her apposite and pungent comments. Only a
few months before his death he published them in a London news
paper, in an article written with an air of dogmatic finality which
must have impressed many people.

In addition to these class-conscious worries, he now contrived to
trouble himsdf considerably about his lack of faith in the doctrines
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of Congregationalism. At one time his mother had urged him to
enter the ministry, and in his usual state of uncertainty he had gone
so far as to consult the Biblical lots, opening the book at random
three times and jabbing his finger on a text which was supposed
to offer guidance. As might have been expected, "the message was
inconclusive". And in spite of his dogmatic manner, in a state of
acute inconclusiveness he remained, delivering himself of such
gnomic utterances as. "It's not religious to be religious; | reckon
acrow isreligiouswhen it sails across the sky." On another occasion
he announced: "1 don't believe God knows such a ot about Him-
sf. God doesn't know things, He isthings. And |'m sure He's not
soulful." But, after all, what is the use of being athing if you don't
know it?

Still, Christianity, whether he happened to be considering it as
myth or metaphysics or psychology, was far too useful to the artist
in him to be dropped wholly, even when he was occupied in trying
to find some other synthesis. His mind thought in symbols, not
in ideas, dwelt on emotions and impressions and rejected abstrac-
tions and definitions. This habit of thought is closdly akin to
Ruskin's, yet in both the religious impulse was sincere, and perhaps
not least so when to the orthodox they seemed verging on blas
phemy. Even this was an intermittent interest. "She saw again his
lack of religion, his regtless instability. He would destroy himself
like aperversechild. He had noreligion; it was all for the moment's
attraction that he cared, nothing dse, nothing deeper."

Having allowed the religious belief of his fathers to slip from him,
Lawrence could not rest in a tranquil suspension of belief or wait
patiently upon the Unknown, but must from time to time bring up
some home-made substitute as a universal religion to be vehemently
preached only to be as vehemently denounced later on or merely
dropped. Whatever his own religious uncertainties he was perfectly
ready to advise others. Thus he wrote from Croydon to his sister:

"l am sorry more than | can tell to find you going through the
torment of religious unbelief: it is hard to bear, especialy now.
However it seams to be like this: Jehovah is the Jews idea of God,
not ours. Christ was infinitely good, but mortal as we. There still
remains a God, but not a personal God: avast, shimmering impulse
which waves onward toward some end, | don't know what—taking
no regard of the little individual, but taking regard for humanity.
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When we die, like rain-drops falling back into the seq,
we fall back into the big shimmenng sma of unorganised
life which we call God. . . . Whatever name one gives Him in
worship we all strive towards the same God, so we be generous-
hearted.”

It sounds as if he had just been reading The Light of Asia. And
this is the more probable since later in life he violently repudiated
Buddhism. With him religion and philosophy were a state of mind,
not a conviction of absolute truth, and changed as he changed. At
this period he had not yet elected himself Saviour of Society. True, he
was going to be a writer the world would listen to in some rather
indeterminate way, but he was still chiefly occupied by the
troubles of sex which had long afflicted him. The weary drawn-
out conflict in his heart between his mother and Jesse had
been complicated rather than simplified by his interest in other
women.

Lawrence was the literary enfant terrible of his generation, saying
everything that came into his mind irrespective of efects and the
fedings of the audience. It was an age of encrusted humbugs and
hypocritical reticences, and nowhere was it more of a humbug and
more terrifiedly reticent than in all matters of physical sex. The
English novel of the day seemed to be written by eunuchs for vestal
virgins. But just as Lawrence unhesitatingly reveaed himself in
other matters, so he did here. If we take literally what he wrote of
himself during the Croydon period he had worked himself into a
very strange mood:

"Sex had become so complicated in him that he would have
denied that he could ever want . . . any woman that he knew. Sex
desire was a sort of detached thing, that did not belong to awoman."

Probably the first part of that singular statement really meant no
more "complicated" thing than that the young man had not met
the woman he wanted to link up with for life—it must be noted
that with all his supposed frankness he had derived from his mother
the sternest puritanical notions about the indissoluble nature of
marriage, though needless to say he did not practise what he
preached. As to the second part of his statement—what is meant
by sx desire being a detached thing that does not belong to a
woman? There may be acluein the poems.'Virgin Y outh' contains
these lines:
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"Traveller, column of fire,
It isvain.

The glow of thy full desire
Becomes pain.

Dark, ruddy pillar, forgive me! |
Am heplessy bound

To the rock of virginity. Thy
Strange voice has no sound.

We cry in the wilderness. Forgive me, 1
Would so gladly lie

In the womanly valley, and ply

Thy twofold dance."

In the longer poem, 'Manifesto’, written six years later, he looked
back retrospectively to the "hungers" of his youth and young man-
hood. He had satisfied the hunger to be sure of food and the hunger
for knowledge, but there had remained the "very deep and ravening
hunger ... the very body's crying out ... the hunger for the
woman," which he likens to "a Moloch, ruthless and strong"
coming upon him "like the unutterable name of the dread Lord":

"Yet there it is, the hunger which comes upon us
Which we must learn to satisfy with pure satisfaction;
or perish, there is no alternative.

| thought it was woman, indiscriminate woman,
mere female adjunct of what | was."

And further on:

"A woman fed that hunger in me at last,
What many women cannot give, one woman can;
so | have known it.

She stood before me like riches that were mine.

Even then, in the dark, | was tortured, ravening, unfree,
ashamed, and shameful, and vicious.

A man is so terrified of strong hunger;

and this terror is the root of all cruelty."
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This is one of the occasons when Lawrence revedls the human
soul and body, but the poem bdongs to the period of his maturity,
and its achievement is beyond anything of the Croydon period. It
is relevant here because it looks back to that period.

A great change has come over the public attitude to sex since the
beginning of this century, and to an indeterminate extent the change
is due to the influence of Lawrence. In the 19th century prudery
and make-believe were imposed, no doubt with the excellent motive
of refining the relations between men and women and improving
women's status. It was thought that the only right training for
the complex, difficult and essentially sexual relation which is mar-
riage was a dtate of "complete purity"”, which meant complete
ignorance. Naturally this was seldom if ever wholly achieved, and
probably large sections of the community disregarded it, but so far
as the expression of sx life in literature was concerned, sx qua
sx was held to be unmentionable, indecent, unclean. Thomas
Hardy had been so much abused for Jude the Obscure that in protest
he ceased to write novels. Havelock Ellis had been prosecuted for
obscenity, and his books prohibited. It is necessary to remind our-
sves of these facts when we come upon the extraordinary episode
of Lawrence and Jesse Chambers serioudly discussing an article by
G. K. Chesterton which asserted (was it a joke?) that "any man
who talks to a woman about sx is a brute". Joke or no joke the
two young provincials took it seriously and felt they were being
daringly rebellious when they decided that the brute was Chesterton.

Yet it was one thing for them to decide an abstract point of that
sort, and quite another to rid themsdves of the pressure of public
opinion and the conditioning of their whole lives. It was as true
of him as of thegirls, and he never rid whol ly himself of hismother's
prudery. He was twenty-three when he first went to Croydon and
lodged with a young couple who had a baby. When Lawrence's
mother was told about the baby she pursed her lips and remarked
primly: "1'm glad to hear it—it will kegp him pure." Lawrence was
as terrified that she might get to hear of his affairs with girls as if
he were a timid husband dreading that his infidelities might come
to the ears of a jealous domineering spouse. He "would have died
rather than his mother should get to know of this affair. He suffered
torturesof humiliation and self-consciousness. Ther e was now a good
deal of his life of which necessarily he could not spesk to his
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mother. He had a life apart from her—his sexud life."

It appears that during their long friendship he only twicfe spoke
to his first sweetheart about sx. No wonder when it was all over
he reflected:

"Don't you think we have been too fiercein our what they call
purity? Don't you think that to be so much afraid and averse is
a sort of dirtiness?'

To reach that gtate of sanity he had been forced to go through
bitter struggles, wild uncertainties and miseries. It took him along
time to find out that it was really "some sort of perversity" in
people and their attitude towards s which made them actually
"not want, get away from the very thing they want". Yet at one
time heis to be found asserting that only "spiritual relations" were
possible between himself and Jessie that he must go "elsewhere"
for sexual satisfaction. Then, caught in some swirl of reaction or
remorse he was back at her side, but still dissatisfied. Sometimes
"he hated her"; and yet "he continued faithful to her". To Jesde
he made such flattering statements as: "1 shall go from woman to
woman until 1 am satisfied," and on one occasion in afit of petu-
lance: " It doesn't matter who one marries!"

Evidently in spite of his mother's influence he had continued to
e the girl for other than literary reasons, and the grave chaperon-
age of two children and a dog had been discarded. At this distance
of time it is impossible and not necessary to follow the details and
vacillations of this strange wooing. The fact is that he simply could
not make up his mind whether he wanted to marry the girl or not,
to take her or to leave her. The remarks quoted in the last para
graph show that for a time he had veered towards her and now was
veering away again. If we may believe his fictionalised account, he sud-
denly told his mother that he intended to break with the girl, whereupon
(naturally, as it was what she most wanted) she "was very tender
with him." His account of his talk with Jesse—the breaking-ofif
once more talk—is so extraordinary yet so characteristic and in
essnce probably so true that it is worth close attention. Remember
that the girl really cared for him and that his recent words and
actions had given her every reason to think that he (now a man of
twenty-three) might at last be struggling free from his mother. He
began with shattering abruptness:

"'l have been thinking," he said, 'we ought to break off.
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" '"Why? she cried in surprise.

" 'Because it's no good going on.'

"'Why is it no good?

"It isn't. | don't want to marry. | don't want ever to marry.
And if were not going to marry, it's no good going on.'

" 'Butwhy do you say this now?

" 'Because I've made up my mind.'

" 'And what about these last months, and the things you told
me then?

"'l can't help it; 1 don't want to go on.'

" 'Y ou don't want any more of me?

"'l want us to break off—you be free of me, | free of you.'

" 'And what about these last months?

"*1 don't know. I've not told you anything but what | thought
weas true.'

“'Then why are you different now?

“'I'm not—I'm the same—only | know it's no good going on.'

' 'Y ou haven't told me why it's no good.'

" 'Because | don't want to go on—and 1 don't want to marry.'

" "How many times have you offered to marry me, and | wouldn't?'

"'1 know; but | want us to break off.""

Well, such soenes are aways difficult and painful in the best
circumstances, and as this is fictionalised we need not believe it
happened in exactly that way. But the whole attitude of mind as
well as the actual words and phrases are exactly Lawrence's own.
That was how he talked, those maddeningly unsatisfactory evasions
were typical. What was the use of wrangling with a man for whom
the feeblest reasons or no reasons at all were valid? His principle
of unvarying unhesitating truth to the feeling of the moment, how-
ever many different and contradictory feglings he experienced, was
of the utmost service to him as an artist but the cause of endless
difficultiesto him as a thinker and in his relations with other people.
Still more remarkable is that he tries to tell the truth—however
unflattering-—about himself as about others, he makes no attempt
to gild his perversities, and very rarely defends himself. That is, of
course, in the novels and stories. When he writes in the first person
it is as one infallible.

Yet even dfter a scene so devastating he could not make a clean
cut and be done with it. In one mood he struggled to get away
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from the girl, in another he was irresistibly swept back to her,
leaving her completely bewildered. It was even usdess for him to
carry out his bravado about going from one woman to another until
he was satisfied. Take, for instance, the episode recorded in his
poem,'Kisses in the Train/ for which he has been censured because
he foolishly bragged of it and because it happened while his mother
was dying:

"And still in my nostrils
The scent of her flesh;
And still my blind face
Sought her afresh;
And still one pulse
Through the world did thresh.

And the world all whirling
Round injoy

Like the dance of a dervish
Did destroy

My sense—and reason
Spun like a toy.

But firm at the centre
My heart was found;

My own to her perfect
Heartbeat bound,

Like a magnet's keeper
Closing the round."

Parenthetically, if Milton was right in thinking that poetry is
writing which is"simple, sensuous, and passionate/' Lawrence there
was a poet. But though he was so much carried away by the experi-
ence that he proposed to the girl and was accepted and announced
the engagement, yet very soon he was writing to his old love about
her: "She was here for the week-end, but it's no good. Somehow
as soon as 1 am aone with her, | want to run away." Passonate
and faithful swain! Within a few weeks we find him writing a
poem to another girl:
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"But since my limbs gushed full of fire,
Since from out of my blood and bone
Poured a heavy flame
To you, earth of my atmosphere, stone
Of my stedl, lovely white flint of desire,
Y ou have no name.
Earth of my swaying atmosphere,
Substance of my inconstant breath,
| cannot but cleave to you, Helen.

Since you have drunken up the drear

Death-darkened storm, and death
I's washed from the blue

Of my eyes, 1 se you beautiful, and dear.

Beautiful, passve and strong, as the breath
Of my yearning blows over you.

1 s= myself as the winds that hover

Half substanceless, and without grave worth.
But you. . . ."

It would be easy to quote others of these early poems which
record his amorous experiences. The experiences are amost
universal; it is the fact that they happened to him, the "genius",
and were re-created in the style of that genius, which made them
disturbing and somehow improper to his contemporaries. Thereis
the'Ballad of Another Ophelia*, artistically a failure through itsecho
of Meredith's'LoveintheValley', and 'Snapdragon’, which hasbeen
over-quoted because of the sadism in it. If we want to see how he
found in these different affairs little but dissatisfaction and frustra-
tion, wemust look at The Hands of the Betrothed', with the sudden
unexpected sting of satire at the end:

"She makes her hands take my part, the part of the man
To her; she crushes them into her bosom, deep,
Where | should be, and with her own strong span
Closes her arms, that should fold on me in deep.
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Ah, and she puts her hands upon the wall,
Pressss them there, and kisses her big dark hands,
Then lets her black hair loose, the darkness fall
About her from her maiden-folded bands.

And sits in her own dark night of her bitter hair
Dreaming—God knows of what, for to me she's the same
Betrothed young lady who loves me, and takes good care
Of her maidenly virtue and of my good name."

Why was it that in the poem to Helen he tells her that she has
"drunken up the drear death-darkened storm" and that through
her "death is washed from" his blue eyes? It was far indeed from
being the youthful poet's fanciful playing with the idea of death
because death alone seems an adequate symbol for infinite desire
and in youth is too remote to seem real. In the midst of his loves
and his schoolmastering and his being launched as a writer death
had come to strike him in his degpest and most cherished love. On
the 24th August, 1910, Lawrence was at hisaunt's house in Leicester.
His mother, on a visit, had collapsed in such agony that she had
been forced to reveal what she had long hidden—she had a cancer
in her side "as large as two fists". At first Lawrence either had not
redlised that the disease was fatal or, as in the case of his own con-
sumption, refused for psychological reasons to admit it. At all
events, he spoke vaguely of "atumour or something" which he hoped
"wasn't serious’. Two months later, writing to his publisher, he
begs for an advance copy of The White Peacock as soon as possible:

"1 do want that book to make haste. Not that J care much myself.
But | want my mother to seit while she still keepsthelive conscious-
ness. Sheisredly horriblyill."

What he had suffered in those two months and had yet to suffer in
the months to come is painful to imagine. Of course, if his hopes
that it "wasn't serious" had been genuine they were doomed to
speedy destruction. Probably his mother's cancer was at no time
operable, but by the time she confessed to it and her son had spent
two months of his meagre salary in getting a specialist's opinion,
it was too late. There was nothing left for her but to die, and to
alleviate her sufferings with morphia. The shock of this sudden
disaster to Lawrence was overwhelming, and it is certain that no



84 PORTRAIT OF A GENIUS, BUT . . .

other event in his life gave him anything near as much pain and
grief. This subject of the doomed and dying mother comes up again
and again in his prose and his verse, but whether he wrote of it at
the time or in retrospect it was never without communicating the
bitter thrill of his despair. He was "terribly alonein his grief" was
said of him at that time by one of those who knew him best. His
suffering was on the level of tragedy:

"His grief came on like physical pain. He held tight to the gate,
biting his mouth, whispering '‘Mother!" It was afierce, cutting,
physical pain of grief, that came in bouts, and was so acute that
he could scarcely keep erect. He did not know where it came from,
the pain, nor why. It had nothing to do with his thoughts. Almost
it had nothing to do with him. Only it gripped him and he must
submit. The whole tide of his soul, gathering in its unknown
towards its expansion into death, carried him with it helplesdy, all
the fritter of his thought and consciousness caught up as nothing,
the heave passing on towards its breaking, taking him further than
he had ever been."

He was trying to express an amost unendurable grief and despair.
The key of his life changed abruptly from a jaunty, rather brassy
assertiveness to tragical lamentation. Soon enough he knew that this
was the end of that strange unutterably deep love which until then
had ruled his whole life. Even as he entered his aunt's house,
coming in gaily suit-case in hand from a holiday, and felt the
tension, "a queer feeling" had gone over him, "as if al the sun-
shine had gone out of him, and it was all shadow." Dropping his
bag, he had run to her room, where she tried to greet him with
the old cheerfulness, but "he only fell on his knees at the bedside,
and buried his face in the bedclothes, crying in agony, and saying:
'Mother—mother—mother!™ It ssemed to him "as if his blood
was melting into tears': he wept "in terror and pain" and "the
tears hurt in every fibre of his body."

For a quarter of a century his life had been one with hers, they
had lived in one another, and no other woman had been able to
take her place; so that the inevitable parting, which for other sons
is softened by transference of love, to him was the crudlest of dis-
asters. To one so sengitive and imaginative the last touch of horror
and misery came because his beloved was dying of a disease so
implacable, so cruel and so slow. Had death come to her in some
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sudden almost painless way he might not have suffered so des
perately, but through those desolate weeks of August and September
and October and November he suffered with her daily and hourly*
At first he tried to drug himself with hopes of cure and recovery,
then even his love had to resign itself to her death:

"And oh, my love, as | rock for you to-night
And have not any longer any hope

To hea the suffering, or to make requite
For all your life of asking and despair,

| own that some of me is dead to-night."

Every alternate week-end during that dismal autumn Lawrence
was given leave of absence from school, and spent the daylight
hours in his mother's room, sitting with a drawing-board on his
knees working mechanically at his painting. That mere mechanical
copying of another's picture distracted him from his grief, and he
could even in a sort of trance attempt work of his own: "he worked
away mechanically, producing good stuff without knowing it."
Though the experience lacerated him, he dways helped his siger as
sick nurse. On one occasion he wrongly persuaded his mother to
try to wak leaning on his arm, and she fainted with the pain:

"He lifted her up and carried her quickly downstairs, laid her
on her couch. She was light and frail. Her face looked as if she
were dead, with the blue lips shut tight. Her eyes opened—her blue
unfailing eyes—and she looked at him pleadingly, amost wanting
himto forgive her. He held brandy to her lips, but her mouth would
not open. All the time she watched him lovingly. She was only
sorry for him. The tears ran down his face without ceasing, but
not a muscle moved. He was white to the lips, and their eyes as
they looked at each other understood. Her eyes were so blue—
such a wonderful forget-me-not blue! He felt if only they had been
of adifferent colour he could have borneit better. His heart ssemed
to beripping in his breast."

A specidly bound advance copy of his novel was sent him by
his publisher, and he was able to put into his mother's hands
while she was still conscious this earnest of his coming world fame.
Yet it meant little to her. Long ago he had perceived and bitterly
recorded that she cared nothing for his art but only for his success,
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and already she was so deep in the shadow of death that nothing
mattered to her but her love for him, for the sake of which she still
clung so desperately and sufferingly to painful life. He had her
photographed—a haggard dying old woman, wrapped in shawls
and rugs, sitting out in the garden with his book in her lap. It
was through Jesse that he had written it, but he took it from her
and gave it to his mother.

The shock and agony of this long drawn out parting brought a
violent revulsion of feeling to him. Now, instead of living, he wanted
her to die, to be at rest, to release his tortured heart from usdess
misery. He wrote a poem called ' Suspense and another called
‘Endless Anxiety', but now his anxiety was that of "waiting ever"
for the news that at last she was "free". Whenever he saw a tele-
graph boy riding down the street on the officia red bicycle his heart
leaped chokingly—was he bringing the telegram to say that she was
dead? And when the boy rode carelesdy past the gate he did not
know whether the sensation in his breast was of relief or "a deeper
bruise of knowing that still she has no rest."

The longing for releese became fiercer when he was with her.
As he looked into her face "almost ashen with morphia" he could
not bear it and longed for her to die. Did he imagine it in his
pain or did he realy utter the horribly cruel, utterly loving words:
"Mother, if | had to die, I'd die. I'd will to die"? Perhaps. In his
novel he is made actually to give her "rest" by making her drink
an over-dose of morphia. But this was symbolical. Writing in
later life he was trying to re-assure himself that at last he was free
from that terrible incubus of love. By imagining that he had given
her a death-draught he tried to convince himself that he had cut
wholly free. Had he? In any case, when at last death released
her and he stood alone by her inanimate body he was not free.
To him still she was The Bride' and this was his farewell:

"My love looks like a girl to-night,
But she is old.

The plaits that lie along her pillow
Are not gold,

But threaded with filigree silver,
And uncanny cold.
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She looks like a young maiden, since her brow
Is smooth and fair;

Her cheeks are very smooth, her eyes are closed,
She deps arare,

Still, winsome deep, so still, and so composed.”

87






PART TWO

MARRIAGE AND WAR

1911-1919






1

HE death of his mother, the dominant influence and motive

of his life ever since he could remember, left Lawrence shat-
tered. During her illness he had suffered almost beyond endurance,
and even when she had passed to the oblivion of the grave he could
neither forget her nor resolve the crisis of his own misery and
solitude:

"He stood still, rigid, with clenched fists, a flame of agony going
over him. And he saw again the sick-room, his mother, her eyes.
... He wanted everything to stand still, so that he could be with
her again. The days passed, the weeks. But everything ssemed to
have fused, gone into a conglomerate mass. He could not tell one
day from another, hardly one place from another. Nothing was
distinct nor distinguishable. Often he lost himself for an hour at
a time, could not remember what he had done."

After her death she seemed to hold her son back from his first
sweetheart more than ever, and the two now seemed and probably
were finaly estranged. In her opinion he was "never the same man
again" and she thought that 1911 was "perhaps the most arid year
of his life". It may be so, though "arid" is hardly the right term
for a year which produced the first draft of Sons and Lovers. There
was great resilience in him, and an inner detachment which guarded
the flame of life in him even when in part he longed to quench it
for ever. After all, it was during the worst of his mother's illness
that he had kissed the girl in the train; and it was at the time when
he was supposedly meditating self-daughter that he was creating
the vivid pages of Sons and Lovers. He longed for death to rid
himself of the incubus of this terrible love, romantically, "to cesse
upon the midnight with no pain", sometimes in despair, as the one
means of being re-united with her.

The a@most mortal wound hedled at last, but all hislife atouch
on it pained him. Many years afterwards | was talking with him
about Sons and Lovers—a rare event as he much disliked talking
of his work—and his wife interrupted laughingly: "Do you re-
member, Lorenzo, how | suffered when you killed your mother?"

91
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The jest seemed to me a perilous one, even though the Laurentian
law was that you should come out plump with anything you hap-
pened to feel, and | expected him to fly at her, all teeth and claws
like a wild-cat. Instead he was silent, and the silence was painful
tousall.

He was lonely at Croydon, he wrote his sister, because he had
"no intimate friends'. But when, after leaving home, did he ever
have really intimate friends? Yet he certainly was not then friend-
less. Even among his colleagues he found at least two who liked
him and could sympathise with him. Onewas A. W. McLeod, of
whom he must have been fond, for he continued to correspond with
him long after he had left the school. The other was Helen Corke,
to whom he had been showing the script of a novel he called The
Saga of Segmund, afterwards published as The Trespasser.

Not long after the publication of his poemsin The English Review
Lawrence began—through Hueffer and Violet Hunt—to meet
London literary people. Now were ssen some of the inconveniences
of having grown up in a place so remote from such society, with
the peculiar mixture of his own lack of sureness and the ideas of
superiority and assertiveness derived from his mother. He expected
far too much, imagining that he was about to enter the London
of Byron, animated by a bohemian camaraderie in the manner of
Murger, where his peculiar quality would be instantly and gener-
ously recognised. Instead he came upon people who were much
absorbed in their own importance, whose interest in meeting him
was of the patronising kind which amiably occupied itself in point-
ing out what they considered his deficiencies, and whose main
recreation was malicious gossip. Clearly it would be quite untrue
to say that there was no such gossip in Eastwood, but Lawrence's
life had been so much absorbed in better things that his contact with
it had been slight. Both in his own home and at The Haggs they
had better things to talk about than the amusing—oh, so amusing!
—faults and follies of their friends and rivals.

Early in life Violet Hunt had won her blue for proficiency in this
essential  accomplishment of the cultured metropolis. Her skill
received a well-merited tribute from Lawrence in a letter where he
affects a sophistication which was never his and tries vainly to
concead his astonishment:

"Do you know, | rather like her—she's such a real assassin. 1
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evoked the memory of various friends that were her friends twelve
months ago. Behold, she nicely showed me the effigies of these folk
in her heart, each of their blemishes marked with a red asterisk
like a dagger hole. 1 saluted her, she did the business so artistically:
there was no loathsome gore spilt over the murdered friends."

Though she was possibly the most gifted practitioner of scandal-
mongering, which had for literary ladies much the same charm and
prestige that drinking in pubs and clubs had for the gentlemen, she
was by no means the only one who dazzled this naive provincial with
the light of better things. There was, for instance, Katherine
Mansfield, of whose influence on Lawrence, Middleton Murry writes:
"She had, moreover, alightly mocking but ruthless way of summing
up various people over whom he was temporarily enthusiastic, which
made him smile rather crookedly. At such a moment he was a little
afraid of her." How indeed could these cultured and well-bred
people help the working-class genius better than by relieving him
of his positive beliefs and enthusiasms? Coming from the dums to
the summit of Parnassus, amost at a step, he naturally assumed the
habits of the country and in due course himself became a scandal-
monger of finished malevolence. How well he learned his lesson
may be judged from the account of her first meeting with him as
recorded by his ardent admirer, Dorothy Brett, whose book is a
kind of posthumous letter to him, which accounts for her addressing
him throughout as "you":

"You sit very upright with your hands tucked under your
thighs sitting on the palms. We sit drinking tea, tearing poor O.
to pieces. We pull her feathers out in handfuls until 1 stop, aghast,
and try to be merciful saying, 'We will leave her just one feather.'
Y ou laugh at that, a high, tinkling laugh, mischievous, saying, 'We
will leave her just one draggled feather in her tail, the poor plucked
hen!"

The "poor plucked hen" in question was their friend and patron,
Ottoline Morrell, to whom just about this time Lawrence dedicated
his book of poems, Amores, in these words. " To Ottoline Morrell
in tribute to her noble and independent sympathy and her generous
understanding these poems are gratefully dedicated." The "generous
understanding” had, | believe, included pecuniary recognition.

At Croydon in 1911 Lawrence was still the naive provincial, and
far indeed from having learned the social graces of his superiors. |
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have been lucky enough to receive some recollections of him as
early as 1910, from Mrs. Rachel Annand Taylor, who was invited
to meet him by Ernest Rhys and occasionally saw him afterwards.
She saw him at an interesting epoch, when he was still compara-
tively unspoiled by the influence of self-important intellectuals and
before he was angered and embittered by official persecution and
the indirect attempts to starve him into submission and silence.
An unpublished note of his shows that he was much impressed by
this learned lady and her beauty, one whose standards of culture
were very different from those of The English Review. The first
impression he made on her was " of naivete and appeal”; he had
"attained some culture the hard way," but still "there was some
slum in him." She proceeds:

"Of course he told me all his story when he came to tea, stating
to begin with that his mother was the person who meant most to
him. Mot yet had the (Edipus complex become a commonplace,
so he appeared realy sincere in this. By concentrating on him,
flattering him, working on his emotions, she had established some
organic bond of a morbid kind. He was to give her compensation
for what she had endured from his father. But Emily-Miriam (I
think she was also Muriel) had heartened him, helped him, and
dared for him. He was restless at his debt to Miriam, who, he
evidently felt, ssemed alittle provincial in the lofty realms of Violet
Hunt. In some volume of Violet's recollections | met some rather
mean alusion to L.'s slight embarrassment with the batterie of
silver then formidably provided with a well-to-do meal.

“'He was a terrific snob, he was definitely a cad, yet in this early
period he was touching, he was so artlessly trying to find his way.
He suddenly laughed, and said: 'Oh, 1"l | probably die of drink like
my father'. He evidently had great emotional forces, and powers
of expression. (Remember, as yet he had published no book.) What
1 felt was that he was possibly a genius, with all the flawsthat the
presence of genius usually crestes in a personality; but that he was
s0 neurotically unstable that he would collapse before he made an
impression. 1 waswrong."

Here once more we have "the genius' with the warning: "Re-
member, as yet he had published no book." So much that iswritten
and said about Lawrence ignores or takes for granted the fact that
he wrote books which made some people angry, left some in-
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different, and aroused enthusiasm in still others—books which have
survived the changes and destructions of two wars and nearly forty
years. If he had not been a great writer, these strange and painful
traits of character, his sufferings and misunderstandings and adven-
tures, his instabilities and tantrums, would be a theme for the
psychologist, not for the biographer. If he had not written a word
he would still have been an interesting personality, and, if known,
an amost classic caxe for the psycho-analyst; but the world re-
members him because he was a great artist in words.

Only a few weeks after the death of his mother, in January 1911,
Lawrence'sfirst novel, The White Peacock, was published. Towards
the end of his life Lawrence wrote that he had been "tussling away
for four years' on the task of "getting out The White Peacock in
inchoate bits, from the underground of my consciousness." This
lets us into the method of creation which bewildered and annoyed
conventional critics who imagined that there were rules for deter-
mining the merit of a novel. For Lawrence the writing of a novel
was an adventure of the mind, an exploration of his unconscious
sf, with his strange chaos of emotions and almost uniquely reten-
tive memory. He did not, as his critics thought he should, s out
to tell a plotted story with carefully worked-out "characters",
approved "construction™” and much painful attention to his"prose”.
When discussing with Jesse Chambers the idea of his doing a book
he had merely thought that he might "try a novel" and suggested
she might try too. He went on:

"The usua plan is to take two couples and develop their relation-
ships. Most of George Eliot's are on that plan. Anyhow | don't
want a plot, | should be bored withit. 1 shall try two couples for
a start."

Thus at the very beginning of his career he had scrapped all the
heavy pedantry about the art and craft of fiction, form in the novel
and so forth, which were then—and for all 1 know still are—fashion-
able among self-appointed critics. In those days it was often more
a matter of theory than of practice. Ford Hueflfer, Lawrence's
"discoverer" and one of his rather numerous would-be literary
patrons and instructors, aways asserted uncompromising admira-
tion for Flaubert's methods of meticulous plotting, lavish docu-
mentation, and days of laborious "work" spent in lying on a sofa
groaning because he could not find the exact word to express the
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precise nuance of meaning in the description of a cabbage field. As
a matter of fact, Hueffer was industrious in a very different way,
every morning dictating a thousand words of an improvised novel
as well as writing a long weekly literary article.

In a sense, of course, Lawrence's novels aso were improvisations,
but the reason for the long "tussle” was not lack of matter and
words—prolixity was one of his worst faults—but the difficulty of
finding out what it was that his subconscious or unconscious self
really wanted to say. Spontaneity was the quality he most valued
and his object always was to bring into his writing his own vitality
—he would sacrifice all standards to give the feeling of life. For
that purpose his formula of the two couples ssems extremely primi-
tive, yet it was one he held to and even repeated. The chief merit
of a novel is readability—if it is heavy or a bore, what on earth is
the use of it? Whatever its faults from the viewpoint of pedants,
The White Peacock was readable when it was published nearly forty
years ago, and still is. Although first novels are generally treated
leniently, this particular contribution to English literature did not
receive mucll praise from the gentlemen of the press. Even of the
very few who praised it none probably ever dreamed that it would
be reprinting forty years later. It was praised of course by its
sponsors, Hueffer and Violet Hunt, and by The Morning Post; was
condescendingly noticed by The Athenceum and The Saturday
Review; and attacked by the "liberal" Daily News.

If we must look for faults rather than enjoyment in books we
might point out that a real disadvantage in The White Peacock is
the author's snobbishness. With sure literary instinct Lawrence had
chosen his characters from the people he knew best, the people
nearest to him in Eastwood, but for fear lest he should be thought
an inferior he takes these working-class characters and tries to make
them live and talk as if they belonged to the upper middle-class. It
says much for his sincerity in other respects that the book survives
thisfalsity.

We are aready familiar with some of these characters. 'The
Saxtons are the Chambers family, afterwards presented in more
detail in Sons and Lovers. Emily is afirst sketch of the 'Miriam'
of Sons and Lovers. George is obviously studied from the same
original asthe'Edgar' of thelater novel. Lawrence himself is'Cyril"
(rather "an old-maidish character" Jesse Chambers thought) and
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uses his mother's maiden name of Beardsall for a character most
obviously his own mother, who is shown—and it is not very relevant
to the main purport of the story—as bitterly hostile to Emily. A
curious feature of the book isits fear and hatred of alcoholic drinks.
In the early part of the book, by an unconscious or conscious wish-
fulfilment, Lawrence kills off his father with cirrhosis of the liver,
and liveswith his mother in a cottage on the interest of animaginary
four thousand pounds. George, who takes to drink after marrying
Meg out of pique at Lettie's rejection, is a study in the drunkard's
degeneration. Those who think Lawrence "couldn't create char-
acter" might consider George Saxton. From the opening scene
where the handsome powerful young farmer is introduced tearing
a wasp's nest to pieces with cardess brutality, down to the final
scene of his habitual drunkard's repulsive late breakfast of fish and
vinegar, the presentation and development of the character never
falter.

A remarkable feature of the book, apparently quite unnoticed at
the time, was its amost magical power of evocation of the non-
human world. In this Lawrence had something in common with
Ruskin among the Alps and on the roads of France; with Richard
Jefferies among the little fields and woods and lanes of England,;
with Hudson on the pampas; but with his own originality of per-
ception and intense feeling. The often-quoted description of the
gamekeeper's funeral, that poignant lamentation where the beauty
of spring contrasts so bitterly with human grief, equalled the best
of Hardy. The book has tender studies of children and babies,
although towards the end he has a reaction and raves againgt "the
storms of babies'. The misanthropic gamekeeper turns up so often
in Lawrence'sfictionsthat Jesse Chambers talks alittle sardonically
of his "obsession with gamekeepers'. But as Lawrence so often
wanted to write about upper-class women falling in love with
working men, the gamekeeper character is rather forced on him.
The upper-class girl who runs away with the chauffeur, the chiropo-
dist, the butler, is rather an object of mirth than interest. Even a
jockey might not have done, though perhaps a boxer, a
cabaret performer or even a swimming guard might have been
accepted; but Lawrence knew nothing about them, and preferred
to stick to the gamekeeper he knew. It is odd that he should
have invented this gamekeeper and his aristocratic wife long
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before he himsdf ran away with an aristocratic woman.

Undoubtedly the most entertaining review of this novel came
from Lawrence's father. After Mrs. Lawrence's funeral, the miner,
having nothing to do and being debarred by etiquette from the pub,
"struggled through half a page" of his son's novel, which for all it
gave him "might as well have been Hottentot." The puzzled reader
consulted the flattered author:

"'And what did they gi'e thee for that, lad?

" 'Fifty pounds, father.'

" 'Fifty pounds!' He was dumbfounded, and looked at me with
shrewd eyes as if | were a swindler. 'Fifty pounds! An' thas
never done a day's work in thy lifel" "

Lawrence's own fedings about this first book were, as might be
expected, extreme and contradictory. Suffering probably from the
nervous reaction of finishing the book he had written to his friend,
Helen Corke, in 1910: "The transaction of literary busness makes
me sick. 1 have no faith in myself in the end, and 1 simply loathe
writing. You do not know how repugnant to me was the sight of
that Nethermere MSS. ... 1 wish from the bottom of my heart
the fates had not stigmatised me writer." For one who found
writing "loathsome" Lawrence, it must be admitted, did an enor-
mous lot in the short spece of twenty years.

Soon after publication of The White Peacock he was faced with
a situation with which he was destined to become more and more
familiar as time went on. A girl in Eastwood identified herself with
one of the characters, and both she and her family were much
offended. When people congratulated him on this book he pre-
tended to be annoyed, saying primly that by professon he was a
schoolmaster. He even talked of suppressing The Trespasser! Yet
when Martin Seeker wrote to him in June of 1911, saying that he
would like to publish a collection of Lawrence's short stories, he
replied by return post that "an autumn volume" of his stories
would put him "at the top of happiness'.

His second novel, The Trespasser, was written in a fury of creative
energy within the space of a few weeks in the early summer of 1910.
The first draft was submitted to William Heinemann, who did not
much care for it, but offered to publish it notwithstanding. Hueffer
read it and reported with his usual pompous affectation: "The book
is a rotten work of genius. It has no construction or form—it is
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execrably bad art, being all variations on atheme. Alsoit iserotic.”
Annoyed by this, Lawrence wroteto Heinemann that he had " deter-
mined not to publish the book" ; he" did not want to be talked about
in an Ann Veronica fashion." The fear of anything approaching
even the mildly erctic in those days was a kind of mania, but
Lawrence at least had the excuse for this prim turning up his nose
at Ann Veronica that he was forced to maintain most unwholesome
gandards of total sexual abginence in order to earn a wretched
hundred a year as an usher. In spite of all which, he was already
at work on the earlies draft of Sons and Lovers, and was pouring
out poems full of poignant despair and regret for his lost mother.
"1 am dazed with the farewell," he says and then:

"You st me a cloven fire
Out of death, and it burns in the draught
Of the breathing hods . . ."

Another opens with the unhappy words: "Snce | log you | am
slence-haunted". He was haunted again and again with visons of
her death-bed. In 'Brooding Grief we find the lines:

"1 was watching the woman who bore me
Stretched in the brindled darkness

Of the sick-room, rigid with will

To die___ "

So the bitter months dragged miserably on in his tragic feding
of loss, his estrangement from Jesse with his time divided between
routine school work and work on the new book. He was cheered
by recaving kindly letters from Edward Garnett, then a reader for
Duckworth, who asked for some of Lawrence's dories to send to
The Century Magazine. But there too was frustration—the sories
were rgected.

Suddenly all this drawn-out misery came to a crisis, and he had
a complete break-down. It wasjust a year after his mother's death,
in November of 1911, that Lawrence was smitten with tubercular
pneumonia affecting both lungs. He was nursad in the early days
by Helen Corke; and then, when she was able to get leave of absence
from her own school, by his favourite sser, Ada. At the worst of
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bisillness he came very near indeed to the death he had been longing
for tojoin him with his mother. At the crisis of the pneumonia he
said to his sister: "Ada, | could diejust this minute, if | wished."
Naturally the words upset her, seeing which he added quickly:
"Don't worry, 1 shan't dieyet." One curious fact about Lawrence
is that however i1l he was, however often the destructive power of
his dissase showed itself, his vitality was so great that to his friends
it seemed impossible that he could die young. When Jesse Chambers
wastold that Lawrencewasill in Croydon, soill that he might die,
she went quietly on making notes for him about their early life
together, which he had asked her to give him for a re-writing of
Sons and Lovers. She felt confident that he had too much to do in
the world to die—and such was the feeling of most who knew him
at all intimately.

The illness which had brought him so near to death left him
weak and with shattered health, aways thereafter under the threat
of tuberculosis, which sometimes suspended its attack but never
left him. The doctor sent him in January for a somewhat wintry
convalescence at Bournemouth and warned him that he must give
up school-teaching and "live out of doors'—as if an underpaid
schoolmaster could take a ticket for Egypt and hire a houseboat
on the Nile for the remainder of the winter. This was merely a
more or less politeway of telling him that with tuberculosishewould
not be allowed again in schoolrooms; and now was seen the error
of insisting on a higher scae of payment to begin with, for it ssems
that the higher rate was paid because the school did not accept
liability for illness contracted in its service. Hueffer says he tried
to get Lawrence compensation by going direct to the Minister of
Education, and that this was the excuse for paying nothing.

This sudden deprivation of the only profession which gave him
aliving, after he had worked so long and so hard to qualify for it,
might very reasonably have depressed him, coming as it did on top
of so many other troubles and sufferings. Apparently he was not
only "rather relieved" at getting free from the school, but "jubilant"
and kept quoting happily the line: "For him no more the sitting
class shall wait." Before he went to Bournemouth he was visited
by Jesse Chambers, who found him "grievously thin" indeed but
looking wonderfully alive, like "the naked flame of life."
Strangely enough, in writing to Garnett, he complained that
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he feh his life burning "like a free flame floating on oil"
and said he wanted it "confined and conducted again."

Free he now undoubtedly was, but a little too near the grisly
freedom of the unemployed. Hisfinancial prospects were far from
encouraging. Although The White Peacock went into a second
impression in March, 1911, it had so far brought him only just
enough money to pay the expenses of hisillness, and he was grateful
to Garnett for lending him the seven guiness which gave him his
month's convalescence. With what Garnett gave him he just had
enough to keep going until February, when ancther fifty pounds
were due him. Beyond that—nothing but unsold manuscripts and
"genius'. His acquaintance with Garnett had led to a coolness with
Hueffer, who was not pushing his work in The English Review—
during the whole of 1911 he had but two stories and no poems
issued there. All the more credit to his courage and energy, then,
that he st to work to re-write The Trespasser before he even left
for his convaescence. Lawrence at Bournemouth! For so long he
was the symbol of everything anti-commonplace and non-respect-
ablethat it isvery hard to imagine him in those sedate surroundings,
even Softened by "the torrents of rain” and "soft weather inclined
to fog" of which he complained.

Nevertheless Bournemouth recruited his strength surprisingly,
and he st to work on what was now his profession with the utmost
zed and industry. Writing to Garnett on the 3rd January, Law-
rence mentioned that he had just re-written the first chapter of The
Trespasser, and thought it "heaps, hegps better." By the 19th of
the month he had written 135 pages, and by the 29th over 300. It
is not along novel, about 70,000 words, but in thus re-creating his
book he must have written between two and three thousand words
every day, which did not leave much time free. Considering how
brief hiswriting life was, how much time he spent in travelling, that
he did cooking and housework as well as writing, that whenever
friends were with him—as they frequently were—he never appeared
to give any time to writing, people have been puzzled to account
for his large output. (In point of fact, it was far less than Balzac's,
who lived only seven years longer.) But when Lawrence worked it
was with an extreme concentration of attention and energy, a quite
miraculous power of abstracting himself from his surroundings. He
could work almost anywhere, and the conditions of his youth, when
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he either had to work with other people in the room or not work
at all, had given him this very valuable faculty of being ableto work
under interruptions which would have defeated most writers.
Garnett had some experience of this with him in Germany, and |
recollect myself several of us talking and laughing with his wife
when he was writing what 1 took to be a letter but turned put to
be the last pages of an essay. Orioli had a story that Lawrence wrote
the whole of the introduction to his translation of The Sory of
Doctor Manente in the bookshop on the Lung' Arno. He was dis-
satisfied by the Introduction written by someone ese, turned over
the gdleys and produced his own, quite indifferent to the people
coming in and out of the shop and all the resonant Italian voices.

This illness made the second great break between Lawrence and
his past. The most obvious change was from a sedentary routine
under all kinds of moral precepts to the adventurous life of the
wandering writer. At the same time it did much towards loosening
the tie which had held him helplessy bound in love to the memory
of his dead mother, a love which, as we have seen, led him even
to think of suicide. It was of that bond with his mother he was
thinking when he distressed his sister by saying he could "give up
and die". The will to live which triumphed in him s& him on the
road to freedom. Following on a number of poems to the dead
mother there is one called ‘Malade,' obviously referring to his illness
at Croydon and written when he was beginning to recover. The
poems to the dead mother do not cease, but are interspersed with
others on different topics. He referred to her in a poem written in
Taos in the 1920s but 1 believe that the last batch of these dead
mother poems must date from the time when he suffered so intensely
in writing the story of his mother's illness and death. That was in
the autumn of 1912, The earlier version of Sons and Lovers which
Jesse Chambers saw stopped short of that tragical episode, because,
she thought, "the whole thing was somehow tied up”. But surely
if it was "tied up" the reason was that he could not face the re-
living of all those shattering emotions so soon &fter the event.

It was natural that finding himself so unexpectedly free from the
ties of school he should leave Croydon, and plan, more or less
vaguely at first, to go abroad for a year, as he had long wanted to
do. Meanwhile, as aways happened with him when he took the
trouble to make himself agreedble, he rapidly became very popular
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with the other guests at the Bournemouth boarding-house. The
charm he had for such people was undeniable and remarkable, and
would have made his fortune as a fashionable doctor or politician.
1 have myself known a somewhat elderly landlady so captivated by
his mere greetings as he passed to and fro that she burgeoned into
an amber necklace, and blushed like a girl when his quick eye
instantly noticed and his clever tongue praised it. But of course
these devotions, although all very well in their way, were apt to be-
come rather a nuisance; and indeed throughout his life Lawrence
was "much exposed" to friendship. The Bournemouth boarding-
house was an early example:

"Here 1 get mixed up in peopl€'s lives so—it's very interesting,
sometimesabit painful, oftenjolly. But 1 runto such closeintimacy
with folk, it is complicating. But 1 love to have myself in a bit of
a tangle."

This, if true, was fortunate, for he was certainly in rather more
than "a bit" of atangle with his girls. First of all, and rather sur-
prisingly, there was Jessie, into whose orbit he had once more swung
back, perhaps for no more tender reason than that he needed her
help for Sons and Lovers. Then there was the' Helena of The
Trespasser, and 'Louie' of'Kissesinthe Train', described to Edward
Garnett as: "big, and swarthy, and passionate as a gipsy—but good,
awfully good, churchy." (What a "genius' Lawrence had for
summing up people in one sentence beyond appeal!) But 'Helena
dropped gradualy from hislife after he left Croydon, and it is clear
from his letters to Garnett that Louie also was leaving him rather
than he leaving her.

In spite of the difference in their ages there was a genuine friend-
ship between Edward Garnett and Lawrence, who wrote the older
man chatty confidential letters which show a rather unexpected and
pleasantly human young man. Now heis quizzing Violet Hunt and
Hueffer (who had lost the editorship of The English Review); now
heis drinking in pubs with the coa-miners who were on strike, and
describing how the "seconds had capfuls of money" as the men
"were betting like steam on skittles". Then we come upon an even
more unexpected Lawrenceflirtingwith his sister's friends at a dance:

"My gser found me kissing one of her girl friends good-bye—
such a ripping little girl—and we were kissing like nuts—enter my
sister—great shocks all round, and much indignation."
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"Folk","jolly","ripping"," likenuts'," abit", " don't yon know**
—L awrence was dow to abandon these  provincialismsand ciung
to some of them long after they had disappeared, even in London.
But after he had passed through such sufferings and deprivations
he was certainly entitled to a little fun in his life. Yet this light-
hearted mood of irresponsible enjoyment lasted a very short time,
too short a time; for even as he was correcting the first proofs of
The Trespasser he himsdf became a tregpassr, and for life. But
before we come to the absorbing drama of Lawrences runaway
marriage, it is worth while looking at his somewhat neglected Tres-
passer, which isrich in biographical interest.

At this digtance of time it is impossible to say whether William
Heinemann wasinfluenced by Hueffer'sremark that The Trespasser
is not only "a rotten work of genius' but "erctic'. We mug re-
member that in those days" erotic" wasaword of fear to publishers,
for it was not s0 long snce Vizetelly had been imprisoned and
reduced to poverty for the horrible crime of publishing Zola and
the Elizabethan dramatists without fig-leaves. At any rate, Heine-
mann's subordinate, Pawling, was indifferent if not hogile, and
allowed the book to go to Garnett and Duckworth. Lawrence had
yet to learn that, for awriter of his type, changing publishersis a
mistake and a misfortune.

For those days the novd mug be consdered " daring", dnce its
theme is the brief love affair of a girl and a married man in that
British Baiae, the Ide of Wight. Siegmund, the hero, of course is
Lawrence, and the book ends with Segmund's suicide, though
Lawrence survives to comment on it in the person of another char-
acter named Byrne. If we drop the machinery of Segmund's family
—and that is an obvious enough symbol of Lawrences own dis
approvingly puritanical reations—mog of the res of the book is
plain autobiography. As we have sen, the firg draft was written
at white heat in the early summer of 1910, immediately after the
events it rdates. The suicide of Segmund—a very rareif not unique
example in Lawrence's large output—may be only a coincidence,
but may have been added in Bournemouth from his own despair
over his mother's death. Here for the first time he treated the
physcal passon of love redligically, and, without any kind of
"propaganda’ or causepreaching, evoked it as badc, essential and
laudable in the rdations of man and woman. In Lawrence this was
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different from the scientific point of view of Havelock Ellis's
Psychology of Sex and the socia point of view of H. G. Wells's Ann
Veronica—both important pioneer books. For Lawrence sx was

a flowering of the mysterious life force, an unknown god who must
bebrouhtintothe consciousness. 1t was he,with his disregard for
reticence and passionately sensitiverdatiog hisown, vivid deep experiencere-ex|
truth  in art

Of course he met a public quite unprepared. For generations sex
in English literature (French literature was more wholesome) had
been represented by a faded symbolism. It had been spiritualised,
sublimated, feebly idealised out of all reality, until the public per-
versity had reached a point where any statement of the truth was
instantly labelled "unclean” or "unwholesome" or "unpleasant” or
"unnecessary".

| have said more than once that in many ways Lawrence resembled
Ruskin. Both hated industrialism because it is ugly. Both were so
pictorial in imagination that they could only express abstractions
in terms of symbols. They were alike in sensibility to natural beauty,
though Lawrence was the closer observer and the more vivid writer.
Again they shared an amost comical conviction of their power to
changetheworld by writing afew books, from which they devel oped
afierce dogmatism and even hectoring style which defeat their own
end. They had admirable courage in battling whatever, for the time
being, they happened to think was wrong. Each had much in-
stability of temperament and was a dave to the fedings of the
moment. Need it be remarked that they both wound themsdves
up in endless tangles of self-contradiction and wasted much energy
in vituperation and futile wrangling? Both even were fanatics about
%X, but of course in utterly different ways. They differ in their
attitudes to women as only such kindred spirits could differ.

Ruskin had a lamentable record as a lover, said many elogquent,
many flattering and many silly things about women, but never
anything to show that he had experienced and rejoiced in sexud
happiness. Lawrence in his passion for reforming away this obvious
cause of human misery fell into the opposite extreme of considering
man and woman solely in their sexud relation. This led him to
make such odd statements as calling Dante's Commedia "rather
dishonest" because "he left out the bifurcated wife and the kids."
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This criticism is surdly irrelevant to a Heaven where a priori there
is nether marriage nor giving in marriage.

Whatever ds= may be denied Lawrence there can be no doubt
that he had a great attraction for. many women, ail the more so
since his innate puritanism kept them at a distance. He himself
noticed, deplored and even resented the fact. Without the dightest
touch of fatuity but in genuine irritation, "Why do women always
fall in love with me?" he asks in one of his letters. For the simple
reason that he liked them as women. When he was not preaching
that upper-class women should leave their husbands and run away
with lower-class lovers, he was even more vehemently insisting that
marriage is for life and inviolable. Do not ask how he reconciled
such contradictions—he never bothered to try. He could seldom
resst turning his charm on to a woman any more than he could
resist answering the most absurd or ironical fan letter; yet he con-
sidered his own marriage inviolable, and "noli me tangere" in a
snarl was about all that the others ever got.

This mystical conviction of the supreme value of physical union
was one of the very few in which Lawrence never wavered, whatever
hopeless contradictions it led him to. It aso involved him in much
misunderstanding and misrepresentation. Aldous Huxley has
pointed out that Lawrence in his strange doubleness of temperament
was at once both mystic and materialist. Rejecting the conventional
religious views of his time he laboured in anguish of spirit to find
a religion nearer to the facts. The evolutionary doctrine, which
Lawrence rgected so petulantly, characteristically and amusingly
merely because he did not fed it in his "solar plexus’, al the same
had an overwhelming influence on him. It isthe evolutionary view
of life which caused him to reject so indignantly the Christian notion
that sex is merely a hindrance to salvation, and made him claim
such importance for this essential link in the evolutionary chain.
Asfor his other contention which caused so much anger and derision,
i.e. that human consciousness is not limited to the brain, it happens
to be a mere fact which can be found in any text-book on physiology
or psychology. Strangely enough, the doctrine that "the Conscious-
ness is not the Rea Self" is fundamental to the Buddhism which
Lawrence in Ceylon rgected with so much white man's arrogance.

In Lawrence's youth the young women he knew, in fact and not
merely in fiction, approximated to the spiritualised, idealised,



MARRIAGE AND WAR (1911-1919) 107

asxual_type then fashionable in all drdes which aspired. His per-
fectly frank, if complicated, efforts to achieve physcal union were
always frugtrated by "virtue'. His early poams and letters, Tlie
Trespasser, Sons and Lovers, abound in complaints of this frustra-
tion of normal impulse. Even Jesse Chamberss narrative has won
much sympathy from Lawrences enemies because in this regpect
she unconscioudy showed how impossible it was for her to under-
sand or to respond to an impulse Lawrence would neither deny
nor degrade.

We may guess at the chaos of inhibitions imposed on these girls,
and how much he suffered in consequence, from The Trespasser.
Of course, his pretence that the characters are imaginary and the
experiences someone dsgs carries no weight—only he could have
lived and talked as Siegmund did. Here is an example of what
happened when "the trespassr” began making love to the girl for
whose sske he had gone to 0 much trouble and dared so much
unpleasantness.

" She began to sob, dry wild sobs feding as if she would go mad.
He tried to look her in the face, for which she hated him. And all
the time he held her fag, all the time she was imprisoned in the
embrace of this brute, blind creature, whose heart confessed itsdf
in thud, thud, thud.

" "Have you heard anything againg us? Have | done anything?
Have | said anything? Tell me—at any rate tell me, Helena.'

"Her sobbing was like the chattering of dry leaves She grew
frantic to be free. Sifled in that prison any longer, she would
choke and go mad. His coat chafed her face as she druggled she
could se the strong working of his throat. She fought againg him;
she druggled in panic to be free

" 'Let mego!' shecried. 'Let me go! Let me go!' He hdd her
in bewilderment and terror. She thrugt her hands to his ches and
pushed him apart. Her face, blind to him, was very much distorted
by her suffering. She thrust him furioudy away with great strength.

"His heart good ill with wonder. She broke from him and
dropped down, sobbing wildly, in the shdter of the tumuli. She
was bunched in a small shaken heap. Siegmund could not bear it.
He went on one knee besde her, trying to take her hand in his,
and pleading:

" 'Only tell me, Helena, what it is. Tell me what it is M least
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tell me, Helena; tell me what it is. Oh, but thisis dreadful!'

" She had turned convulsvely from him. She shook hersdf, as if
besde hersdf, and at last covered her ears with her hands, to shut
out this unreasoning pleading of his voice.

"Seding her like this, Segmund at lagt gave in. Quite still, he
knelt on one knee bedde her, saring at the late twilight. The
intense slence was crackling with the sound of Helena's dry, hissing
sobs. He remained slenced, sunned by the unnatural conflict
After waiting awhile, he put his hand on her. She winced convul-
svey away."

Although that is a scene from a novel, and may be dightly re-
arranged in consquence, there is not the leagt doubt that it isin
the main a perfectly truthful report of an actual occurrence. What
an appalling to-do about nothing! Obvioudy the girl was sncere
in her blind revulsion from physical love, irrationally recailing in
horror because of an absurd but tyrannical conditioning. Therewas
no dumsness in Siegmund, no lack of preparation or charming
wooing on his sde, no lack of "love" in the girl, who clearly did
not se hersdf as either contemptible or ridiculous. Before this
extraordinary sone of hysteria she had of her own freewill consented
to go away alone with him for saveral days she had made sexual
advances to him, "holding his head to her bosom, with her hand
among his hair," caresang his body, thrilling obvioudy to his kisses
even lying in hisarms and " offering him hersdf". And then, at the
decisve moment comes this insane revulsion, this anguished
hyserical fear of physical consummation. She was too young?
She was twenty-six.

2

ONLY after he was barred from teaching did Lawrence discover how
much hehad didiked it; and even then not for sometime. At alater
date he spoke of 'Davidson' with the sort of perverted nostalgia
aman might talk of his experiencesin prison. "I ill dream | mug
teach,” he wrote, "and that's the wors dream | ever have. How
| loathed and raged with hate againg it, and never knew." But in
those early months of 1912 he was still very uncertain of his future,
rather mistrustful of the intoxicating but menacing freedom which
been thrust on him. In February he put an end to another of his
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unsatisfactory love affairs. He "met Jane and kissed her farewell
at Marylebone" with a heavy heart. Who was Jane? That is all
we hear of her, except that later in the year he was "sorry for her,
sheissoill." Hestill clung to memories of his old home, and spent
much of his time with his sister in Eastwood. Then suddenly he
made up his mind—in May he would go to Germany.

It isamistake to suppose that Lawrence went abroad only because
of the difficulties and scandal preceding his marriage. Even as a
lad he had longed to travel, though it was only through experience
that he came to find that he preferred to live out of England. |
don't know when it was that he first said he wanted to write a
novel about each of the five continents, but he certainly did say so;
and much of the inspiration of his mature work came from his
travels. Possibly this longing to travel was connected with the
reslessness which is said to go with consumption; and it is true
that he was always discovering wonderful new places (like Shelley!)
which in a few weeks or months turned out to be detestable. He
blamed his own ill-health or wretched feelings on the landscape, the
weather, his neighbours, local politics, an imminent revolution, or
the malevolence of the Cosmos.

But why—in 1912—Germany? In those days Germany was
fashionable with the British intelligentsia, for whom Italy was over-
done and France decadent. Nobody but eccentrics thought of Spain
or Russia, since you actually needed a passport to visit those back-
ward despotisms. Germany, clad in shining armour, but gemutlich
with beer and a warm heart, was the vogue. In Lawrence's case
there was a practical if prosaic additional reason—he had relatives
by marriage in Germany, for his Leicester aunt had married a
German named Krenkow, who came from Waldbrol in the Rhine-
land. He had no intention of throwing himself on the hospitality
of these German relatives, and he still had not sufficient faith in
his vendibility as a writer to trust to his pen for a living—possibly
he had not recovered from the unpleasant surprise of finding that
Hueffer and The English Review had no money. At any rate, in
spite of the doctor's warning, he was evidently trying hard to find
ajob as English lecturer in one of the smaller German universities.
Perhaps the Disposer of Events thought this was over-doing caution
even for a poet, for through a sequence of strange and unforesee-
able events this attempt at safety and respectability led him to
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actions which separated him for ever from respectability and made
safety ajest

The daff of Nottingham University included Professor Ernest
Weekley, whose articles on English philology were at one time
widely popular. It was through his influence that Lawrence hoped
to find his German lectureship, for the professor had ussful con-
nections in Germany. Indeed he had a German wife, who is of the
utmost importance to our sory, for it was at a luncheon she gave
in April 1912 that the saga of Lawrence and Frieda began. Some-
how, in all this drama, the German lectureship was abandoned, so
may be quietly forgotten except that it accidentally served to intro-
duce Lawrence to the professor's wife.

Frieda von Richthofen was a Sledan aristocrat, niece of that
Baron Ferdinand von Richthofen whose travels in China and pub-
lished books and maps of that country had made him deservedly
famous. Her father, aso a Baron von Richthofen, was a pro-
fessonal soldier, and at this time hdd an important military pos
in the garrison town of Metz—then of course within the boundaries
of the Reich. How it was that this handsome, indolent but vividly
alive daughter of a German arigocrat came to marry a profesor
at the Universty of Nottingham has never been made clear. Doubt-
less he and her family were unaware that the respect which Germans
give to learning hardly exiged in England, where at that time quch
words as "professor” and "poet" were chiefly usd as terms of
derison and abuse But there it was. This magnificent creature, a
sort of modern Bninhilde, went into exile, relegated to all appear-
ances for the res of her exigence to humdrum domedticity in a
neat suburb of Nottingham. She does not appear to have been
activdly unhappy, devoting hersdf to the care of her three young
children, with an occasonal mild flirtation with one of the less supid
gudents or some German visitor. With her Lawrence chose to fall
passonatdy in love; and, despite the wranglings and crockery-
smashing, for life.

Consdering that for years he behaved as a kind of dictator to
Cythera, isuing dogmatic if contradictory decress ("sort of ex-
cathedra") telling other people just how they were to order ther
erotic lives, thereis a certain humour in the fact that our censorious
perfectionist chose to dope with a married woman older than
himsdf by saveral years, who spent much of ther life together
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yearning for her children (as she says herself) "like a cat deprived
of her kittens". That is not to say that there is the dlightest truth
in the common gossipy statement that Frieda was "the wrong
woman for him". On the contrary, they were made for each other.
Only awoman such as Frieda, with her health, strength, good |ooks,
vitality and sdlf-confidence could have endured life with a"genius’
which included so much exasperation, frayed nerves, cocksure
assartiveness, profound self-mistrust, and downright perversity.
After his mother the only person who had any control over Law-
rence was his wife, aided to some extent by her mother and her
sister, Else; and she did not always succeed. They had many ups
and downs, rea battles of will forced on her by him, as well as
wordy wrangles to the point of throwing things at each other. But
anyone who thinks those two weren't in love with each other is
crazy. How dse could they have endured one another? Frieda,
the survivor, writes in her large generosity that Lawrence gave her
"a new world". Of course he did, but it was through her that he
had aworld to give. It was not only that, as we have seen, he could
only live and work with a woman to back him, but that after he
met Frieda no other woman was possible. Indeed he came to depend
upon her far more than she upon him; and her influence may be
s in amost all his writing after 1912.

This does not alter the fact that such a situation was charged
with misery and suffering for everyone involved. Many people
would have recoiled, but it is the mean, calculating, cold-blooded,
under-sexed types who hesitate in such a dilemma and are cautious
and draw back. When real people like these two fall in love they
brush aside all the funny little lega rules, and even such genuine
human difficulties as the children in this case were. If anyone is
to be blamed for starting the whole thing, on her own showing it
was Frieda hersdlf. Without her encouragement the situation would
never have arisen, and if she had wanted she could a once have
sent him off with afleain his ear, as any woman in her position
could have done. From her narrative of these events we can gather
that shewas, in Laurentian jargon,"unfulfilled"; and it was certainly
she who chose him. She has described how he came for a walk
with her and the children, and how she stood and watched him as
he played with them, so completely absorbed in floating daisies
and paper-boats down the stream that she was forgotten: "Suddenly
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he had written to her husbhand. Of course be had everything to
gain by adopting this attitude of intransigent virtue, for in fact he
was presenting Frieda with an ultimatum before her passon had
time to cool or sheto reflect. Even then he ended a little wryly: "I
loveyou, and Lord, | pay for it."

Events followed each other quickly. On the 8th May he wrote
her in a camer mood from Trier—which, parenthetically, he
dexribes in the letter with a beauty only he could give—and now
with some of the real swegness that was always in him: "J love
you so much.... 1 begin to fed quite a man of theworld. | ought,
| suppose, with this wickedness of waiting for another man's wife
in my heart." Yet in the same letter he had already warned her:
"Remember you are to be my wife", and had told her that she was
only to recave letters from her till legal hushand through him. In
another letter he was particularly in love with her chin—"you've
got such a nice chin"; and that letter wound up with the mogst sadly
ironical thing he ever wrote: " We shall always have to battle with
life, so we'll never fight with each other, aways help.”

He kept urging her to come to him, but put it in a form which
showed that he was far from confident: " You will come on Satur-
day?' Here, asdid sometimes happen, hisfaith in his own intuition
was judtified. Under pressure from her husband and her own family
Frieda was beginning to waver, and Lawrence had to endure the
proverbial wrongs of the absent. He saw it was usddessto hang about
any longer in Trier, and therefore procesded along the Rhine by
easy dages to Waldbrol. It is worth noting that all this time he
made no mention of the extreme poverty which crippled him and
made it seam ridiculous that he could even think of supporting a
woman who all he life had been usad to comfort. The only hint
of itisin aletter hewrote Edward Garnett just beforeleaving Trier,
and even then it is only to ak if his "literary affairs are shifting
at al?"

These agitations and disappointments and travellings made any
regular literary work impossble, but he continued to jot down
poems. He wrote one which hecalled 'Bei Hennef, and hastold us
himsdf that this poem marked the beginning of a new epoch in his
life, the real withdrawing from vain yearning for his dead mother
to pivot himsdf on the living woman he wanted as hiswife. Hennef
am Rhein is a little railway junction where he had to wait for an
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hour on his way to Waldbrol There he brooded on himself and
Frieda, ontheir 'Troubles, anxieties, pains" asthetwilight deepened
over the river, but then he adds:

"Y ou are the call, and | am the answer,
You are the wish, and | the fulfilment,
Y ou are the night, and | the day.
What ese? it is perfect enough,
It is perfectly complete,
Youandi,
What more——V?

Well, that was a moment of peace and acceptance, but did not
conjure down all the legions of devils which had been raised by
this unorthodox love affair. Friedastill hesitated to commit herself
irrevocably to him, aswell she might. He began to grow impatient,
wrote her "not a nice letter" but for once had enough self-control
not to send it, then wrote her instead a very Laurentian one about
Waldbrol and his German cousins, with some of his usual touches
of humour: "Here, | am so good and so respectable, it is quite a
rest.” But his impatience breaks out in the cry, "don't leave me
stranded in some unearthly German town."

Now he was hoping that Frieda would after all decide to throw
away her old lifeand join himin Munich; wherefore he wrote again
to Garnett asking rather humbly if Duckworth would advance him
the great sum of ten pounds. Garnett was in his confidence, and
Lawrence told him that he "felt the soles of his fest burn with
impatience" as he waited for Frieda's decision. He was in such a
freilzy that he was almost "driven mad" as he watched the slow-
motion deliberate "buff oxen, with their immense heads that seem
adways adeep." Yet—see his endless vacillations and self-con-
tradictions—on the very same day he wrote Frieda: " D o you know,
likethe old knights, | seam to want a certain timeto prepare myself."
He may have thought it was wise to conceal his extreme impatience,
for he went on: "Because it's a great thing for me to marry you,
not a quick passionate coming together. 1 know in my heart 'here's
my marriage’. It feds rather terrible—because it is a great thing
in my life—it is my life—l am a bit awe-inspired—I want to get
used to it." Notice he sys "my marriage” not "our marriage”.
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Porhaps he felt he could not say "ours* because Frieda had been
married before; but even if she had been coming out of a convent
to him he would almost certainly still have written " my marriage".

In a letter dated 14th May (all this had happened in ten days
from leaving England) he is evidently pretty sure that she will join
him. He still urges that they should "wait a bit religiously for one
another", but now for the first time brings up what he calls "the
money business', as a man naturally does to his wife. Their pro-
spects as revealed were not particularly handsome. A friend in
England owed him twenty-five pounds; in August—that is, three
months later—he had twenty-four pounds due to him; and that
seemed to be all, unless he sold some of his unpublished writings.
He not unnaturally wondered if they would be able to get along
on so little, but such was his gate of infatuation that he actually
begged Frieda to be "definite, my dear, be detailed, be business-
like", when he should have known she was most happily incapable
of doing anything of the sort.

One feds rather a peeping Tom in reading such intimate letters,
but they are truly important to an estimate of Lawrence from their
genuine sincerity and the degp devotion they revea for Frieda. No
unbiased person reading them could ever believe there was any-
thing cheap or undignified in such alove. "When | come to you,"
he says touchingly in the last of them, "things shall not put us apart
again." And things did not. It was on a Friday, still in the same
month of May, that Lawrence made the long slow railway journey
south to Munich. There he met Frieda, and the two spent a week
alone together at the Gasthaus zur Pogt at the village of Beuerberg
in the Isarthal. Probably this was all the honeymoon they could
afford, for after spending a little time with Frieda's sister, they went
to live in an apartment at 1 eking, which had been lent them.

"England, thy beauties are tame and domestic!" might have been
written by Lawrence in his rapturous mood at that time. The
romantic beauty of the Bavarian countryside would in itself have
been intoxicating to his spirit, which had only just escaped for the
first time from the tame prison of respectability; but to experience
it all with such alove made him glorious with happiness. Almost
literally it was true to say that he had come back to life from the
grave, for it was then that at last the hold of the dead mother on
his heart relaxed. Happy love made him in love with the whole
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world, with the chestnut blossoms, red and white, that fell on their
out-of-doors breakfagt table; the "palejade green" of the river at
Beuerberg, so "cold and swift"; the people who to him were s0
drange and to Frieda so familiar; the church and the convent which
were "0 peaceful”; and then the wild flowers which were always
so dear to him and now "make you cry with joy"—the "pale gold
great bubbles" of kingcups, the primulas "like mauve cowslips’,
the "queer March violets", the orchids, harebells, larkspur, lucerne,
liliesof thevalley, "oh, flowers, great wild mad profusion of them,
everywhere."

Icking, if possible, was an even greater enchantment. There they
began housekeeping in four little rooms on about fifteen shillings
aweek, living chiefly on rye bread, fruit, eggs and cutlets. He was
truly and rapturously happy there. "1 love Frieda so much," he
wrote, "I don't like to talk about it." "Frieda is awfully good-
looking" he says proudly to someone who evidently had shown
insufficient respect, so "you needn't say things about her— she is
a million times better than ever you imagine." From Frieda he
could look out ontheworldjoyously, and declare it to be "wonder-
ful and beautiful and good beyond one's wildest imagination." Of
course, even then his "dark self" was not utterly quelled, and there
were some shadows. A poem written at Beuerberg contains the
confession that "the first night was a failure" and "our love was a
confusion." Again it was in that first week at Beuerberg that he
wrote his frenziedly bitter 'Lot's wife' poem, when in an agony of
jealous rage he railed against Frieda's love for her children, denounc-
ing "the mother in you, fierce as a murderess, glaring to England"
—he who later snapped at her in one of their quarrels that "mother
love doesn't exist". So, in spite of his assertion that they would
battle the world but never each other, they had begun to quarrel
in thefirst week. And at her sister's house in Wolfratshausen there
had fallen on him one of hisrecurrent moods of longing for oblivion,
for "heavy, sealing darkness, silence, all immovable," that lapseinto
his antithetical "dark self" which was the inevitable counterpart to
his vivid light saif.

There was a balcony on the little house at | cking where Frieda,
acomparatively uninhibited person, sat down to breakfast with bare
fet and dressed in only her night-gown, to the scandal of her
puritan lover. With magnificent loyalty she has accused herself at



18 PORTRAIT OF A GENIUS, BUT . ..

this time of being guilty of the srange Laurentian crime of "sx in
the head", though one would say that is less characterigtic of women
who abandon ail for love's sake than of men who write books about
%X, There can sddom have been a more obvious case of "X in
the head" than Lawrence himsdf, although he was always denounc-
ing it in others; but then he had a habit of denouncing in others
what he did himsdf.

From this balcony they overlooked the little village, and could
s far beyond the icy waters of the Isar and the dark woods to
where there roxe up "the great blue wall of mountains, only their
tops, all showy, glittering in far-off sunshine againg a pale blue
sky." There Lawrence was s0 happy he wrote Garnett he wanted
"to live abroad for ever". Frieda went even further and pined "to
clear out of Europe and get to somewhere uncivilised." Meanwhile,
the poet in him was showing her the beauty of her own country
and of hersdf:

"By the lsar, in the twilight

We were wandering and singing:

By the Isar in the evening

We climbed the huntsman's ladder and sat swinging
In the fir-tree overlooking the marshes,

While river met river, and the ringing

Of their palegreen glacier-water filled the evening.

By the Isar, in the twilight

We found our warm wild roses

Hanging red on the river; and smmering
Frogs were singing, and over the river doss
Was soant of roses and glimmering

In the twilight, our Kisses acrosstherosss
Met, and her face, and my face were ross"

Thelater verson has a different and less smpleending, for it runs:

"...and glimmering
Fear was abroad. We whispered: *No one knows us.
Let it be as the snake digposss
Here in this smmering marsh."
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Why do men grow to be ashamed of their loves? How much nicer
to kiss and fed like roses than to drag in fear and a snake, and
that horrible rhyme of "disposes’ and "knows us'! Of coursg as
Lawrence wrote at the time in the sober prose of a letter, ther life
wasn't all " billing and cooing and nibbling grapes and white sugar."
He and Frieda agree that they had "battles’ in that "inner war
which is waged between people who love each other”, and there are
echoes of that strife in such poems as In The Dark*, "Humiliation'
and *A Young Wife'; but to concentrate attention on those while
completely ignoring the happy poemsis to forget that both sts come
from a book with the challenge in its title: Look! We Have Come
Through. In every marriage there are trials and difficulties of
adjustment, particularly in the case of two such passonate people,
one of whom was "a genius' and well aware of the fact. True, in
one of the "dark sdf" poems Frieda is made to say:

"I am afraid of you, | am afraid, afraid!
There is something in you destroys me——!"
and:
" ... Yes yes you are crud to me. You cadt
A shadow over my breads that will kill me at lagt."

But Frieda hersdf has written of that firs summer together:

"1 didn't want people, | didn't want anything, | only wanted to
reve in this new world Lawrence had given me. | had found what
| neaded, 1 could now flourish like a trout in a sream or a daisy
in the sun. His generadty in giving himself. . .I"

This dhe fdt in site of the "sorms of leters from England”
imploring her to return to her children and threatening that other-
wise she would never be allowed to s them again! It was hard
on them both, but part of the inevitable price to be paid for such
arelationship. But these dreary and bitter moments only for a time
blotted out their happiness in the mountains and the flowers, the
snging frogs the glow-worms, the fireflies " wafting in between and
over the swaying corn-dalks', the doe they saw one day as it
flashed up the hillsde, the men mowing wheat with scythes and
Lawrencesjoy in Frieda like a Gloire de Dijon rose in her bath
or laughing across the table sprinkled with " mauve-red" roses
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". .. saying
She loves me, and | blow a little boat
Rocking down the shoas between the tea-cups
And so kiss-laden it scarce can float"

Scandalous outcasts though they were, they were not without
visitors. First inimportance though not in time was Frieda's mother,
who suddenly dropped in on Lawrence while Frieda was away with
her sister. For an hour she sat there and "schimfed" (i.e. abused)
him, asking him who he thought he was that a gentleman's daughter
should black his boots and empty his slops, and what did he mean
by eloping with the wife of a respectable man and treating her like
a barmaid when he couldn't even afford to keep her in shoes?
During this diatribe Lawrence was so completely taken aback that
on his own confession he did nothing but "sit and gasp" and then
meekly accompany the enraged lady to the railway station. True,
he afterwards thought of all the replies he should have made but
didn't. Instinctively she knew the right way to deal with his sort
—refuse to accept him at his own valuation, hit him hard and fast
with home truths, and then walk off, headin air, beforehe had time
to recover. She was so successful that he respected her for the rest
of their joint lives, and placated her constantly with letters and
presents. At the time he was immensely relieved and pleased to
know that after this disconcerting interview she had told Frieda's
sgter, Else, that she thought from his looks he was "lovable and
trustworthy". However, Frieda says the remark was Elsg's, and
Lawrence may have transferred it to the mother in his account to
try and save a little face.

The second visitor was David Garnett, the son of Edward Garnett,
who at his father's suggestion came over from Munich to se them.
Lawrence had written that it would be easy to recognise him among
the Germans as he looked "fearfully English, English to the bone",
which Garnett found to be the case. | have dready quoted part of
Gamett's description of Lawrence's appearance, though | think he
rather overdoes the plebeian aspect. Certainly it was there, both
physically and mentally, but the important part of Lawrence was
something quite apart from class. Garnett adds that Lawrence was
"cheeky and cocky, the type who provokes the most violent class
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hatred" , which istrue enough, but Lawrencewas far too proud and
scrupulous and too much of an individualist to be "the man for
whom trades unions exig, who lives on the dole, who hangs
round the pubs, whose wife supports him, who bets on football."
All absolutdly untrue. Garnett'sfirst impresson of Frieda is good
and accurate:

"Her head and the whole carriage of her body was {sic) noble.
She looked one dead in the eyes fearleddy judging one"

The young man (he was only twenty) was ingantly attracted by
two such obvioudy happy lovers, was " completely charmed by each
of them", and "worshipped" them. When the couple left Icking
and went toMayrhofenintheZillertal (Tirol), hefollowed them and
had every opportunity to observe them. In spite of the very unwel-
come letters from England, they were all kept gay by Lawrences
"courage, high spirits and mockery." Lawrence's courage rose to
meet danger and difficulty, as Garnett truly says and "at that time
both their difficulties were very great."

Young as he was, Garnett noted many characterigtic traits in
Lawrence. There was for ingtance his habit, which he retained for
many years, of compdling people to play at charades which he
ruthlesdy bossed but always made laughable. He had a great gift
for mimicry, in the exerase of which he spared nobody, least of all
himsdf. We have all of us at some time suffered from the witless
and mirthless displays of people who are mistaken in thinking they
passss this gift; but Lawrence s was genuine, always merciless and
accurate in pouncing on pretences and affectations. When he was
vindictive this might jar alittle, but when he was happy and in good
spirits he always kept well on the right sde of crudty and meanness
A saving grace of the whole mocking parody was that, as Garnett
sys he "mimicked himsdf ruthlesdy"” and "acted ridiculous
versons of a shy and gawky Lawrence being patronised by literary
lions, of a winsome Lawrence charming his landlady, a sentimental
Lawrence being put in his place by his landlady's daughter, of a
bad-tempered, whining Lawrence picking a quarrel with Frieda
over nothing."

Garnett of course noticed Lawrence's ability to work in a room
where other people were talking and laughing. During those days
at Mayrhofen he was writing poems and sories and sketches and
apparently also working on Sons and Lovers; yet it never occurred
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to dither of the others that they ought not to interrupt him. He also
discovered, what everyone who knew him soon learned, that Law-
rence could always bresk off work or talk to look after the cooking
and housework. Jesse Chambers had noticed long before that with
him the dullest household tasks became interesting, and he excelled
at such routine jobs as cleaning, tidying and washing up. As we
have seen, he had learned to do these things to help his mother, but
what was unique and peculiar to him was that he never seemed
bored or in a hurry to get done. Washing up, making an omelette,
any piece of housework were for him a part of life and to be enjoyed
as such. True, he sometimes liked a respite, but for much of his
lifein spite of illness and the vast energies he poured into hiswriting
hereally did enjoy these humbletasks. Here is one striking difference
between him and the mass of ordinary people who want to evade
at all costs the essentia work of life, and thereby condemn them-
sdves to boredom and futility.

Evidently Lawrence had quite recovered from his winter illness,
for to Garnett he looked well and happy, "consistently gay and
light-hearted.” He was making cheerful plans for the future, and
was inexhaustibly creative, pouring out new work every day. Long
before he had completed his re-writing of Sons and Lovers he had
"thought of a new novel—purely of the common people—fearfully
interesting.” But how little all his work then earned him may be
judged from the fact that when he and Frieda st out to walk from
Mayrhofen to Lake Garda they had but twenty-three pounds
between them.

On the first part of this walk Garnett and a friend accompanied
them, as they went over the mountains, by way of the Pfitzer Joch,
to Sterzing. On the way the two writers botanised, collecting nearly
two hundred species of wild flowers. They came unexpectedly upon
alonely upland chapel full of curious votive pictures, dept or tried
to degpin a hay-hut during a downpour of rain which in the night
turned to snow, got wet through, and finally came to Italianised
Sterzing where "grapes hung in black clusters over the lintels and
a tobacco harvest stood in queer pagodas drying in a garden.”

There, much to his regret in later days, Garnett left them. As
soon as they were alone the two lovers "quarrelled like nuts", partly
over the children problem, partly from the mere clash of strong
personalities. From some accounts of Lawrence you would suppose
that he and Frieda were the only couple in the world who ever had
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lovers quarrels. Unfortunately, these were not the only troubles.
Coming over a mountain pass above Merano they lost their way,
and very nearly perished on the mountain-sidein anicy wind which
battered them into near exhaustion as the darkness of night *'filthy
and black" rolled down on them. Lawrence's energy and will at
last got them over the last ridge to a rest hut. Then, still rather
shaky fromthistrial, they trudged on to Trento, where worse befell
them. Owingto their inexperience and poverty they got into acheap
and dirty hotel with sanitary arrangements dating from the Dark
Ages. Frieda had "blues enough to re-pave the floors of Heaven"
and Lawrence found her shedding tears of misery and self-pity at
the foot of Dante's statue. They wisely made the remainder of their
journey to Riva by train, for the blues and all the rest of it were
mostly the result of fatigue.

In those days Rivastill belonged to Austria. Even between the
wars it remained clean and amost fashionable. When Lawrence
and Frieda arrived in the smart little town and found themselves
among Austrian officers and their well-dressed women, the couple
looked at each other and realised that six weeks of carefree scramb-
ling among the mountains had turned them into pretty good imita-
tions of tramps. Now they went to the opposite extreme from what
they had done in Trento, and rented a room which was too eegant
and too dear for them. There as they ate frugal picnic meals they
had to scurry to hide their food under the couch when the very
superior maid-servant came in. Then came another extravagant
transformation. Frieda's wealthy and fashionable sister sent her a
large trunk full of Parisian models, and one of the couple suddenly
became absurdly over-dressed for wandering bohemians defying the
sacred conventions of England on practically nothing a year.

But now they were at their destination, for they proposed to spend
the winter on the lake—with total assats of fifty pounds advance
from Duckworth, a volume of Love Poems in the press and an in-
complete novel, Sons and Lovers.

IN later years both Lawrence and Frieda became very experienced
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travellers, though* in his frail state of health, he was not careful
enough to choose the right time of the year for the places he visited.
They became skilful in choosing lodgings, and within a couple of
hours Frieda could transform the most ordinary room into a per-
sonal and attractive environment with the blankets and embroideries
and bright coloured things they had picked up in various parts of
the world. From thefirst of their wanderings she was of course bi-
lingual, but in time Lawrence also learned German fairly well and
they could both talk French, Italian and Spanish. They were
genuine travellers, not mere ignorant tourists. But in that autumn
of 1912 the inexperience which led them to choose a place as
far north and as exposed as Lake Garda for the winter was
matched by their total ignorance of Italian. Added to that was
Lawrence's still acute shyness and fear of ridicule and rebuff which
made him afraid even to ask the inhabitants about rooms and prices.
Getting angry with him, Frieda went up to a man in one of the lake
villagesand stammered:' Trego— quartiere—d'affitare", only to have
him insist on putting them in a bus which went back to Rival

As it turned out, their inexperience served them well. Nothing
could have been better for the development of his "genius" and the
fighting out of their strange lovers' battles than this sx months of
solitude and primitive living in beautiful country, where they were
forced to learn aforeign language in order to live and discover ways
of living so completely unlike industrialised and suburban England.
And, whatever the drawbacks, this Spartan life was much better,
much less banal, than living in some English-frequented pension,
gossiped about as soon as their illicit relation was discovered, with
the additional horror of minor intelligentsia dropping in to teach
Lawrence how to write. During the whole period they saw but two
English people, and read hardly any books except the Italian they
studied and afew sent out tothem. During that sx months Lawrence
completed thefinal version of Sons and Lovers, the book which first
made his reputation; wrote considerable portions of early drafts of
The Rainbow and The Lost Girl, some of the Twilight in Italy
sketches, two plays, and a number of poems. This was the most
intensely creative period of hislife.

It was the landlady of the over-elegant room in Riva who helped
them to the kind of place they wanted, by sending them to the lake-
side village of Gargnano, at that time remote and accessible only
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by geamer. Therethey found avillain " a nice garden with peaches
and bamboos' with a furnished lower floor to be let, containing
kitchen, living-room, two bedrooms, "clean as a flower", and all
for two pounds sixteen a month. As soon as they had secured this
palace of delight the lovers "hugged each other withjoy at the idea
of a manage' and exulted over "the gorgeous copper pans in the
kitchen** Lawrence planned—"what bliss!"--to begin life there by
correcting the proofs of his Love Poems; and scarcely had they
moved in when a delayed |etter arrived from Edward Marsh, asking
toinclude'Snapdragon* in his next ‘Georgian Anthology*. What more
could a mere "genius"' ask?

Naturally, they were no more able to avoid the troubles of life
than any other couple. First, the long summer weather they had
been enjoying as if it would last for ever suddenly broke early in
October—the lake was dark with "whitelambs" all over it, thevines
turned red and yellow and the fig trees became "a flame" of autumn
leaves. Then Frieda had difficulties with her share of the cleaning
and cooking. It was most fortunate for her that Lawrence was so
experienced a housewife, for she ssems to have been marvellously
incompetent in those days. As he sat concentrated on the writing
of Sons and Lovers—and how completely he could concentrate on
a task only those who knew him can redlise—he would suddenly
hear a dismal wail from the kitchen: "Lorenzo, the pigeons are
burning, what shall 1 do?" Instantly he would drop his own
work and rush competently to the rescue. It will be noted that
he aready had the name 'Lorenzo’ among intimates, for he dis
liked 'David', and 'Bert' was his home name.

In later days we all came to admire Frieda's gusto and skill in
conducting a washing day, but at that time she evidently lacked
practice. As she tells the sad event:

"The first time | washed sheds was a disaster. They were so
large and wet, their wetness was overwhelming. The kitchen floor
was flooded, the table drenched, | dripped from hair to feet. When
Lawrence found me all misery he called: The One and Only is
drowning, O dear!" | was rescued and dried, the kitchen wiped, and
soon the shedts were hanging to dry in the garden."

It does not appear that Frieda over-worked herself at Oargnano.
Every morning Lawrence got up at eight and made breakfast for
her, and she often stayed in bed until noon, making him stay and
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talk to her. This made him fed guilty, asif he were not doing his
share of work in theworld. For diversion, aswell asfrom necessty,
they took Italian lessons from the village schoolmigtress, a prim
lady who wore black gloves and kept them bothin order. Lawrence
reported that they were " liping their lessons like humble children,
though of course’ (of course!) he was much better and quicker than
Frieda; in spite of which, for some unknown reason, the teacher
"prefers Frieda, and congantly repressss me" He was forced to
get out a flak and drink some wine to show his " masculine and
marital independence” In the afternoon or early evening they
walked along the lake to the next village, Bogliaco, where they
drank thelocal red wine (at Sxpencethelitre) sttingin the kitchen
of the ogteria with the family—people so uncivilised that they did
not know what atip is. And always they had the beauty of the lake
and the lemon gardens, lofty dopes covered with olives and vines,
and sometimes for a great treat they made a short deamer trip to
one of the other villages.

During the five months which had sped pagt snce he firg landed
in Metz on his runaway trip Lawrence had " scarcdy seen a word
of English print", so that a gift copy of a then new book by Arnold
Bennett, Anna of the Five Towns, waseagerly and gratefully pounced
on. The book impressed him, but the contrast of the life it depicted
with his present surroundings made Lawrence " fed queer”. Hefdt
that Bennett ought not to have been s0 resigned to ugliness and
dignalness that we "all ought to take a great kick at misery".
Working himsdf up over this he went on:

"No, | don't believe England need be so grubby. What does it
matter if one is poor, and risks ones livelihood, and reputation?
One can havethe necessary things, life, and love, and clean warmth.
Why is England so shabby? Theltalians here sng. They are very
poor, they buy two penn'orth of butter and a penn'orth of cheese
But they are healthy and they lounge about in thelittle square where
the boats come up and nets are mended, like kings. And the women
walk draight and look calm. And the men adore children—they
are glad of their children even if they're poor."

The sum of living, working, thinking, seeing, enjoying achieved
in that firg sx months of solitude for two is almogt incredible. The
letter just quoted shows that he was till preoccupied with the
troubles and problems of the industrialised community, such as he
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had known for solong. It was something which was always cropping
up in his life, and his attempts at solutions inspired some of his best
work and also involved him in many difficulties and absurdities.
This snse of respongbility to his past was one reason why he could
never acoept the inevitable londiness of the writer. He always wanted
to fed accepted, in some sort of relation to people who would like
and esteem and respond to him. He thought the modern industrial
world was shadowed by nemeds the "ginking purpose’ of more
and more "complete mechanising of life" had brought into being
"teeming millions' who bred cold hatred and the fearful destructive-
nes of modern violence and war, the cold insanity of modern
palitics. He wanted to stop it, and optimigtically beieved he could
show the way out and make a newer, better world; atask about as
hopdess as trying to make carnivorous ants into harmless vege-
tarians by reading them Keats.

In Lawrence's case the general problem was closdy involved with
his personal problems. In spite of his snobbery he was proud of
being a working-man's son, although for other reasons he had hated
his father. He had loved his home life, the contact of the dreds
the quite different remote life of the Chambers family on their farm.
As we have seen, however, the moment the industrial machine began
to reach out for him personally, he repudiated it blindly, he was not
going to let it capture him if he could hep it. He saw the wor-
shippers of the industrial machine as enemies, as the insect-men of
the collectivig horror who were coldly vindictive againg anyone
who escaped them. Somehow he had managed to excape, and down
there on the shores of ancient Lake Benacus, which owed much to
nature but more to the patient lifework of generations of men,
Lawrence brooded—"Why mus England be grubby and shabby?
Must it be 997" No doubt he reminded himsef that you can't have
industrial "wealth" without machines which mus have fud, and
you can't win coal without making yoursdf and the landscape dirty,
and you can't have millions of machine-minders without the frustra-
tion and shabbiness and envy he deplored. And even on Garda,
where it was true the Italians sang at their work, still, most of them
were only too eager to throw away the old warm way of life and
emigrate to some cold-hearted land of machinery. It would be
flattering him to say that he ever worked out any practical solution
of a date of affairs which he was not alone in thinking a
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sort of mass suicide. All he could do was to avoid it himself.
It was natural that he should turn all this over in his mind as he
worked daily on the story of his own lifein Sons and Lovers. Frieda
has told us how completely he was absorbed in the book and how
much he suffered when he came to the point when he had to re-live
his mother's illness and death. Obviously he had to get it out of
himself, but for a time it was such an obsession that Frieda "got
fed up" and wrote a skit of the novel which shecalled: 'Paul Morel,
or His Mother's Darling/ She ssems surprised that Lawrence
received this coldly. Yet it was Frieda who had given him a clue
to the situation, by telling him what she had learned about the
theories of Freud from a young German who was an enthusiastic
analyst. He saw at once that it was the clue, not only to himself
but to many another sex-frustrated and sex-starved young man.
As he wrote of his book to Edward Garnett: "It's the tragedy of
thousands of young men in England, | think it was Ruskin's."

It looks as if the re-living his early life had stirred up some of
the religious mysticism of his youth, which he had abandoned.
Certainly long passages of this sort were rather irrelevantly intro-
duced into Twilight in Italy, and he wrote a dedication of the book
(afterwards cancelled) in that symbolical style he often adopted
when trying to express abstract ideas which the artist in him disliked
but the preacher and prophet could not resist. Unlike Blake, with
whom he had not much in common, Lawrence neither invented a
complete private mythology of his own nor persuaded himself that
he received supernatural visitations. True, he never minded re-
using old symbols, whether they were Christian or of some older
religion, but it was realy to give body to thought which was
emotional and confused—in the manner of Ruskin. In this dedica
tion he plays a kind of verba fugue on the Logos, the Father, the
Son, the Trinity, Woman; and concludes:

"The old son-lover was (Edipus. The name of the new one is
legion. And if a son-lover take a wife, then is she not his wife, she
is only his bed. And his life will be torn in twain, and his wife in
her despair shall hope for sons, that she may have her lover in
her hour."

It is amusing to turn from this and similar portentousness to the
salf-mockery in his letters written at this period. "Don't mind what
| say," he wrote to one friend, "I am a great bosher, and full of
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fancies that interest me. My great religion is a belief in the blood,
the flesh, as being wiser than the intellect We can go wrong in our
mind. But what our blood feds and believes and says, is aways
true." Thisis one of the few convictions in which Lawrence never
—perhaps it would be safer to say "hardly ever"—wavered; and it
is easy to s how it could be made to link up with his more or less
vague theories of the role of the Unbewusst. Yet another of his
beliefs was the allied though far more dangerous and dubious dogma
that one should always obey one's impulses, no matter what they
were. Thisis how he expressed it at the time:

'Thereal way of living is to answer to one's wants. Not 'l want
to light up with my intelligence as many things as possible' but Tor
theliving of my full flame—I want that liberty, | want that woman,
| want that pound of peaches, | want to go to deep, | want to go
to the pub and have a good time, 1 want to look a beastly swell
to-day, | want to kiss that girl, | want to insult that man.' Instead
of that, all these wants, which are there whether-or-not, are utterly
ignored, and we talk about some sort of ideas."

However much he might talk about the Father and the Son and
the Logos and make use of Christian symbols, it is perfectly clear
from that how far he had then gone in repudiating Christian ethics
and beliefs. He uses the symbolism in a merely psychological sense,
and it cannot help but be misleading. But after delivering such
axioms as those just quoted, comes the self-mockery: "I'm like
Carlyle, who, they say, wrote fifty volumes on the value of silence”;
and indeed he was more like Carlyle than he cared to admit. Did
Lawrence for all his acuteness know now much he treated the world
as his representation? A flower, a person, a landscape, a work of
art, human relations, human history, science, religion were all per-
ceived and interpreted solely in relation to his own needs and moods.
Did he really have a perception of "mystic otherness', as Aldous
Huxley assures us? 1 doubt it, | think the "mystic otherness’ was
entirely a projection of himself. He bluffed us by assuming a know-
ledge nobody has. For instance, none of us really has the least idea
what it islike to beatortoise or a goat or abat; but when Lawrence,
who loved playing charades, pretended for the time being that he
wasoneand did it very amusingly and cleverly, wewere al | impressed.
Who could contradict him?

It was exactly the same in his relations with people. If a fact
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displeased, hindered or contradicted him he denied the fact; and be
denied the reality of other peoples fedings to suit his own con-
venience. He denied, for instance, one of the most obvious and
awkward facts in his own life, namely, Frieda's profound love for
her children, and their need for her. "Y ou don't care a damn about
those brats really," he assured her, "and they don't care about you."
What would he have said to anyone who had so brushed aside the
love between him and his mother? The world was for him some-
thing plastic which could and must be altered to suit him. Thus,
when Frieda unaccountably failed to accept this assurance about
her "brats", he changed his ground and tried to persuade her that
by writing books he would "make a new heaven and earth for them,
don't cry, you s if 1 don't". Of course he needed her so desperately
that he was ready to say and do anything to keep his hold of her.
And when even she—no Rupert of debate—pointed out in one of
these early battles that he was saying exactly the opposite of what
he said a week before, he gave the game away completely in his
necessity always to make a retort:

"And why shouldn't 1? Last week | felt like that, now like this.
Why shouldn't | ?"

Only, she might have said, that you don't happen to be God, and
that the world and its facts remain unchanged however much your
feelings about them change.

This absurdity of self-contradiction as well as denying the plainest
reality, so valuable to an imaginative artist, infuriated prosaic and
pedantic persons into writing angry books of refutation. Those who
go to Lawrence for a coherent philosophical system, or require him
to state reasons and draw maps for everything he said or wrote,
waste their time. What matters is not his opinions and prejudices,
but himself, the life and beauty he can transmit more than anyone
e of his age. As to contradiction, who does not contradict him-
self unless he happens to be unusually dull or a repulsively canny
and crafty careerist?

Intense literary production, quarrelling and making love with
Frieda, housework, learning Italian, were not the sum of his occu-
pations at Gargnano. "1 live in sunshine and happiness, in exile
and poverty" he could write truly and proudly. He had few corre-
spondents, but at one time or other he grandly invited every one
of them to come and stay with them—and they would have been
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wise to acoept for a few days since they would have learned how
the fact of being alive can be made enchanting. The only one who
accepted was a young man called Harold Hobson, who had been
on the walk with the Lawrences and Garnett from Bavaria to
Austria; and he spent Chrismas with them.

Otherwise they were quite alone, and had to create their own
interegs and happiness By way of rex from nove-writing Law-
rence took up his painting and produced what he described as " two
pictures—severa". With Frieda he climbed the hill behind thelittle
town to gather Christmas roses Once during January he went by
himsdf, looking for snowdrops erroneoudy reported by the school-
migress for he found only primroses and a daisy. Frieda, who
responded ingtantly to so much in him, shared his loving passion
for flowers

"When Lawrence first found a gentian, a big sngle blue one, |
remembe feding as if he had a srange communion with it, as if
the gentian yieded up its blueness its very essmee to him. Every-
thing he met had the newness of a creation just that moment come
into being."

Even at this time he had acquired—and knew he had acquired—
his habit of unblushing impudent dogmatism. " Living here one gets
wort of different—sort of ex-cathedra” he confessed to Edward
Garnett; and it was true. Why did he do it, why-did he involve
himsdf in his tangle of sdf-contradictions? Like Montaigne he
knew that he was ondoyant et divers, but he could never bring him-
sf to megt any of the endless puzzles of exigence with Montaigne's
shrug and "How should | know?" He was terribly at ease upon
Son. He aways had to know everything and have the right answer
to everything. Perhaps it is one difference between the artist and
the philosopher. The philosopher can afford to doubt and to be
ignorant, but the artis mug live and know all his moods and
experiences.

Anyway, there is no getting away from the fact of his dogmatism.
It was his way of putting things which other people would have
gtated more cautioudy and doubtfully. He knew perfectly wel that
his" ex-cathedra" habit was absurd and even warned other people to
discount it, only to tumble head-over-heds into it again on the very
next opportunity. He could not learn by experience to avaid it, any
more than he could hdp hopefully trying again and again to found
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his " cokmy of friends' however often experience showed it was a
disadrous idea, any more than he could help quarrelling with the
only woman heloved for noreal reason at all in most casss, and that
in spite of the fact that he recognised he was wrong and bad-
tempered and destroying his own happiness. However much the
dogmatism and the quarrelling grew out of his peculiar temperament,
the chief blame must be laid on bad early training and environment.
In much the same way he had acquired a habit of forcing on other
peopleunasked and usually i nappropriate advice apropos de bottes.

Autumn usually lasts long south of the Alps, but sooner or later
the great snowy pesks send winter icily swirling down on Italy.
When winter happened, Lawrence, like all inexperienced northerners,
was duly surprised and hurt—and the " hurt" must be taken literally
for aready in mid-December he had "a cold" and felt so "seedy"
that he stayed in bed "chewing Toroni". It was adismal reminder
in his happiness of the fiend at his lungs. There were rainy days
which made him "amazed and indignant", and then snow descended
on "a beastly wind from the Po". It was all so unexpected and dis-
agreeable that he got "the blues’, and had to cheer himself up by
scrubbing the floor and making marmalade.

Unhappily there were reasons enough for "the blues' not to be
driven away even by the humours and amusement of the local
theatre, where their landl ord gave them the key to hisbox. It would
be untrue to say that Lawrence tried to make money in life, but he
knew from much experience the bitterness of lacking it, although
he was one of those who will cut down expensesto nothing to avoid
debt. And he did not aways manage to avoid debt. He could not
help worrying about money that winter for he had taken on the res-
ponsibility of Friedaon avery small margin and doubtful prospects.
He had all the more reason to worry since his book of poems was
received very coldly and subscribed barely a hundred copies; and
to-day you cannot buy a copy of that edition for less than four
pounds!

On top of this discouragement he was much cast down by a letter
from Edward Garnett about Sons and Lovers, making various
adverse criticisms and demanding cuts in the sacred name of decency.
Looking ruefully at these dismal facts he still had the courage to
say that rather than give in and go back to teaching school hewould
be "the proverbial poor poet in the garret first", not, he hastily
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added, that he had "any sympathy with darvers, Gisings and
Chattertons" For a little while he played with the idea of doing
hack-work, and then repudiated it with the proud assertion: "I
always fed as if | sood naked for the fire of Almighty God to go
through me—and it's rather an awful feding. One has to be 0
terribly reigious."

Then there was the question of Frieda's divorce, disgust with the
squalid point of view of the lawyers not to mention the fact that
he could not afford to pay for it. Still through all the strange battle
he inssed on fighting with Frieda they were dowly forging their
permanent unbreakable reationship, even though there were always
those haunting, unforgotten, wistful children in England. "We've
had a hard time, Friedaand | , " hewrote to a woman friend. It
hadn't been easy, he goes on—and who supposss it was?>—for her
to leave hushand and children "like that"; nor even very easy for
them to sart living together in solitude in a foreign country and
yet in spite of everything " dig out a love desper and degper.” Later
on he daborated on this hard-won triumph:

"Once you've known what love can be, therés no disappoint-
ment any more and no despair. If the sies tumble down like a
Tnashed saucer, it couldn't break what's between Frieda and me.
I'll do my life work, gicking up for the love between man and
woman."

From Chrigmas until early in March they remained quite alone,
and then they werejoined by a woman friend. Evidently Lawrence
could manage to be happy sometimes without washing dishes for
he warmly welcomed her arrival because "she can do my share of
the housawork, thank the Lord". He complained that he fdt as if
he had "cooked cart-loads of food and scrubbed acres of dirty
boards”" Presently thisfriend moved to San Gaudenzio, higher up
the mountain-9de, and there at the completion of their tenancy the
Lawrences followed, daying at the rather "illicit" inn he has
dexribed in Twilight in Italy,

Lawrence left Gargnano with regret. In spite of the worries and
difficulties, much of their life there had been as nearly perfect as
is possble If het had ever felt any doubts about his vocation as a
writer they surdy should have been sdtled—despite Garnett's
grumbles—by that magerly final verson of Sons and Lovers. At
Gargnano he had worked hard and well.
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And then he was sorry to go avay from the flowers which grew
in such profusion, flowers which to him were dways the loveliest
symbol of the beautiful non-human world. They had meant much
to him in his londiness—the wild cydamens "very cold and
fragrant, red flowers of the pag, asif blassoming in the landscape
of Phaedra and Helen"; then the Christmas roses, "large pure cold
buds, likeviolets, like magnolias' under the winter sunlight which
was "0 still and pure, like iced wine". With earliest spring had
come the familiar primroses and among the olive groves "large,
white, grave vidlets and less srious blue ones’. Almonds and
apricots broke into blossom "like pink puffs of smoke anong the
grey amoke of olive leaves'; and there were wild crocuses of pde
magenta, blue hepatica, pae bee-orchids, and grgpe hyacinths
"purple as noon, many-breasted, and full of milk, and ripe, and
sun-darkened, like many-breested Diana.”

Still, much as heliked the place, he knew they had to move, and
then the spring dways made him redless s0 that dreedy he wes
thinking of Horence and Rome. After all they spent but a fortnight
a Sen Gaudenzio, but the change enlivened him. Every day he st
in a desarted lemon-garden, high above the lake, writing a nove
which he described as a pot-boiler, a novel about the Midlands
ugoested by his reading of Arnold Bennett's novel, afterwards re-
written as The Lost Girl But much of the time they were out, "up
at the charcod-burners hut on the mountains, or avay at the grest
sree” The people and the experiences which fill four of those
sketches of Twilight in Italy all came to him in the course of those
two weeks Often he was at his best when able to concentrate in
abook all the thronging experiences of a few days.

Ore morning as he sat donelooking out on the world of spring
he put the novel asde and wrote a song of triumph about himsdlf
and Frieda:

"We have died, we have dain and been dain,
We are not our old sdves any more.
| fed new and esger

To dart again.
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It is gorgeous to live and forget,

And to fed quite new.

See the bird in the flowers?—he's making
A rare to-do!

He thinks the whole blue sky

Is much less than the bit of blue egg

He's got in his nest—we'll be happy
Youand !, | and you.

With nothing to fight any more—

In each other, at least.

See how gorgeous the world is
Outside the door!"

4

SsoMEHOW the move north from Lake Garda seemed rather a come-
down, rather aretreat. Their baggage had been packed and labelled
for Florence, when suddenly they turned north instead of south,
intending to make their way back to England by way of Bavaria.
Why the sudden change? Once more it was Frieda's children and
her yearning to be with them—and when she really wanted some-
thing desperately, he seldom opposed it. The tragical importance
of those children in their lives can hardly be exaggerated. Here was
the young mother torn between them and this strange flame-like
lover who had carried her off like one of Rubenss Sabine women,
creating in her this insoluble conflict of loves and loyalties. It was
all very well for Lawrence to promise her in his cocksure way that
he would "make a new heaven and earth" for the children; all very
well for him to write her sster Else such obviously specious argu-
ments as. " i f Frieda brings the children a sacrifice, that is a curse
to them; whatever they may miss now, they will preserve their inner
liberty, their inner pride, so we must go on, and never let go the
children, but will, will and will to have them and have what we
think good."

It is unnecessary to dress the absurdity and hollowness of such
arguments, if arguments they can be called. But he had to do
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something, say something, make some pretence, for word had just
come from England that Frieda might, if she insisted, be divorced,
but if so then her children had no mothe—she would never be
allowed to s them again. Under that threat Frieda lost her head,
and could think of nothing but rushing back to England to stand
for hours in the street in the hope of seeing the children come out
of school. To adopt Lawrence's type of symbolism, here were the
lion and the unicorn fighting for the crown of Frieda, and the poor
crown getting dreadfully bent and battered in the strife.

There must have been times when she was on the verge of abandon-
ing the adventure, giving in to righteousness, going back to be
horribly forgiven. Something prevented Lawrence from saying out-
right: "You mustn't go—I need you most—stay with me." But
short of swallowing his conceit and admitting that, he used every
possible device to mean that without saying it. He could never have
endured another man's children, as he pretended to Else, and of
course he knew there was no dightest chance of getting them.
Suppose they had succeeded, how were two penniless wanderers
to look after three small children? At that time Lawrence was more
than ever worried about money. The utter failure of his poems had
been confirmed, and he had not received even proofs of Sons and
Lovers. At last he began to waver and to talk about teaching again
—not a big school like Davidson, a small private school. With his
health record would he have been accepted anywhere?

They meant to stay only aweek in Bavaria, and in fact remained
there chiefly from April to September, 1913. Their immediate
material difficulties were solved by living in a Bauerhaus belonging
to Frieda's brother-in-law, a "little wooden house, standing in a
corner of afir-wood, in a hilly meadow all primulas and gentian,
and looking away at the snowy Alps." But though he had kept
Frieda and there was the consolation of flowers and snow-peaks,
Lawrence was not altogether happy. "1t broke my heart to leave
Italy,"hewrote one friend, and told another "1 want to go back
toltaly', and until the last year or so of his life Italy was the country
where he was happiest. Now, after Italy, he disliked "the tightness
and domesticity" of Germany, though he admitted thankfully that
even that was better than the "Sunday fegling which is so blighting
in England.”

At all events, though still grumbling, he settled to work again,
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writing alternately on early versions of The Lost Girt and The Rain-
bow. Heworried himself with fruitless speculations asto the possible
fate of Sons and Lovers, and chafed at the delay in publication,
labelling all publishers"a damned dilatory lot". Of course, he had
every reason to worry about his next novel. It was his third, and
if its sdes and reputation proved no higher than those of the first
two, it was not a hopeful prospect. Still, whatever he felt, he kept
up a front of excessve self-confidence, dismissed the mere hundred
sde of his poems as irrelevant, with the boast: "I know | can write
bigger stuff than any man in England.”

In this Bavarian village of Irschenhausen he read a few new
English books of the day. A novel called The Gadfly he dismissed
as having "a sexual twist" he didn't like; and he found Wells's The
New Machiavelli depressing and long-winded. "I like Wells," he
wrote, "he is so warm, such a passionate declaimer or reasoner or
whatever you like. But, ugh!—he hurts me. He aways seams to
be looking at life as a cold and hungry little boy stares at a shop
where there is hot pork in the window." The book made him start
worrying about England because he was sure that "only through a
readjustment between men and women, and a making free and
healthy of this sex, will she get out of her present atrophy." He
picked up Bergson and found him "a little thin" and very dull.
The New Satesman, which had then just been founded, was
"measly"”.

Towards the end of June they made a flying visit to England,
going first to Edward Garnett's house in Kent, which he lent them.
That excellent friend contrived that Lawrence should find there a
cheque for fifty pounds from his publisher and a selection of the
favourable reviews of his novel. He had brought with him the
manuscript of "the best short story | have ever done", afterwards
called 'The Prussian Officer'—and there waiting for him too were
letters from Austin Harrison (the new editor of The English Review)
and from Ezra Pound, asking for stories. Finally, Edward Marsh
had sent a small cheque for a poem—"manna from heaven, | call
it", Lawrence commented ironically.

This was a friendly enough welcome for a couple of unrespectable
outlaws, and they cheered up considerably. They even began to
be known by the right people. There was Edward Marsh, editor
of Georgian Poetry, who introduced them to Professor Walter
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Raleigh and to Herbert and Cynthia Asquith. They sat in a cave
near Margate and sang: "What are the wild waves saying?' with
the Asquiths. In London they had met John Middleton Murry and
Katherine Mansfield, editors of a periodical called Rhythm, "a daft
paper, but the folk sound nice", and they came to s the Lawrences
by the seaside. M urry has left some memories of the visit, including
this one:

"Once in the early evening, in the faintly chill dusk, Lawrence
darting, like a schoolboy, in and out of the waves as they slipped
up theflat brown sand. Katherine Mansfield was a superb swimmer,
| agood one. It isthe only thing | could ever do better than Law-
rence did it. There, on the deserted sand, the four of us bathed
naked in the half-light, first happy, then shivering. Then we went
back and ate a huge supper of fried steak and tomatoes."

So potent was Lawrence's glamour that, it appears, even the
tomatoes "gleam very red" in memory's retrospect. Some if not
all of these distinguished persons had felt an interest in Lawrence's
early work, but the publication of Sons and Lovers had made his
reputation. True, even such faithful admirersasMurry and Katherine
Mansfield decided that the book's "approach is so purely physical"
and "other parts so much a matter of memory that the final effect
is a bewilderingly rich sterility"—whatever that may mean. True
also, some booksellers and circulating libraries refused to handle
the book ("may they fry in Hell" Lawrence hoped); but this after
all was an accolade, the tribute dullness pays to "genius'. Law-
rence's bibliographer tells us that most existing copies of the first
edition "show sgns of hard use, and were evidently read, passed
around, and re-read."” Writing of Lawrence's reputation just before
the publication of his next novel, two years later, Murry tells us:
"Lawrence was, at that time, emphatically the coming man. His
books were, naturally, the perquisite of the most established re-
viewers." This position had been won by Sons and Lovers.

What were the reasons for the success, which at first was a success
of esteam rather than of sdes? It is aways easy to find reasons,
but impossible to be sure they are the right ones. It is natural to
point out that the book was one of thefirst, if not thefirst, of English
novels to illustrate the psychological theories of Freud, then just
coming into vogue in England. From the point of view of the
professional critics it violated most of the canons supposedly st up
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for ever by such writers as Henry James, George Moore, Joseph
Conrad and so forth. An unprofessional opinion may be quoted
from Philip Heseltine (Peter Warl ock), who about ayear later wrote:

"l have just read all the novels of D. H. Lawrence—three in
number. They areto my mind simply unrivalled, in depth of insight
and beauty of language, by any other contemporary writer."

This was the view of a good many young people at the time. At
the first reading of Sons and Lovers there came a sudden flash of
recognition, such as came afterwards with Ulysses and Du Cote de
Chez Svarm—here is something really new and wonderful which
will almost certainly last. In Sons and Lovers the writer's almost
magical control of words never led him to show off—his passionate
interest in the thing said caused a complete sdlf-forgetfulness of
how it was being said. The book gave a profound experience of
lifeand at the sametime revealed anew, unique personality, puzzling,
irritatingly perverse, but with such rich gifts.

Enjoyment of the success of Sons and Lovers was not the only
reason for this visit to England, for presumably "evidence" had to
be manufactured for the solemn clownery of the law to provide a
divorce and a large bill of costs. That accomplished, they did not
linger. Though the sdes of the new novel were not high, Lawrence
talked no more of going back to teaching, and evidently thought
he was sdfe for the time being. Early in August they were back in
Professor Jaffe's wooden house at Irschenhausen, with the prospect
of a happy year before them. Lawrence's good spirits were not even
reduced by the fact that rain fell in such torrents that he sometimes
took hismorning bath by running round the house in a bathing dress.

Now for a time at least the contest of wills and personalities
between him and Frieda came to a point of rest; and indeed might
have remained there but for later events in the outer world which
goaded him to irritated furies and the verge of insanity. Soon Law-
rence was reporting from Bavaria that they were "settling down"
and "very happy". Jn Bavaria Frieda was among her own people,
and Lawrence, half hiding in the background, was amused to watch
the ceremonies for her birthday. A procession of children arrived,
including "alittle niece crowned with flowers, her little nephewsin
white, carrying a basket of peaches, and of apricots; and swests in
boxes, and perfumes and big bunches of flowers, and other presents.”
She received them dressed in the beautiful Bavarian peasant costume,
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ligened to their recital of birthday verses and then "blew on a
mouth organ."

Lawrence was glad to be out of England again, though, as he put
it wistfully, "I rather love my countrymen.*' For some reason
England had ssemed to him "ravelled and dull and woolly". Among
the mountains (when it wasn't raining) the world was "so living,
so quick". He never wearied of looking at the distant high ranges
which stood in the sunshing, fold after fold, "all varying with the
changing light." There, as often, the world was his representation.
In England he had been made to fed sdf-conscious and in thewrong
by arid legalists and people who had to be apologised to for his
"fase position" with Frieda. |t was not easy for him to be at esse
with new friends of another social class, whose assumptions and
preudices differed from his, whose sne of his superiority was
qualified by "criticism", who could not avoid atouch of patronage
to the *'genius' from the point of view of their own "incomparable
advantages." Edward Marsh even kindly opened a correspondence
course to teach Lawrence how to write poetry. In reply to advice
about rhymes and rhythms Lawrence patiently answered: "l have
always tried to get an emotion out in its own course, without alter-
ing it." To do that, of course, it was first necessary to have the
emotion.

For some reason Lawrence's output of poems dropped off sharply
at this time, but those he wrote are aimost all about Frieda, written
in moments of exultation or peace when they had fought their way:

'Through the straight gate of passion,
Between the bickering fire

Where flames of fiercelove tremble
On the body of fierce desire."

Unfortunately contemporary taste was so pedantic that poetry
had become—let us hope only temporarily—an amost obsolete
method of expression. Lawrence was at this time using it to utter
hisdelight inthereality of sexud love. The beautiful and unashamed
'Wedlock' is a perfect poem of wedded love. The Song of a Man
That is Loved', was omitted through the publishers prudery from
the original edition of Look! We Have Come Through, and Law-
rence re-wrote it for the 1928 Collected Poars—a doubtful improve-
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ment from theliterary point of view and certainly not in the mood
he wrote it Luckily he gave Frieda a copy of the original which
she has preserved for us:

"Between her breasts is my home, between her breasts,
Three sdes st on me space and fear, but the fourth side rests
Warm in a city of strength, between her breasts.

All day long | am busy and happy at my work,
I need not glance over my shoulder in fear of the terrors that lurk
Behind. | am fortified, | am glad of my work.

| need not look after my soul; beguile my fear
With prayer, | need only come home each night to find the dear
Door on the latch, and shut in myself, shut out fear.

| need only come home each night and lay
My face between her breasts;
And what of good | have given the day, my pesce attests.

Andwhat Ihave failed in, what | have wronged
Comes up unnamed from her body and surely
Silent tongued | am ashamed.

And | hope to spend eternity

With my face down-buried between her breasts
And my still heart full of security

And my dtill hands full of her breasts*'

I do not know how much more evidence is needed to refute the
parrot-cry that "she was not the right woman for him". That poem
alone should be conclusive, especidly as it leads to his triumphal
declaration of faith in himself and his life work with her in the
*Song of a Man Who Has Come Through':

"Not I, not I, but the wind that blows through me!

A fine wind is blowing the new direction of Time.

If only I let it bear me, carry me, if only it carry mel

If only I am sensitive, subtle, oh, delicate, a winged gift!

If only, most lovely of all, | yield myself and am borrowed
By thefine, finewind...."
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In these words he dedicated himself to love and life, with a
mystical belief that he was in some way sdected to express truths
beyond himself; and those moments arejust as true of him as the
moments when he craved for darkness and destruction and the
death-ritual.

5

IN those days it was still not only possible but even pleasant to
make walking tours in Europe, and it was still the best way to
e what yet survived of aworld created in days when the horseman
and the man on foot st the standard of distance. Already in
September the cold of the snow mountains began to fall on Irschen-
hausen, and the Lawrences began to talk of where they should go
in the south. It was decided that Frieda for a time should visit her
mother and father while Lawrence walked through Switzerland to
Italy, where she would join him by train. It looks as if she did not
want to risk the hardships of the year before. He, by far the more
fragile in health, took the risk and was rewarded by seeing alittle
more of Europe before it withered under the blights of war and
official tourismi.

He planned to go from Schaffhausen to Como by way of Zurich,
Lucerne, Airolo and Bellinzona, partly by steamer but chiefly on
foot with a knapsack. He found he did not care very much for the
Swiss lowland country—it seemed "neutral and ordinary". Apart
from the mountains he thought that in Switzerland you aways get
a "feeling of average, of utter soulless ordinariness, something
intolerable.” Hefelt this so acutely that he found "the only possible
living sensation isthe sensation of relief in going away." So without
stopping for more than an hour or two at Zurich he took a steamer
down the lake, and at nightfall came to a Gasthaus where he "ate
boiled ham and drank beer, and tried to digest the utter cold
materialism of Switzerland.”

And then he made adiscovery which brought him alivewith vivid
interest, and showed the people with whom he sympathised. He
made the acquaintance of some Italian exiles, who had fled to
Switzerland to escgpe conscription. They were rehearsing a play,
and Lawrence has described them for us. Giuseppino, Alberto,
Alfredo and hisgirl Maddelena, the play they were trying to produce,
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their little newspaper, L'Anarchista* which they wistfully believed
would save the world, their warmth and humanity and home-
sickness. They were only peasants who had become factory hands
in "the cold mechanical world" for the sske of an unpractical ideal
—and though Lawrence rather disliked and repudiated the ideal,
he loved them because they were still vividly and touchingly alive.
Next morning, Sunday, he was confronted with a breakfast table
of "bread and butter and a piece of cheese weighing about five
pounds, and large fresh, sweet cakes." Then he st out, "quickly,
over the stream" for Lucerne, only to meet very soon with church-
people coming out of church "in the fat agricultural land", men
"in black broadcloth and old chimney-pot silk hats, carrying their
umbrellas, women in ugly dresses”" all of them stiff and "reduced
to a Sunday nullity." He hated them. As he sat down to attend
to a blistered toe he saw two more men coming towards him, and
got up hastily to pass them on foot. They were black-coated elders,
and he just "could not bear the way they walked and talked, so
crambling and material and mealy-mouthed." A drizzle of rain
came on, so he crouched under a tree and ate the remains of the
frugal meal he had bought in Zurich, and felt "so glad to be there,
homeless, without place or belonging, crouching under the leaves
in the copse by the road, separate as a ghost." Those are the
moments when he is so lovable, when on€'s heart and loyalty go out
unguestioningly to him in his poverty and his solitude and freedom,
going south on foot, coughing his lungs out but gay and impudent
and unbeatable like the Arch-Poet he was, last of the Goliards.
That day he had another adventure, somehow finding himself
taking tea with two little old ladies to whom he pretended that he
was an Austrian from Graz, and then had to leave hurriedly for
fear he should fail in his part. He spent the night in a "detestable
brutal inn" and on Monday walked over the "detestable Rigi",
where he came upon a "lost young Frenchman." They liked each
other and a once became close friends, so close that Lawrence
promised to go and stay with him in Algiers; but soon lost the
address and forgot his name, but still "he is my friend for ever."
Then he met another young man, an Englishman, madly straining
himself by trying to walk an insane number of mountain miles in
alimited holiday, "until he was sick with fatigue and over-exertion."
At first Lawrence pitied and admired him, and tried to humiliate
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the fat sedentary landlord by reciting the young man's exertions
after he had left. And then, "suddenly | hated him, the dogged
fool. What a vile nature, almost Sadish, proud, like the infamous
Red Indians, of being able to stand torture."

It is less interesting to note that the Red Indians he afterwards
idealised were then "infamous" than to realise how every hour and
episode of life were interesting to him or made interesting by him.
He still had to cross the main pass into Italy. For a whole day
he plodded steadily up the Al pine road towards Andermatt, through
an increasing cold which seemed to freeze his blood. The "valley
beds' seemed to him like "deep graves', and the snow-peaks
*'breathed the very quick of cold death in the tang of snow and the
noise of icy water." At last, in "the cold livid twilight" he trudged
into Andermatt, but hated it so much that for all his weariness he
went on until beyond he came to a poor house kept by a widow
woman, "a hen-like woman" who was deaf and insisted on making
him a cognac omelette which cost more than he could afford.
Morning came, "blue and perfect”, and now he found a young
German named Emil as acompanion of the road. Over the Gotthard
they went, and then down the long passinto Italy, down "the sun-
dried, ancient, southern dopes of the world," down from deathly
winter to mellow early autumn. The first words he spoke at the
first little shop were: "Quanto costa Tuva?' "How much are
grapes?'

Like most walks of the kind this one ended in arailway journey,
to Milan. There he met Frieda, and together they went onto Lerici.
Why had they chosen Lerici? Perhaps it was the memory of Shelley;
perhaps, more prosaicaly, they had heard it was cheap and remote.
At any rate they arrived there about the end of September 1913,
and immediately loved it. "I am so happy with the place we have
at last discovered,” Lawrence wrote, and went on to describe their
pink four-roomed cottage. It was at alittle place called Fiascherino,
round the headland beyond Lerici, and was built on a terrace close
to the Mediterranean in a large garden of vines and fig trees and
olives, with vast wooded hillsin the distance. It was so remote that
there was not even a road leading to it, so everything had to come
to them by boat or carried on their heads by the peasant women.
They found the inside of the pretty cottage extremely dirty, so
Lawrence tied his braces round his waist and "went for it." But
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then, "Lord, to se the dark floor flushing crimson, the dawn of
deep red bricksrise from out this night of filth, was enough to make
one burst forth into hymns and psalms."

The peasant woman, Felice, and her daughter, Elide, who came
to help with the housework, had never seen a scrubbing-brush before
—according to Lawrence, at any rate. He never relaxed his standards
of household cleanliness; and neither Italy nor Mexico nor Australia
nor rural England could provide himwith sufficiently clean quarters
until he had "got at it" himself. The absence of a bathroom did
not trouble them much while the warm weather lasted, for they
could bathe in the sea. Lawrence, brought up inland in the dread
of cold water, was avery poor swimmer and would insist on bathing
even when there was a dangerously rough sea. He exasperated
Frieda so much by ignoring her warnings that she tried to taunt
himinto safety: "If you can't be areal poet, you'll drown like one."

Perhaps it was the result of breaking off work to make hiswalking
tour, perhaps it was the languor of a Mediterranean autumn which
influenced him, perhaps he was "written out” for the time being—
at all events he relaxed from the intense creative activity which had
been pouring out prose and verse for about eighteen months. He
speaks of not "working much" and even went so far asto say that if
he had even atiny income he would be "delighted to | oaf for ever".
But with Lawrence "loafing" was aways relative. Apparently he
did not find a great deal at the moment to say in poetry, and he
may have dropped for a time his work on short stories, in spite of
the fact that he had already produced such good ones as The Prussian
Officer' and'A Thornin the Flesh'. But if he was comparatively idle
in those forms, the main reason is that he was again working on the
longest and most ambitious of his novels, which had been begun
at Gargnano.

Lawrence was seldom good at titles. The two short stories just
mentioned have not particularly appropriate titles, and at first
they were even less originally called '‘Comradesin Arms' and'Vin
Ordinaire'. The suggestion is that he did not plan books or stories
or even poems as more or less artificial "works of art", but allowed
them to flow through his mind as "life-experiences, thought-adven-
tures', to such an extent that he could write a large part of a novel
and exclaim with exasperation that he still did not know what it
was about. At all events his own titles were often so poor and vague
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that the existing ones were often suggested by others. His first novel
bad been feebly called Nethermere until Jesse Chambers suggested
the better though quite irrelevant White Peacock. | believe it was
nis publishers who gave him Sonsand Loversin place of his own
undistinguished Paul Morel. So it was with this new novel. Origin-
ally it was badly called The Ssters, then (much better) The Wedding
Ring, when Frieda insisted on The Rainbow though the novel has
not much more to do with rainbows than the first one with pea
cocks. If the title of The Wedding Ring had been retained it might
have gone some way towards explaining and justifying scenes which
dreary people thought indelicate.

His statement that at this time he was "not working" was far
less true than what he wrote to Edward Garnett about the same
time: "I am a slow writer really—I only have great outbursts of
work." Thereis a general impression that Lawrence was a careless
writer, lacking in self criticism, who re-wrote but never revised. He
is himself rather to blame for this idea, though it has received some
support from Aldous Huxley; but if Lawrence's manuscripts are
examined it will be seen that in many cases he not only re-wrote,
but corrected and re-corrected and interlined. The revisions of his
script of *Last Poems, for instance, often made it difficult to deter-
mine what was the correct reading True, in the case of The Rainbow,
it was rather a question of making severa fdse starts than of
detailed revision. It seams that he wrote no fewer than seven
partial drafts occupying more than a thousand pages before he even
found what he thought were the right tone and pace for the book.
This looks as if he had started prematurely, without knowing what
he wanted to say. Yet once he was satisfied that he was on the right
track he wrote the whole novel in a period of less than six months
of "not writing"—in scope and size the most ambitious of his books,
running to at least 185,000 words.

Still, during a portion of his life at Fiascherino he evidently was
either discouraged by repeated fase starts on his novel or realy
was "not working." It troubled him, for he wrote to Marsh: "I
don't write much verse now", and to McLeod: "l haven't been able
to work. It is nojoke to do as Frieda and | have done—and my
very soul fedstired." In that rather frayed mood of exhaustion he
was fretted by well-meant letters from Edward Marsh trying to teach
him how to write poems of the orthodox Georgian kind. At first
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Lawrence responded quite patiently, merely dropping a hint that
he was bored by the advice: "Don't think that it is because your
last letter offended me at all, that I don't write. In reality | quite
agreed with what you said, but |'ve got to earn my living by prose."

Theinexorably complacent and obtuse letters continued, and then
in exasperation Lawrence hit out:

"1t doesn't depend on the ear, particularly, but on the sensitive
soul And the ear gets a habit, and becomes master, when the ebbing
and lifting motion should be master, and the ear the transmitter.
If your ear has got stiff and a bit mechanical, don't blame my poetry.
That's why you like 'Golden Journey to Samarcand'—it fits your
habituated ear, and your feeling crouches subservient and a bit
pathetic. 'It satifies my ear,’ you say. Wejl, | don't write for your

It is an awfu' thing, as a Scot would say, to take on onesdlf the
direction of "genius’, for the world is apt to discover in time that
the wrong road of "genius" was the right one &fter all; and it may
be that Marsh correcting Lawrence, though much more amiable
and civilised, was like Croker correcting Keats. However that may
be, such rude speaking from a Georgian recruit was unprecedented
and to be pardoned only on the grounds of ignorance. But pardoned
Lawrence certainly was, for in the very midst of a peasant wedding
party where the "wine ran very red", the Lawrences were called out
to greet three Georgian poets and "a man named Waterfield", who
turned out to be a painter living in a beautiful old castle near
Sarzana. From awedding feast of octopus and chicken and peasant
mirth to these refined intellectuals was a startling change. "1t was
like suddenly going into very rare air,” Lawrence reported, "one
staggered and | quite lost my bearings.” It might be questioned
whether the staggering was due to the poets "very rare air" or to
local wine.

Strangely enough, in view of their still illicit situation, this was
rather a social period with the Lawrences. In those days English
people with incomes were scattered all over Europe in search of a
somewhat elusive culture; and, as they were usually rather bored,
and knew little of the country they were in, they welcomed English
new-comers to their gatherings. So it happened to the Lawrences
in spite of the fact that the divorce proceedings had been luridly
reported in the yellow press. Some of their English neighbours in
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Italy had either not heard this scandal or chosetoignoreit; where-
upon Frieda, ever courageous and straightforward, insisted that
Lawrence should tell them—which thinned the visiting list In
England, Edward Marsh, among others, stood by them; and when
visiting Italy that winter took the trouble to come and se
them.

On the night following Marsh's departure there was a heavy and
unusual fall of snow along thelittoral. When the Lawrences awoke
they wondered "what the queer pallor" could be, and going to the
window saw that "the snow lay nearly six inches deep, and was
still drifting finely, shadowily, out to the sombre-looking sea"
Naturally no servant arrived, so Lawrence dressed and built a big
fire and washed the dishes in "a queer, silent, muffled Fiascherino".
L ooking out again he saw the olive trees bowed under their burden
of snow so that "whole dopes ssemed peopled with despairing
shades descending to the Styx", and then suddenly the weight and
the cold brought tree after tree creaking and crashing to the ground,
and even the cat was terrified out of its wits by the noise and the
strange white world. Then into their silence there burst Elide and
her brother Alessandro, clamouring against Heaven, wailing and
mourning their loss: "M a, dio, dio—senti, Signore, scnti—Cristo
dd mondo—e una rovina—una rovina—un danno!" In the midst
of this drama Lawrence was perplexed and distressed by a rumour
that Marsh and his companion had been arrested. All ended well.
Marsh, if ever arrested, easily escaped. The peasants staged a superb
scene of tragic lamentation for an inspecting tax commissioner, and,
when he had gone, "happily began chopping up thetrees' remarking
to one another: "Now we can get warm!"

Clearly Lawrence enjoyed all this or he would not have taken
thetroubleto record it in such vivid detail. Throughout he sounds
thoroughly happy and amused. Y et there was always lurking and
sometimes dominant even at the best of times that antithetical "dark
self" which led him to do and to say such disconcerting things. He
was very much the dave of his moods, and if he could express the
happy ones in language of incomparable beauty, he could also st
forth thedismal or vituperative ones with fantastic lack of restraint.
Almost at the same time that he had been writing so gaily to Marsh
to tell him about the fun of the snow-storm he was writing to some-
one d<e in the depth of gloom: " | f you knew the slough of misery
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we've sruggled and suffocated through. We are the most unfortu-
nate, agonised, fate-harassed mortals since Orestes and that gang.”
Apparently "Orestes and that gang" aroused his sense of humour
since he turned round and imagined that as his correspondent
(Cynthia Asquith) read his letter in bed she would "stroke the
counterpanewith apurringmotion, likean old maid having muffins
for tea in the lamplight and reading Stanley in Africa."

When it was a case of real troubles, and not black brooding in
more or less imaginary dumps, he met the situation sensibly. He
had sent Edward Garnett a copy of one of the later versions—but
not the final version we now have—of The Rainbow; and Garnett
had been both disappointed and censorious. Even if the version
he saw was as good as the existing one, Garnett had some reason
for disappointment. After two exciting but not quite integrated
early novels Lawrence had produced in Sons and Lovers a master-
piece of very high achievement. Among the qualities which had
attracted readers were its mingling of precise reality with poetic
imagination, its truth to ordinary life and high aspiration, its clear
presentation of character and the clash of degp but completely
understood emotions, its vivid writing from beginning to end. And
hewas still in histwenties. Naturally, Garnett's expectations of the
next novel were high, especidly as Lawrence had written rather
boastfully of it. Imagine Garnett's disappointment when he found
that Lawrence had dropped all this for a rather solemn saga of
generations where character was analysed so far back to common
eements that there was some difficulty in sorting out the people
and remembering them. It was at once rustic and psychological,
asif it were a Russian novel written by George Eliot.

Garnett wrote him frankly that he thought this book something
of a betrayal of Lawrence's "genius'. His real strength, Garnett
thought, his real originality, lay in hisinstinctive gifts as an artist;
and not in lengthy Freudian andyses and sermons on salvation.
Lawrence admitted thisin hisreply, but with hisunfailing obstinacy
stuck to his own point of view:

"1t isthat which troubles me most. | have no longer thejoy |
had in creating vivid scenes, that | had in Sons and Lovers. | don't
care much more about accumulating objects in the powerful light
of emotion, and making ascene of them. | haveto writedifferently."

From Garnett's point of view the book must have ssemed alittle
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pretentious, a little solemn and boring even, with not enough
cheerfulness breaking in on the philosophy. Accepting his criticism
that the book in its then state would not do, Lawrence st to work
on yet another version. Writing at a high speed which must have
averaged about 3000 words a day he had very nearly completed his
task by late A pril. Reflection and the writer's very natural possessive
feeling for his own work whileit isin process of creation had now
put him into a far less docile mood. From being apologetic he
became aggressive:

"Y ou know how willing I am to hear what you have to say, and to
take your advice and to act on it when | have taken it. But itis
no good unlessyou will have patienceand understand what | want to
do. 1 am not after all a child working erratically. All the time,
underneath, thereis something deep evolvingitself outin me. And
it is hard to express a new thing, in sincerity. . . . You tell mel
am half a Frenchman and one-eighth a Cockney. But that isn't it.
| have very often the vulgarity and disagreegbleness of the common
people, and as you say Cockney, and 1 may be a Frenchman. But
primarily 1 am a passionately religious man, and my novels must
be written from the depth of my religious experience. That | must
keep to, because | can only work like that."

It depends entirely on one's estimate of this book and its imme-
diate successors whether those lines are taken as a profound date-
ment of convictions and ideds beyond the grasp of Garnett and
his like, or whether they are read as a lame, specious and uncon-
vincing attempt to find excuses for the fact that he could not produce
another novel so vivid and fascinating as Sons and Lovers. The
reference to his having“the vulgarity and disagreesbleness of the
common people" is very interesting. In other moods he would
vehemently and angrily deny it, but there can be no doubt that just
such defects as these jarred on his upper-class friends and estranged
them, and made difficulties with many of his readers. A debate
might be held as to whether he was or was not "a passionaely
religious man". His view was that, however unorthdoxly, he did
fed "religiously" about a world which too many people merely
hoped to exploit for some material gain. He would aso have
maintained that he felt "passionately religious” about sex, wheress
these materidist-minded people who were his enemies on their
own admission considered sx "dirty" and "unpleasant”. The
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dirt and unpleasantness, he retorted, were wholly of their creating.

Meanwhile as Lawrence wrestled with his angel or demon of
creation, winter faded from Lend in spite of the great snowstorm.
As early as the second week in February they were out in the ruined
olive groves gathering the delicate Mediterranean flowers he loved
so much—"wild narcissus and purple anemone and a few sSweet
violets", flowers of Theocritus. Now from dawn to dusk the sa
was iridescent blue; peach trees blossomed; and there were " pink
almond trees among the vapour grey of the olives". One spring day
they took some food and climbed high up into the hills, from which
they could see the mountains of Carrara and the wide valley and
the coast "sweeping round in a curve that makes my blood run
with delight." Everything seemed so lovely that he felt as if he
could "jump into the air". A great longing to look at the beauty
of the world came over him. He wanted to start off, at once, on
foot, to "walk south, into the Apeninnes." Why didn't he? Well,
he was too poor, and the vexatious novel had to be finished, and
there was his puritan conscience. He had made a pact with that
conscience to return to England and be legally married as soon as
the divorce decree was made absolute.

That day on the mountain and his commonsense checking of his
longing to wander freely in the world had a symbolical meaning
beyond anything he could have known. It is true that his novels
and dories to that time had almost all been the growth of the
England of his youth, the English Midlands for which he cared so
deeply. Butitisagreat error to put him forward merely as alocal
patriot and regionalist writer, which he certainly was not. Already
he had felt intuitively that the old rigid nationalistism was breaking
down, that art, like life itself, had to flow from new centres. It was
from choice as much as necessity that he had turned to the wider
worldwith hisambitiontowrite anovel about each of the continents.

When, in June 1914, he resisted the lure of wandering adventure
and returned to England from Lerici, it was with no idea of remain-
ing there. We can tell that from the mere fact that he left behind
several important note books and much of their little property. For
amost two years he had been an intellectual nomad. His pro-
vincialism was broken up without his ever acquiring the more acute
provincialism of literary London, which touched and harmed but
did not hold him. If his strange battle with Friedawas not ended, had
indeed most grievous and deadly phases yet to come, it had never-
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thdess been decided that they belonged irrevocably to each other.
There were difficulties to face, but the world ssamed opening before
than, and they were confident of the future. Even before they left
for London they were gaily planning a vist to Ireland and then
afterwards an exploration of the Abruzzi mountains.

Within sx weeks the iron tempest of war burst over Europe and
spread across the world, obliterating the hopes of generations,
bequeathing a hideous chaos of hatred, vengeance and confusion.
Lawrence did not return to England for two or three months as he
expected, but for fiveand a half yearsduring which heendured srange
aufferings and disagers, which left him penniless, calumniated, per-
secuted, an outcag, raving in almost unintelligible efforts to grapple
with a world gone mad and with his own tormented, divided spirit,
growing ever more embittered and unhappy until in due course he
excapad into voluntary exile.

6

LAWRENCE and Frieda were legally married at a London Registry
doffice on the 13th July, 1914. Characterigtically Frieda, who in the
mythology of the law was suppossd to be a seduced and tainted
outcagt humbly yearning for security, cared not a damn about being
made a comparatively hones woman again with marriage lines to
show the policeman. Lawrence, on the other hand, quite failed to
e the farcical sde, at firgt took it all serioudy and even with a
certain amount of trepidation. He speedily recovered his snee of
humour, however, and reported that he had gone through the cere-
mony with his heart in his boots and neuralgia in his left eye.

For some unknown reason he dected to beieve that this hugger-
mugger formality was "very decent and dignified", and fegned
aurprisethat it did not make him fed " a changed man." Lawrences
discoursss about fiddity and the permanence of marriage so much
impressad  Katherine Mandfidd (one of the witneses) that she
ingantly decided to abandon woman's freedom and henceforth to
wear awedding ring. Whereupon Frieda, no longer having occason
to wear the wedding ring of her firs marriage, ingantly presnted
it to her friend. Therewasarich irony about thiswhich ssamsto have
exaped all those presnt. Fiddlity and permanence of marriage!
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Evidently the whole topic of marriage was very much in his con-
sciousness at the time, as appears from a curious and interesting
passage in one of his letters which is so important to an under-
standing of one at least of his more or Jess permanent moods that
it must be read in full:

"Doyou think loveis an accomplished thing, the day it is recog-
nised? Itisn't. Tolove, you have to learn to understand the other,
more than she understands herself, and submit to her understanding
of you. It is damnably difficult and painful, but it is the only thing
which endures. Y ou mustn't think that your desire or your funda-
mental need isto make a good career, or to fill your life with activity,
or even to provide for your family materially. Itisn't. Y our most
vital necessity in thislifeisthat you shall love your wife completely
and implicitly and in entire nakedness of body and spirit. Then you
will have peace and inner security, no matter how many things go
wrong. And this peace and security will leave you free to act and
to produce your own work, a real independent workman. Y ou
asked me once what my message was. | haven't got any general
message . . . but this that | tell you is my messge as far as |'ve
got any."

At other times Lawrence conceived himself charged to deliver
other messages. Only recently, as we have seen, it had been the
message of "a deeply religious man". though of course he would
have claimed that his view of marriage was religious, as indeed it
was as here stated. Two obvious reflections come to mind. First
of all, Lawrence is here writing as one who knew nothing of the
realities of war, those fearful exigencies of collective violence which
separate man and woman arbitrarily, without pity, perhaps for
years, perhaps for ever, making this fidelity and permanence and
intense domestic welding together a mere mockery. Jn the second
place, the reader may well ask how we are to reconcile these lofty
and self-imposed exigencies with the notorious fact of Lawrence's
continual and bitter quarrels with hiswife, degenerating into insults
and personal violence and attempts on her part to leave him?
Nobody can deny that this happened, and of course the most has
been made of it by the malevolence of enemies. The only person
who can throw any authentic light on the problem is Frieda Law-
ence hersalf, and.this is her reply:

"l certainly found him more delicately and sensitively aware of
F
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methan | ever imagined anybody would be. To be so envdoped in
tenderness was a miracle in itself to me."

If she was fully satisfied, what reason have we to complain?

From such considerations he was now drawn away to attend to
his literary affairs. It must be remembered that Edward Garnett
was Duckworth's chief literary adviser, so that the fact that he was
as dissatisfied with the latest version of The Rainbow as he had
been with theearlier one carried seriousimplicationsfor Lawrence's
future. He defended the book and his ideas once more with equal
warmth, though his claim that it is "a little Futuristic" ssems
fanciful, since the pervading flavour of George Eliot is something
against which one has to struggle. But this opinion of Garnett's
coming on top of the failure of Love Poems made Duckworth
hesitant. Piqued by this, and without considering that the offer of
a large advance may be rather a proof of commercial hopes in a
publisher than the fundamental sympathy whichisfar morevaluable,
Lawrence instantly closed with an offer made through Pinker by
Methuen to publish the book, with what seemed to him the
very large advance of three hundred pounds. In describing these
transactions Lawrence says that he "took Pinker'scheque" and then
spesks of one hundred and fifty pounds as still due to him from
Methuen; from which 1 infer that Pinker gave him one hundred
and thirty-five pounds—i.e. one hundred and fifty pounds less ten
pei cent commission, incidentally, either the publisher or Lawrence
or both were dissatisfied with the form of The Rainbow, and he
agreed to undertake the weary task of re-writing it yet again,
making what appears to have been the eighth version.

Already he was looking about for the subject of another book,
and, as he did not seam to have the theme for a novel ready, he
decided that he would write a book on Thomas Hardy. He men-
tioned thisidea to Edward Marsh, who at once sent him a complete
st of Hardy's works, for such a book was a distinct indication of
coming into the right sheepfold. It would be pleasant to be able
to report that this kindness helped to produce a great book on
Hardy. A comparison of Lawrence's book with the very Oxonian
production of Lionel Johnson leaves one astonished that the same
novels and poems could produce such totally different results. Only
one chapter of Lawrence's book was published (in The Book Col-
lector's Quarterly, spring 1932) before the whole work appeared in
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Phoenix, in 1936. This chapter (Containing Sx novels and a Real
Tragedy) is the only one which really tackles or attempts to tackle
the theme of Thomas Hardy and his books. The others dea only
inferentially and at long range with Hardy, and are mostly about
Lawrence. The styleisin that heavily symbolical and didactic vein
which Lawrence called "philosophical”, and is more nearly related
to Ruskin in his moods of preaching and prophecy. It is a work
which is repaying to students of Lawrence's peculiar forms of
thought, but islikely to repel othersthan such specidists. How far
the book ranges from its announced theme may be guessed from
such chapter headings as. 'Of Poppies and Phoenixes; 'About
Women's Suffrage’ and 'L aws and the War and the Poor'; ' A n Attack
on Work and the Money Appetite and on the State’; "Work andthe
Angel and the Unbegotten Hero'; 'The Axle and the Wheel of
Eternity'; 'Of Being and Not-Being'. . . . The hands of Ruskin and
of Ruskin's master, Carlyle, are heavily apparent in a series of
endless digressions which come to no recognisable conclusion.

Infinitely more promising, at least from the point of view of the
ordinary reader, was the first collection of his short stories now
accepted by Duckworth, to which Garnett gave the then
topical but misleading title of The Prussian Officer, By way of
showing his indifference to conflicting schools of poets, he now
achieved the distinction of being the only poet who contributed to
both the Georgian and the Imagist Anthologies.

All through the July of that year 1914 the newspapers blared and
flared with "warnings' and belligerence. A century had passed
since England had been engaged in a European War, so that many
people refused to believe it could happen right up till the last day.
Even when war was declared it seemed like something out of a
history book picked up and vulgarised by the newspapers, and
hence not part of real life. There was intense excitement and
much vicarious heroism, on the lines of Tartarin de Tarascon,
among people who never imagined they might have to do any
fighting or buffering themselves.

I do not myself believe that Lawrence took the opening of the
war tragically, an impression which is supported by his letters and
the evidence of both Catherine Carswell and Middleton Murry. It
so happened that | dined with him and others on the evening of
the 30th July, during which, as he quaintly reported, we "had some
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poetry", withan air of distaste asif it had been slightly corked claret.
He told us, rather mockingly, that he had lunched with Edward
Marsh (then Mr. Churchill's private secretary) and that he had been
"very grave about the situation”. My memory is that Lawrence had
failed to take Marsh's hint, that he spoke of the episode lightly and
rather incredulously, and passed immediately to other topics.

It ssams most obvious that he cannot have had any inkling of
what was coming, since he spent that fateful week-end of August
1914 walking the Westmorland moors with "three other men",
one of whom, S. S. Koteliansky, became his lifelong friend and
admirer. High up on the moors they came upon a pond full of
water-lilies, and Lawrence twined some of them round his hat as
he walked. In alittle wayside inn they found a party of girls having
teain an upper room "out on a spree’ and shrieking with laughter.
In a storm of rain they crouched for shelter under a rough stone
wall as the "rain flew by in streams"; and then Lawrence "imitated
music-hall turns" and "pranked in the rain" while "Koteliansky
groaned Hebrew music." Then they descended upon the industrial
town of Barrow-in-Furness and learned that war had been declared.
So far from their cardess gaiety turning to horror and misery at
this news, they "all went mad", with "soldiers kissing on Barrow
station, and a woman shouting defiantly to her sweetheart." In a
letter dated 10th August, he says to Pinker: "Here is a state of
affars—what is going to become of us?' He was anxious to know
if Methuen had signed the agreement for The Rainbow, adding that
as return to Italy seemed impossible he thought of taking "a tiny
cottage somewhere".

Long afterwards in 'Glad Ghosts' he said of the war: "It was
August, we could take it lightly." On the 5th September, 1914, he
again wrote Pinker for money, this time from near Chesham in
Buckinghamshire, adding: "What a miserable world. What colossal
idiocy, this war. Out of sheer rage I've begun my book about
Thomas Hardy. It will be about anything but Thomas Hardy |
am afraid." In that book his references to the war still showed an
unreal detachment: "Let there be an end then of all this welter of
pity, which is only self-pity reflected onto some obvious surface.
And let there be an end of this German hatred. We ought to be
grateful to Germany that she still has the power to burst the bound
hide of the cabbage'—whatever that may be. In October he wrote
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a letter to Harriet Monroe, editor of Poetry, who had offered a
money prize for the "best" war poem. Being a neutral some thou-
sands of miles away from the fighting she must have suggested that
Lawrence should volunteer, as F. S. Flint and | had been foolish
enough to do. This hint he rgected with contempt:

* | am not in the war zone. | think | am much too valuable a
creature to offer myself to a German bullet gratis and for fun.*

In the same vein of light persflage he aso rgects with equal
contempt the idea of sending in a poem on the war, saying that all
he felt inclined to do was something on the lines of The Owl and
the Pussycat'. Itisnot so much surprising as inevitable with his
sudden changes of mood that when he received the war number of
Poetry he flew into arage with what he called "the glib irreverence®
of the contributors, not one of whom, it appears, had risen to the
high seriousness of 'The Owl and the Pussycat'. By this time, mid-
November 1914, he had written one-third of the Hardy book, had
grown abeard, and had been rather il | with the usual lung trouble.
His attitude then was expressed in these words: "The war is dread-
ful. It is the business of the artist to follow it home to the heart
of the individual fighters.*' Excellent advice! but how was it to be
followed except by going to the war? By the 5th December he has
changed again. Now, asin the Hardy book, heis"glad of the war",
and he was glad of it because "it kicks the pasteboard bottom in
of the usual good popular novel"—which really is taking a howitzer
to kill a flea.

| may seem to be labouring a number of unimportant points,
but the reason is that even in the face of an appalling catastrophe
like thewar Lawrence had no settled attitude until it began to reach
out for him personally—before that he had swerved like a weather-
cock in the gust of every mood. Of course other people vacillated,
were uncertain, only learned from harsh experience. Even aphiloso-
pher, Bertrand Russell, tells us that until 1914 he had never thought
about the subject of war. A mere artist may then be excused un-
certainty, but not his censoriousness of anyone who did not happen to
share his mood of themoment. |sit not true of the"artist type" that
hethinksin termsof theindividual experience, not the abstract public
good or ill? Lawrence's phrase about the "individual fighters"
indicatesthis; so too his more self-centred statement that he disliked
the war because" i t puts adamper on on€e's own personal movements."
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We ga some valuable sdelights on Lawrence at this time from
notes made by Middleton Murry, who for part of the winter was his
neighbour. From thee it appears that during November-Decem-
ber they discusad anything but the war. Much attention was
devoted to "the nove", to the nature of Tragedy, and to what
Lawrence called his philosophy. Murry found this "very hard to
undersgand”. He could not know then or even when he wrote his
Reminiscences that this metaphysical symbolism Lawrence poured
out to him was a repetition of what he had been writing in the
Hardy book. It is more than probable that Lawrence made no
effort to clarify thisuncertain mystical thought. Heknew that Murry
was an Oxford man who had been through the schools knew the
terms of philosophy and had been trained in logic. With his phobia
againg being worgted in an argument, his feding that he must play
leader and superior in every company, he may have thought that
the more vagudy he talked and the more he hashed up symboliam
and metaphyscs the less chance Murry had to refute him. He
certainly had Murry puzzed—and if a philosopher cannot under-
sand a new philosophy, who can?

Just how temperamental, uncertain of himsdf and fundamentally
frivolous Lawrence was on such topics may be rather neatly illus-
trated by his attitude towards that solemn abstraction, the Absolute.
Murry has kept a note of a conversation about Dostoevsky which
took place on 18th November, 1914. In the course of this Lawrence
dedared vehemently and dogmatically:

"Humility is death! To bdieve in an Absolute is death—
there are no absolutes”

In January of 1915 Lawrence met the painter, Duncan Grant,
and on the 27th of the month wrote of him to Ottoline Morrell
as follows.

"He is after qating the Absolute—like Fra Angdico in the Last
Judgment—a whole conception of the exigence of man—creation,
good, evil, life, death, resurrection, the separating of the sream of
good and evil, and itsreturn to the eternal source It is an Absolute
we are all after, a gatement of the whole scheme—the issue the
progess through time—and the return—making unchangeable
eternity.”

Now, which did he mean? Did he or didn't he believe in the
Absolute? Or was he not merdy talking for effect, trying to impress
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these people with an appearance of profundity, and so completely
without real conviction that he totally forgot what he had said to
Murry and said the exact opposite to Ottoline Morrell? Another
devoted friend of Lawrence, Catherine Carswell, has insisted on his
"innocence”, that mixture of naivete and socia ignorance which
Rachel Taylor points out. Nowhere did it show itself more strik-
ingly than in his apparent belief that a philosophy may be impro-
vised and that a man can write seriously on philosophical topics
without having any education in philosophy. True, every artist,
particularly an artist so gifted as Lawrence, has a philosophy
implicit in his work, but as a rule it is better left so for others to
disengage and comment if they can and so wish. | do not deny
that Lawrence thought and thought hard and sometimes pro-
foundly, but that is not the same thing as being a philosopher.
Certainly it would be a mistake to dismiss his "philosophical”
writings as worthless. But his best utterances of that sort were the
product of the intuition which changed almost daily, of a protean
and endlesdy self-contradictory personality. They are detached
sayings or paragraphs, usually though not aways heavily charged
with symbols; quite different from the beautifully formed abstract
thought, rounded and complete, of his one-time friend, Russell.
Let me give at once an example of this thought of Lawrence's, taken
from the Hardy book we have been discussing and hence written
during this winter:

"Withman it is always spring—or it may be; with him every day
is a blossoming day, if he will. He is a plant eternaly in flower,
heis an animal eternaly in rut, heis a bird eternally in song. He
has his excess constantly on his hands, ailmost every day. It is not
with him a case of seasons, spring and autumn and winter. And
happy man if his excess come out in blue and gold and singing, if
it be not a burden, at last a very sickness.

"The wild creatures are like fountains whose sources gather their
waters until spring-time, when they leap their highest. But man is
a fountain that is dways playing, leaping, ebbing, sinking, and
springing up. Itisnot for him to gather his waters till spring-time,
when his fountain, rising higher, can at last flow out flower-wisein
mid air, teeming awhile with excess, before it falls spent again.

"His rhythm is not so simple. A pleasant little stream of life is
abird at autumn and winter, fluttering in flocks, over the stubble,
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the fallow, rustling along. Till spring, when many waters rush in
to the sources, and each bird is a fountain playing.

"Man, fortunate or unfortunate, is rarely like an autumn bird,
to enjoy the present stream of life flowing at ease”

I'sthat philosophy? | call it poetry, and beautiful poetry; though
what preciserelation it bearsto the writings, mind or life of Thomas
Hardy is not essy to say. Nor as a matter of fact does that matter
—itis beautiful enough in itself tojustify its separate existence. If
it be urged that this passage is rather too favourable a specimen
of the Hardy book in particular and of Lawrence's wrestlings with
the Unseen in general, the answer is that his work abounds in such
poetic and symbolical writing. There are many such passages in
The Rainbow.

Life at the Chesham cottage soon dropped into the familiar
pattern, with Lawrence doing much of the housework and cooking,
organising charades and the endless singing of folk songs when
Murry and Katherine Mansfield camein theevening. Murry's notes
contain indications that towards Christmas 1914 Lawrence was
beginning to fall into moods of acute depression about the war,
but they were more depressions of ill-health—which aways afflicted
him in a northern winter—than atrue realisation of the war. What-
ever he may have said to his friends, his writingsat thetime contain
numerous references to the war so impersona and casual that he
evidently still thought of it as a moral lesson for othersrather than a
terrific horror which might touch him. Indeed, in one place he
gpesks of "thisjust and righteous war" as smugly as any exempted
journalist.

Y et anxiety he certainly had, which showed itself in talk of plans
for an escape from the world to "somewhere else” called "Rananim”,
a place where Lawrence imagined himself happy ever after with a
select group of friends. This, as its name implies, was essentidly a
fantasy, but never admitted as such, like the "Gondal Land" of the
Brontes. It had been a dream of Lawrence's even in Eastwood days
when, as we have seen, he hoped to make two thousand pounds
ayear and live in a large house along with all the people he knew
who disliked each other. In those days his mother had been the
centre of the dream, but after her death and during the excitement
and happiness of his first two years with Frieda, the dream had
faded. By the end of 1914 Lawrence began to redlise that the
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lawyers' threats to make him a bankrupt were not bluff but real
earnest, while even the periodicals for which he wrote were either
closing down or taking only war stuff. He saw that in the absence
of demand for new books publication of The Rainbow, The Prussian
Officer and his poems would be insufficient for his needs. His
alleged "honest working man's" disinclination to take money for
nothing is a myth. Already, at the outbreak of the war, he had
accepted with alacrity a sum of fifty poundsfrom the Literary Fund.
He would have taken money from another fund, sponsored by Mrs.
Belloc Lowndes, but unhappily on meeting they did not like each
other; and being liked by Mrs. Belloc Lowndes ssems to have been
absolutely obligatory in order to establish a claim on the fund.
Rananim, the ideal "colony of escape’, came to theforeground then
as amost desirable alternative to financia difficulties and the distant
but menacing threats of war troubles. In the early days of January
Lawrence thus outlined his conception of Rananim to a selected
victim, an old friend of Eastwood days:

"We will aso talk of my pet scheme. | want to gather together
about twenty souls and sail away from thisworld of war and sgqualor
and found a little colony where there shall be no money but a sort
of communism as far as necessaries of life go, and some real decency.
It is to be a colony built up on the real decency which isin each
member of the community. A community which is established upon
the assumption of goodness in the members, instead of the assump-
tion of badness."

Still, however good and decent, the members of the colony would
first have to be transported to wherever Rananim was, and once
arrived would have to be housed, fed and clothed. How was this
to be achieved? Evidently this aspect was not forgotten. About
two weeks after the Lawrences moved from Chesham to a cottage
belonging to Viola Meyneli at Greatham in Sussex, Lawrence wrote
to his friend Ottoline Morrell (heroine of the feather-plucking
episode), who was wife of an M.P., and daughter of the Duke of
Portland, but probably not so wealthy as Lawrence imagined.
What he said to her in part is as follows:

"1 want you to form the nucleus of a new community which shall
start a new life amongst us—a life in which the only riches is in-
tegrity of character. So that each one may fulfil his own nature and
deep desires to the utmost, but wherein tho', the ultimate satisfaction

£
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and joy is in the completeness of us all as one. Let us be good
atogether. It is communism based, not on poverty but on riches,
not on humility but on pride, not on sacrifice but on complete
fulfilment in the flesh of all strong desire, not in Heaven but on earth.”

Rabelais had long before imagined such a community, less sdlf-
righteous and canting, with themotto: " D owhat you please.” His
patron was to have been the King of France, and his Rananim the
Abbayeof Th& fcme.

Meanwhile, the move from Chesham to Greatham had brought
the advantages of a slightly milder climate, a more comfortable
cottage rent-free and a share of Meynell comforts; but Lawrence
was worried about money matters, and still toiling at his Rainbow.
Hewrote urgently to hisagent: " D o be getting me some money, will
you? | heard the wolf scratch the door to-day.” And suddenly the
monster of the War ssemed to take an immense dep nearer, as a
section of the Press began a violent agitation for conscription, and
the Liberal Government sought the support of the Opposition in the
conduct of thewar. 1t wasin March 1915 that he wrote:

" So they are making aCoalition government. | cannot tell you how
icy cold my heartiswithfear. Itisasif wewereall goingtodie. Did
I not tell you my revolution would come? It will come, God help us.
The ghosts will bring it. Why does one fed so coldly afraid? Why
does even the codlition of the Government fill mewith terror? Some
sy itisfor peace negotiations. It may be, because we are a) afraid.
But it is most probably for conscription. The touch of death isvery
coldand horribleon usall."

The fuctional word in that paragraph is"conscription”, which
provides the answer to all the rhetorical questions. As a
matter of fact (as the future was to show) the state of his lungs was
such that on every examination Lawrence was instantly rejected for
military service; but as he dways kept up to himself as well asto
othersthe bluff that there was nothing the matter with him, he never
seamed to redise this. Moreover, though hisintuition was basically
right, and there was conscription, it was ayear |ater than he expected.
Still, it was this conscription threat which brought him face to face
with the reality of the war. In this he was not to be blamed, but was
merely like everyone ese. However much people may abstractedly
sympathise with human woes, they only feel them profoundly when
they become personal.
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What was Lawrence's attitude? We have seen his waverings of
mood in the uncertain early days, but at no time had he shared the
public schoolboy attitude of his friend, Rupert Brooke, who on
hearing that a European War had broken out felt " extraordinarily
happy" . Lawrence was never that sort of fool. He did use the " just
and righteous war" cant phrase, but much truer to his fedings in
the main was his saying (early 1915) that thewar had been " a goear
through the sde' of all his hopes.

But why this "cold and horrible" fear of military service, this
intense repulsion? Certainly, Lawrence lacked neither moral nor
physical courage, hewas at times almost objectionably patriotic and
pro-English, and such a " battler” could not and did not have any
Quaker-like scruples againg fighting. True, he didiked soldiers,
and evidently shared the old-fashioned English contempt for the
mercenary soldier which he got from his mother. But that was not
thereal reason. Thereal fact is that all his ingtinctive horror and
fear of the industrial machine, so acute as to be almog insane, was
transferred to the military machine. Of coursg, like nearly every-
body dse, he did not fed " extraordinarily happy" at the thought
of exacting military toil and hardships, with a strong possibility of
mutilation or death. But they weren't uppermost and, given the
need, hewould have faced them with Cockney gallantry. What got
hold of him was his unreasoning, aimost insane horror of being
caught in some human machine and crushed to its pattern—a fate
which ssemed to him more ghastly even than death.

We have to remember that all this came upon a man of extreme
snstiveness (perhaps a " neurotic', if the word has any valid
meaning) after two years of febrile excitement and new impressions,
and of great mental strain. Aswas said of him at a later period of
criss, in 1915 he was "physcally, mentally and morally over-
worked." Now, Lawrence never hedtated to make a fool of him-
=f (a " genius' never does), and he certainly grotesquely over-rated
hisown power s of having an immediate practical effect on theworld.
He had promised Frieda to make a new heaven and earth for her
children, and what she actually had got was a war between her
native and her adopted country. This little contretemps, however,
was eadly forgotten. What is more difficult to understand is that
hecan ever haveimagined that he could havean immediate, practical
and decisve effect on aworld at war.
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It isa problem. Of course, like many writers, Lawrence had far
too sanguine a belief in the immediate power of the written word—
hiswritten word. Trueitisthatinthelong run the sage, thethinker,
the religious leader, the man of science, even the poet may turn out
to influence the world of men more than the wielders of power and
violence who imagine themsalves controllers of destiny and respon-
sible to "History". But that is in the long run. The immediate
present belongs to power and violence. But Lawrence had come to
believe that words are action. He lived in the fluid, unresisting
medium of ideas, forgetting or not even knowing the stubbornness
of men and fact. Like his masters, Ruskin and Carlyle, Lawrence
had got into the habit of cheating himself with the fairy money of
ideas. Like them, he talked as if when he declared that something
ought to be, then, presto! it would be.

"Let there be a parliament,” he declaimed vigorously, "of men
and women for the careful and gradual unmaking of laws."

All right, let there be, but how? This"Let there be . . ." type of
sentence had been a great favourite with Ruskin, from whom
Lawrence derived it. Like Ruskin, too, he tore his heart and spirit
to tattersin order to issue dogmatic orders about things he probably
did not understand and over which he certainly had no control.
At this moment he fell in with Bertrand Russdll, also in a state of
excitement and shedding thousands of ideas at random over the
"situation". The mathematical don drew up and the poet made
excited comments on a detailed plan for the immediate Socia
Reconstruction of the world— in 1915. Russell wrote such state-
ments as. "Why should a man be moral? Because action against
the desres of others makes him disliked, which is disagreeable to
him," and Lawrence commented: "No! No! No! No! No!" It
all reads rather like an episode from The House at Pooh.Corner, with
Eeyore and Rabbit in action. Lawrence took it all most serioudly,
and as early as February 1915 was sending Russell peremptory
orders:

"There must be a revolution in the state. It shall begin by the
nationalising of all industries and means of communication, and of
theland—in onefell blow. Then aman shall have his wages whether
heis sick or well or old—if anything prevents his working, he shall
have his wagesjust the same. So we shall not livein fear of thewolf
—no man among us, and no woman, shall have any fear of the
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wolf at the door, for all wolves are dead. Which practically solves
the whole economic problem for the present.”

In pursuit of his revolution Lawrence accepted an invitation
from Russdl to go to Cambridge and stay the night at Trinity
College. He looked forward to thiswith immense and falacious
hopes. When he returned, Frieda, who readily kindled to
excitement, began at once to question him eagerly about what had
happened.

"Well," said Lawrence, "in the evening they drank port, and they
walked up and down the room and talked about the Balkan situation
and things like that, and they know nothing about it."*

That's Cambridge, that was.

Unfortunately ail this had not the dightest effect on the course
of events, and Lawrence became more and more hag-ridden with
fears of namdess disasters and with frenzied longings to escape,
"anywhere, anywhere".

"l wish 1 were going to Tibet—or Kamschatka—or Tahiti—to
the ultima, ultima Thule. | fed somehow | shall go mad, because
there is nowhere to go."

Indeed at this time and other occasions during the war his utter-
ances and even his actions did verge on the insane, reminiscent of
his strange "lunatick" behaviour under the influence of the full
moon. From a longing to escape the war he rushed to the opposite
extreme. At one moment he "almost" wanted to go to the war,
not to shoot even if he were shot at, but in the ludicrous military
post of a "bus-conductor”. (‘Ere you are, me lucky lads, tuppence
all the way to Wipers.) But that did not last long. On a day-trip
to Worthing he came upon some soldiers who made such a bad
impression on him that he decided they must be "lice or bugs' and
"will murder their officers one day". His soul and his imagination
seamed sick with the horror of those murderous days. Mankind
and all his works ssemed to Lawrence tainted:

"London sams to me like some hoary massve underworld, a
hoary ponderous inferno. The traffic flows through the rigid grey
dreets like the rivers of hell through the banks of rocky-ash. The
fashions and the women's clothes are very ugly."

Strange! to other eyes those fashions of 1915 ssemed particu-
larly charming with their shortened flared skirts, but as Lawrence
himself sadly admitted: "My eyes can se nothing human that
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is good nowadays. at any rate, nothing public." But he till had
eyes for the beauty and wonder of the non-human world:

"1 find the country very beautiful. The apple tress are leaning
forwards, all white with blossom, towards the green grass | watch,
in the morning when | wake up, a thrush on the wall outside the
window—not a thrush, a blackbird—and he angs opening his beak.
It is a gtrange thing to watch his singing, opening his beak and
giving out his calls and warblings, then remaining silent. He looks
so remote, so buried in primeval slence, sanding there on the wall.
| wish | was a blackbird, like him. | hate men."

Such moments, which in happier times made up much of his life,
now became rarer and rarer and even in the non-human world of
natur e he began to find ddlirious images of his suffering and troubled
spirit:

"1've got again into one of those horrible degps from which |
can't wake. | can't brush it asde to wake up. You know those
horrible degps when one is sruggling to wake up and can't? | was
like it all autumn—and now | am again likeit. Everything has a
touch of delirium, the blackbird on the wall is a delirium, even the
apple-blossom. And when | s a snake winding rapidly in the
marshy places, | think | am mad."

Thefear that hewas going mad or had actually gone mad haunted
him intermittently during the war years. The snake which he had
s in the Sussx marsh became for him a dread symbol of some
unspeakable wickedness in himsdf, some awful, shameful sn in
him which he was loathingly forced to accept with faint hopes of
getting rid of it:

"Who sys that the water-lily shall rock on the still pool, but
the snake shall not hissin thefestering marsh border? | mus humble
mysdf before the abhorred serpent and give him his dues as he lifts
hisflattened head from the secret grassof my soul. Can | exterminate
what is created? Not while the condition of its creation lagts There
is no killing the serpent so long as his principle endures. And his
principle moves dowly in my belly: | mug dissmbowd mysdf to
get rid of him. . . . Maybe the serpent of my abhorrence neds in
my very heart. If 9, | can but in honour say to him, 'Serpent,
serpent, thou art at home' Then | shall know that my heart is
amarsh. But maybe my understanding will drain the swampy place,
and the serpent will evaporate as his condition evaporates. That is
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asitis. Whilethereis a marsh, the serpent has his holy ground.”

These ravings come from a work he called The Reality of Peace,
on which heworked from timeto timeduring thewar, usually when
he was in these uncontrolled gates of febrile excitement. A feding
of desperation, of annihilating hatred posssssad him, as he raved
to Ottoline Morrell:

"1 cannot bear it much longer, to let the madness g sronger
and stronger possssson. Soon we in England shall go fully mad,
with hate. | too hate the Germans so much, | could kill every one
of them. Why should they goad us to this frenzy of hatred, why
should we be tortured to ******** madness when we are only
grieved in our souls and heavy? They will drive our heaviness and
grief away in afury of rage. And we don't want to be worked up
into this fury, this destructive madness of rage. Yet we mug, we
are goaded on and on. | am mad with rage mysdf. | would like to
kill a million Germans—two millions."

At such moments his suffering becomes almost ludicrous from
the absurd vehemence of its expresson. But there can be no doubt
that in 1915 his "dark sdf" had almost complete magtery of him,
to the obliteration of all that was so lovely in his other sdf. Some
thing that happened during thisperiod at Greatham painfully under -
lines this. It is barely needful to remind the reader of Lawrences
passonate devotion to his mother and his unendurable grief over
her death; and it will be remembered that Frieda had said of his
love for her that she had never imagined possble "such tenderness
and awareness" At Greatham she heard the news that her father,
whom she had loved very desply, was dead. After keeping the
knowledge to hersdf for several miserable days she at last went to
her husband, hoping for sympathy and comfort, and told him. All
he said was. "You didn't expect to kegp your father for ever,
did you?"

7

THE law cogts in Frieda's divorce case had amounted to the com-
paratively modest sum of one hundred and fifty pounds and in
May 1915 as Lawrence would not or could not pay them, they
made him a bankrupt. Far from taking the philosophical view
that, all said and done, Frieda was well worth the money, Lawrence
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became extremely angry on receiving the summons. As he happened
that day to bewriting to Bertrand Russell, the mathematician received
the full benefit of a fine vituperation:

"1 cannot tell you how this reinforces in me my utter hatred of
the whole establishment—the whole constitution of England. | wish
| were a criminal instead of a bankrupt. But softly—softly. T will
do my best to lay a mine under their foundations. | am hostile,
hostile, hostile to all that is, in our public and national life. | want
to destroy it."

But how? The scheme for the instantaneous Social Reconstruc-
tion of England by giving lectures came to nothing except a breach
between the joint sponsors of the scheme. Then Lawrence dis-
covered that the "philosophy” which he had been writing was all
wrong, and needed to be re-written. It isimpossible to say whether
or not this change of mind was due to his reading Burnet's Early
Greek Philosophy, a book which Russell had given him. Lawrence
delighted in this work, and was influenced by it considerably; so
much so that when in later years he was asked to furnish captions
for an illustrated edition of his Birds, Beasts and Flouers, he took
severa of them from Burnet, and they now figure in Phoenix as the
original work of Lawrence himself. Certain it is that the ~phil-
osophy™ was judged defective soon after he read Burnet.

Throughout that summer of 1915 he continued to pour out
preachings, exhortations and prophesyings of dire things to come,
chiefly to Cynthia Asquith and Ottoline Morrell. He severd times
visited the latter's beautiful and ancient home, Garsington Manor,
which, strange to say, produced from him amost the only piece of
stilted conventional prose he ever wrote. But in spite of occasional
relgpses he had now temporarily passed through that terrible dark
mood of near insanity, and was returning to himself. Perhaps it is
worth noting that he seems to have written little or no poetry during
this period of "philosophy”. Just before this turning away from
cregtive art he had written yet another poem about Frieda called
'One Woman to All Women':

"1 f you knew how | swerve in peace, in the equipoise
With the man, if you knew how my flesh enjoys
The swinging bliss no shattering ever destroys,

You other women:
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Y ou would envy me, you would think me wonderful
Beyond compare;

Y ou would weep to be lapsing on such harmony

As carries me, you would wonder aloud that he

Who is so strange should correspond with me
Everywhere.

You se he is different, he is dangerous
Without pity or love.

And yet how his separate being liberates me

And gives me peace. . . ."

It is of course meant to be spoken by Frieda, and what might
be called its "argument” is a piece of Laurentian special pleading.
"Frieda ought to keep other women from coming too near me,"
was his colloquial prose rendering of the same mood. The fact that
so large a proportion of his chief correspondents and warmest
admirers were women has given the impression that he had a
Svengdi influence over them. But most of them were fastidious
upper-class women remarkable for their intelligence and senstive
qualities. What interested them was his "genius", the fine qualities
which went to his making as a great artist. They were interested in
him, attracted by him, not because he was "alurid sexua specialist",
but because he wasn't. It is curious that he should then have issued
a poem so uncompromisingly "don't touch me", but the reason may
have been that men friends had chaffed him about his femae
admirers.

Lawrence's stay in Greatham came to an end in August 1915,
when the cottage was required by its owner. What determined their
next place of residence is impossible to say, but Lawrence may have
felt that if he were in London he would be more occupied and s
more people, and hence save himself the agonies of brooding he
had lately endured. At all events, they rented and furnished a small
flat in Byron Villas, Hampstead, a northern suburb of London.
Another motive for this choice may have been a wish to be nearer
Katherine Mansfield and Murry, with whom Lawrence was plan-
ning to collaborate.

Wefirst hear from him on thistopicin aletter to Cynthia Asquith
(5th September, 1915) in which he spesks of "issuing a little paper"
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which would be read by "people who care about the real living
truth of things." On Murry's suggestion the periodical was called
The Signature, but as it was a complete failure only three numbers
were issued. Lawrence's contribution was part of a work called
The Crown, published in book form ten years later with other
essays, the whole entitled Reflections on the Death of a Porcupine.
It should be mentioned that in his Introduction to this book Law-
rence, writing from memory, gave a rather inaccurate account of
The Sgnature, which is contradicted by his own letters of the period
—Murry’s account is much closer to thereal facts. The Crown itself
is a fascinating little book, written in a style so symbolical and
fantastic as to suggest the wildest rhetoric of Ruskin, de Quincey's
dream-fugues and even poor Gerard's mad Aurelia. If it can be
said to have amain theme it is that of mental death and resurrection
inthislife, an experience which to Lawrence was areality from his
periodic attacks of tuberculosis followed by recovery. At such times
it must really have ssemed to him that he had gone through death
tolife, and the psychological experience finds imaginative expression
in The Crown. Much later in life, after severa other attempts,
Lawrence gave it final form in The Man Who Died.

But just as he was busying himself with the salvation of theworld
by The Sgnature Lawrence was recalled to hideous reality by a half-
uccessul attempt to vilify, suppress and ruin him. It ssams in-
evitable that every outstanding personality should arouse opposition
and hatred, and Lawrence's peculiar personality ssemed designed to
make him enemies. He offended people by his sharp tongue, his
arrogance, his perverse contradictoriness. He had an unhappy
faculty of attracting people greatly by his charm and then wantonly
repelling or even insulting them into dislike and resentment. His
writings, so powerful in their implications, were a repudiation of
conventional life and morals which were struggling to survive the
shocks of war.

As we have seen, The Rainbow was the product of along patience
— three years of concentrated writing and re-writing. No man,
merely wishing to write a pornographic book, would dream of
wasting so much timeand energy. What Lawrence had done through
his story of three generations of Brangwens was to build up an
exposition of his belief in marriage as the consummation of lifein
Man and Woman. In "real" marriage after the desperate clash and



MARRIAGE AND WAR (1911-1919) 111

battle and agony of the sxes a mystical unity and peace are
supposedly attained. It is a serious book, amost too serious,
verging at times towards heaviness. As | have said, the title The
Wedding Ring would have explained and defended it much better
than The Rainbow. Nearly all Lawrence's varied gifts as a writer
are seen in the book, and, in spite of its seriousness, it has long
passages of genuine old English humour such as the chapter called
bedding attheMarsh'. Sometimes under his anaysis his characters
seem to dissolve out of life as individuals into elemental dates of
passion or ecstasy or rage or misery. Among exceptions is the long
scene where Tom Brangwen tries to comfort his little step-daughter
in her hysterical grief when she thinks she has lost her mother. It
has deep pathos and tenderness, almost unbearable as the storm
of the child's unreasoning grief slowly subsdes into long quivering
sobs. It is a mystery—or perhaps it isn't—how the reviewers of the
time failed to record that those pages alone showed Lawrence was
a master of pathos.

The Rainbow was published on the 30th September, and reviewed
in The Daily News for the 5th October. The reviewer began by
admitting that Lawrence had a high reputation but—with the
wedding and step-daughter soenes before him!—had the impudence
to deny that The Rainbow possessed "humanity, imaginative inten-
sity or humour". To him it was "like Strindberg trying to write a
novel in the manner at once of Pierre Louys and of Miss Victoria
Cross." Then he thought Lawrence wrote like a veterinary surgeon
—"his men and women are cattle who chronically suffer from the
staggers.” He thought most of the book "windy, tedious and
nauseating." He thought it largely a monotonous wilderness of
phallicism" and the kind of book "an artistic schoolboy wants to
write." He warned "ordinary readers’ to leave the book alone
because they "would be sure to dislike it intensely, especialy those
pages which are reminiscent of Diderot's La Religieuse. This
was headed 'The Downfall’, and signed by Robert Lynd.

The tip-off was enough to rouse the slumbering energies of the
smut-hounds, and this intellectual notice was followed by more
broadly sensational squawks from James Douglas and Clement
Shorter. By asingular irony, an Irishman, a Scotchman and a Jew
combinedto vilify themost original Englishwriter of hisgeneration.
Who the "common informer" was | have not been able to discover,
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though Lawrence believed it was "Mr. Horton and the Purity
League", whoever they may have been. Unfortunately, when the
case came on for hearing, no defence was presented, and no attempt
made to appead to a higher court. The publisher had only been
interested in the book as a commercial speculation, and hastened
to cut his loss by apologising abjectly, withdrawing the book and
agreeing to its destruction. Lawrence only heard of what was going
on through a friend who had noticed the sudden cessation of the
advertisements.

The police-court proceedings were reported by The Daily Express
under the headlines. Obscene Novel to be Destroyed—Worse than
Zola. According to The Times a person called Muskett said in
court that The Rainbow was "a mass of obscenity of thought, idea
and action throughout, wrapped up in a language which he supposed
would be regarded in some quarters as an artistic and intellectual
effort." The magistrate, by name Dickinson, ordered the book to
be destroyed, fined Methuen the enormous sum of ten guiness for
this obviously disgusting offence, but regretted that high-souled
personage (Methuen) had been "soiled by the publication of this
wrok".

Those who do not form part of the tiny literary world (that is
to say, practically the whole human race), if they do happen to hear
of something so trifling as the suppression of a book, cannot realise
what a disaster it is for the author. The average attitude—fanatics
apart is: "Well, it's silly, and bad luck on the fellow, but he must
have asked for it— should have been more careful. Anyway, nobody
thinks any the less of him for it." "There is something in the mis-
fortunes of our best friends which is not atogether disagreeable to
us'— otherwise, where would the newspapers be? But consider.
The book was condemned to destruction without the author even
being told, let aone heard. No attempt at a proper investigation
was made by the magistrate. Though in all other cases what the
soldier said is not evidence, here what journalists said was so
accepted. In this kind of case the hair-splitting law, so pedantic in
its lucrative Jesuitical distinctions, makes no attempt to distinguish
between the crudely ithyphallic and vulgar productions of the
clandestine press and a serious work which happens to enrage the
Chadbands of Slobocracy. Lawrence was left owing his publishers
the advance; he lost all chance of earning anything for three years
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of work; he lost his copyright; he was publicly stigmatised as
"obscene"; and his name was made so notorious that publishers
and periodicals for a long time avoided using his work. When he
did a book on European history for the Oxford University Press it
was published under a pseudonym.

These "iniquitous” legal proceedings, as Murry moderately calls
them, gave Lawrence a shock it would be hard to over-estimate.
No man could have been more remote than he from the Victoria
Cross of Lynd's review. He was no cynical exploiter of public
prudery, but an "intensely religious man"; and what he proclaimed
as a pioneer in 1915 most civilised people take for granted to-day.
Lawrence's comment on the situation was highly characteristic:

"l am not very much moved; am beyond that by now. | only
curse them all, body and soul, root, branch and ledf, to eternal
damnation."

There is something very engaging about that "only".

It would be quite untrue to say that Lawrence was indifferent to
the money loss involved. Nobody knew better than he by harsh
experience what penury means. What he resented was the public
insult.

Soon arose a faint seagull-like clamour of plaintive intellectuals,
but naturally they did nothing effective. In the circumstances
nothing could be done. Philip Morrell and Donald Carswell (the
barrister husband of Catherine Carswell) advised appeal to a higher
court and the bringing of libel actions againg the journalists. If
Lawrence had been related to persons of wealth and public influence,
these actions might have succeeded; but then, had he been such a
person, neither journalists nor magistrate would have dared to act
as they did. They knew all along that he was a poor man with
nothing but "genius'. How could Lawrence engage in expensive
and protracted legal action?

Philip Morrell asked a question in Parliament, and received the
usual evasive put-off. Arnold Bennett and May Sinclair wrote
personal protests, but there was no organised action, and it does
not appear that anything was done by the Authors' Society. Henry
James, the then reigning American dictator of English literature,
was appeded to, but as no prestige was to be gained in this un-
popular cause, without result. Indeed, the Great Stylist had already
put on record a not too favourable opinion of Lawrence in the
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columns of that infallible journal, The Times Literary Supplement.
Writing on what the cognoscenti boldly asserted was "the con-
temporary novel", the then American dictator had "lucidly"
declared that Bennett and Wells had " practically launched the boat
in which we admire the fresh play of oar of the author of The
Duchess of Wrexe and the documented aspect exhibited successfully
by Carnival and Snister Sreet and even by Sons and Lovers, how-
ever much we may find Mr. Lawrence, we confess, hang in the dusty
rear."

It is hard to decide which one admires more—the critical judg-
ment which preferred Hugh Walpole to Lawrence, or the classic
style which provided a rowing-boat with a dusty rear.

If Lawrence ever had any hopes that anything effective would be
undertaken in his defence, he was soon disabused; and in his despair
turned once more to thoughts of escape, emigration to America.
His immediate financial needs had been met by friendly loans or
gifts—Edward Marsh gave him twenty pounds, Philip Morrell and
his wife gave thirty, Pinker the agent advanced forty, and Bernard
Shaw gave Twt. | do not think Lawrence was grateful—why should
he be for such paltry compensation for so gross an outrage? In any
cae he was now possessed with the idea of emigration, for, as he
wrote Marsh: "I am so sick, in body and soul, that if | don't go
away | shall die." Andindeed in his state of health every winter
in a northern climate was a dire threat to his life.

For some reason Lawrence had now fixed his Utopian Rananim
in Fort Myers, Florida. This may have been because Philip Hesel-
tine's friend, Delius, owned an abandoned plantation in Florida;
but one of Lawrence's letters refers to an unnamed American who
would give letters of introduction to friends at Fort Myers. Perhaps
both operated. At one time the plan was to take a boat to "Barba-
does" (like most Englishmen he misspells the name of this ancient
colony) and thence to Florida—a very complicated undertaking.
The choice of Fort Myers as a refuge for a penniless exile once more
displays Lawrence's "innocence" of the world. Fort Myers is indeed
a very charming town laid out in excellent taste, but is mainly
frequented by millionaires who come for the Gulf fishing—and
arranges its prices accordingly. Besides, the great heat of a Florida
summer would have been as hard on his damaged lungs as a northern
winter.
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The whole scheme was fantastic, for Lawrence as usua proposed
to take along his friends of the moment, who at that time included
such rough-and-ready pioneers as Aldous Huxley and Philip Hesel-
tine. Moreover, hefailed to grasp the fact that, in war-time, travel
permits are only issued to people in the national service. It was
characteristic of him that he aways wanted to leave "for ever" any
place which had unpleasant associations. In this case, of course,
it was Hampstead; and without waiting for any certainty in the
future he hastily gave up his lease and sold his furniture. The act
restored him to sanity and to his nomadic freedom. He was "V ogel-
frei, thank God," and free too (for the time being) from struggles
to save a hostile world from itself:

"Enough grizzling—-I'm not going to grizzle any more, while 1
live. 1'm not going to lament and fret over the world any more.
I'm not responsible for the world, asitis."

Thus, as early as December 1915, he was making resolutions
which of course he did not keep—to abandon his self-imposed task .
as one of mankind's saviours. But of course he could never prevent
himself from laying down the law about any public question which
happened to come before him. He spent that Christmas with his
family inthe Midlands, partly to keep up old custom, partly to show
his old asociates that he was not hanging his head and accepting
the lega insult to himself and his book. He had not been there
forty-eight hours when he found himself "differing violently" on
the subject of the coal-miners from his elder brother, who was "a
radical nonconformist”. Lawrence recoiled in horror and disgust
from the radical nonconformist:

"Thesemen, whom | love so much -and the life has such a power
over me—ithey understand mentally so horribly: only industrialism,
only wages and money and machinery. They can't think anything
ese. All their collective thinking is in these terms only. That is
why we are bound to get something like Guild Socialismin thelong
run, which is a reduction to the lowest tams— nothing higher than
that which now is, only lower. But | suppose things have got to
be reduced to their lowest terms. Only, oh God, 1 don't want to
beimplicatedinit.”

The thought of that inevitable future, which he foresaw so clearly,
filled himwith sorrow and despair. So, it waswith intenserelief that
he left the implacably industrial Midlands and their parasitic London,
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for Cornwall The novelist, J. D. Beresford, offered the Lawrences,
free, the cottage at St. Merryn which he occupied only in the summer.
As aways with Lawrence a successful move to some new and
interesting place, especidly if it was an escape from towns, uplifted
his heart and spirits in thanksgiving: "Already, herein Cornwall,
it is better. Here oneis outside England, the England of London—
thank God."

Instantly he began writing cheerful letters to his friends, full of
appreciation and hope. To Cynthia Asquith he wrote praising
Beresford's house:

"...aniceold house with large clear rooms, and such wonderful
silence—only a faint sound of sea and wind. X is like being at the
window and looking out of England to the beyond. This is my
first move outwards, to a new life. One must be free to love, only
to love and create, and to be happy."

To Katherine Mansfield he wrote more belligerently, stressing his
-dislike of London and its literary inhabitants, once more repudiating
any further effort at saving the world. The "Jack" referred to is of
course John Middleton Murry:

"1've done bothering about the world and people. I've finished.
There now remains to find a nice place where one can be happy.
And you and Jack will come i f you like—when you fed likeit; and
we'll all be happy together- no more questioning and quibbling
and trying to do anything with the world. The world is gone,
extinguished, like the lights of last night's Cafe Roya—gone for
ever. There is a new world with a new thin unsullied air and no
people in it but new-born people: moi-meme et Frieda. No return
to London and the world, my dear Katherine—it has disappeared,
like the lights of last night's Cafe Royal."

Eloguent and just, but esser to write than achieve. The letter
had scarcely been sent off when the Lawrences were joined by two
Cafe Royal habitues—first Philip Heseltine and then, for a much
shorter period, Michael Arlen. It was, as we have seen, a habit of
Lawrence's, as soon as he reached a new place where he and Frieda
were quite happy together, to send out urgent invitations to people
to come and join him. When these were accepted, Lawrence's
peculiarities of habit and temperament invariably resulted in a
quarrel and in turning friends into enemies. He never realised that
this was a deplorable waste of goodwill and a failure in himself.
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How much Philip Heseltine admired his books is clear from the
quotation from one of his letters already given here. But it was a
gross error in Lawrence to suppose from this literary admiration
that Heseltine, so different in education, point of view and tempera
ment, with a talent so different in kind from Lawrence's, could
possibly live cheerfully and amicably in the same house with the
most irritable of the irritable race of poets.

It is to Heseltine's credit that so young a man (he weas barely of
age) redised more fully than other friends of Lawrence how fatally
he was infected with tuberculosis, but Heseltine does not ssem to
have redlised how the excitement of his company and the inevitable
wrangles might harm a man so over-sensitive, especialy one still
suffering from the shock of prosecution. Certainly Lawrence was
very ill during Hesdltine's visit. Dr. Maitland Radford, son of
Lawrence's poet-friends, Ernest and Dollie Radford, came down to
Cornwall in February 1916 to examine him medically. In reporting
to others what doctors said to him Lawrence invariably concealed
the fact that his lungs were infected with tubercles and invented
vague euphemisms to avoid admitting it. His account of Dr.
Radford's diagnosis and advice runs as follows:

"He says the dress on the nerves sets up a deferred inflammation
in all the internal linings, and that | must keep very quiet and still
and warm and peaceful. There was a sort of humbness all down the
left side, very funny—I could hardly hold anything in my left hand."

The reference to "numbness all down the left side” would seem
to indicate some sort of nervous shock following the sufferings
caused him by The Rainbow prosecution. The doctor's advice is
that normally given a tubercular patient, the advice Lawrence
invariably received from doctors, and invariably neglected. Whether
Maitland Radford warned Heseltine about Lawrence's precarious
health and the danger of upsetting him cannot now be known.
What is certain is that Heseltine went down to Cornwall with the
best intentions, prepared to issue at his own expense (provided he
received enough subscriptions) a new private edition of The Rain-
bow. Only thirty favourable answers were received after Heseltine
had sent out six hundred circulars to carefully sdected people
supposedly interested in literature and freedom. In view of this
indifference to both, the publishing project was dropped, including
that of Lawrence's strangely-titled essay on homosexuality, The
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Goat and Compasses, which Heseltine unpardonably destroyed.

For all hisintuitive quickness Lawrence was'often unaware how
much he had offended others or that their private judgments of him
were more severe than good-breeding permitted them to express.
His habit of saying domineering or flatly insulting things to all and
sundry seemed to belong to a more primitive state of society than
that which he actually lived in, while he never redlised that those
who let such things pass uncommented had noticed, had judged
and did not forgive. Thus Lawrence wrote quite affectionately of
Heseltine long after Heseltine had ceesed to think of him as a friend.
Even as early as January 1916, Lawrence wrote placidly: "So far
Heseltine has been here with us all along. We get on very well
with him." But aimost on the same day Heseltine wrote to Delius
about Lawrence:"Heisavery great artist, but hard and autocraticin hisviews
and outlook, and his artistic canons | find utterly and entirely
unsympathetic to my nature. He seems to be too metaphysical, too
anxious to be comprehensive in a detached way and to care too little
for purely personal, analytical and introspective art. His views are
somewhat at variance with his own achievements. But heis, never-
theless, a great and attractive personality, and his passion for a
new, clean, untrammelled life is very splendid.”

Unfortunately, in spite of the fact that Lawrence had urged them
to join his <colony” and that both Hesdtine and Aden greatly
respected him, he contrived to aienate both and to send them away
from Cornwall in a very different mood from that in which they
had arrived. Michael Aden worked off his annoyance by a squib
in The New Age about an author who was too good to be published.
Heseltine's fedings were evidently more deeply outraged, since in
April 1916 he wrote to Delius:

"Lawrence is afine artist and a hard, though horribly distorted
thinker. But persona relationship with him is impossible—he acts
as a subtle and deadly poison. The affair by which | found him
out is far too long to enter upon here. . . . The man must realy
be a bit mad, though his behaviour nearly landed me in a fearful
fix— indeed it was calculated to do so. However, when | wrote and
denounced him to his face, all he could say was 'l request that you
do not talk about me in London'—so he evidently had a very bad
attack of guilty conscience."
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The "fearful fix" to which Heseltine refers is believed to have
been matrimonial, the Lawrences having the bad habit of trying
arbitrarily to marry off their young friends to unsuitable spouses.

Meanwhile, as ever, Lawrence continued his heroic labours in
literature in spite of all difficulties and misunderstandings. At St
Merryn, where there were "terrifying rocks like solid lumps of the
original darkness' with the "ponderous cold light of the ssafoaming
up”, he worked to put together his book of poems, Amores from
note-books which had been rescued for him from Fiascherino by
the British consul. He alsoworked on the proofs of Twilight in Italy,
that book so full of sensitive beauty, which at the time of publication
was so stupidly and arrogantly treated by The Times Literary
Supplement.

The germ of another book, the essays on American literature, may
be traced at least asfar back asthisperiod. Among Beresford's books
was acopy of Herman Melville's Moby Dick, then out of fashion and
amost forgotten. The other members of the party saw nothingin it,
but Lawrence found it "very odd, interesting”. The book stimulated
hisinterest in America, and st him reading or re-reading American
books. Melville moved Lawrence deeply and seemed to reveal him to
himself. There are passages in his esssy on Moby Dick which are
truly more applicable to Lawrence than to Melville. Take this for
example:

"Nobody can be more clownish, more clumsy and sententiously in
bad taste. He preaches and holds forth because he is not sure of him-
sdf. And he holds forth, often, so amateurishly. The artist was so
much greater than the man. The man is rather a tiresome New
Englander of the ethical mystical-transcendentalist sort. But he was
a deep, great artist, even if he was rather a sententious man . . .when
he forgets his audience, and gives us his sheer appreciation of the
world, then he is wonderful, his book commands a stillness in the
soul, an awe."

Truly, if one did not know who had written that or on whom, it
could easily be taken as a penetrating summary of Lawrence—but
for the "New Englander”, and after all there was so much of the
New England consciencein him, one could easily takethat asa figure
of speech. Proceeding with hisanalysisof Melville, Lawrence suddenly
who grows angry about his preaching and accuses him of being an ass
“brays, brays, brays." Inevitably one remembers Lawrence's dictum
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more than any other of his not very numerous men friends. The
very violence of his later reaction against Murry indicates the depth
of hisformer affection. But there was atwist to this affection which
Murry could not accept. Lawrence had at this time got into his
obstinate head the notion of Blutbruderschaft (blood-brotherhood)
reinforced perhaps by reading Melvill€'s description of the relation-
ship between Ishmael and Queequeg. Be that as it may, he began
as was his wont—*'hammer, hammer, hammer"—at this idea of
blood-brotherhood, expounded at length in the scenes between
Gerald and Birkin of Women in Love. In all this Lawrence did not
once apparently stop to consider his friend's fedlings. At that time
Murry was making his reputation as a literary critic, and Lawrence
never seemed to consider that while Cornish solitude might be excel-
lent for a creative writer like himself it was quite the wrong thing
for someone with his hand on the intellectual pulse of the time.
Similarly, he never stopped to ask whether this barbaric whimsy of
blood-brotherhood had any charm for his friend.

And what of Katherine Mansfield? It is the fact that among his
contemporaries Lawrence chiefly admired insignificant writers, and
had poor literary judgment. He ssams to have been greatly surprised
at the willingness of editors to publish Murry, and | find very little
evidence that he appreciated Katherine Mansfield. Women in Love
shows that he was annoyed by what he considered faults in her-
her summary disposal of persons and things with aflippant epigram,
her tendency to whimsy-whamsy, her infantilism; but thereis small
acknowledgement of her literary talent. This Cornish escapade was
not atogether in her line. That wuthcring heights of strange
emotions with Lawrence's "genius" tearing him to pieces and re-
acting powerfully on all near him must surely have been distasteful,
a sacrifice of her gifts to his. Hear what she says in a letter written
in May of 1916 from Zennor:

‘To-day | can't s ayard, thick mist and rain and a tearing wind
withit. Everythingisfaintly damp. Thefloor of thetower is studded
with Cornish pitchers catching the drops. Except for my little
Cornish maid ... | am alone, for Murry and Lawrence have plunged
off to St. lves with rucksacks on their backs and Frieda is in her
cottage. It'svery quiet in the house except for the wind and the rain
and the fire that roars very hoarse and fierce."

She goes on to say that when her letter is done she will lie down
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and anoke and think of a story about Marseille. Now, merely to .
think of Marseille, in that dismal damp isolation, might have filled
her with nostalgia for the Mediterranean in May with the sun and
the nightingales and the vines coming into flower. Murry says she
"was very unhappy, and conceived a hatred of Cornwall that lasted
the rest of her life". This, however, is to some extent contradicted
by aletter of hersto VirginiaWoolf writtenin April 1919, in which
she admits the Cornish place has "many imperfections” but "there
isa...something . . . which makes one long for it." And she
winds up, ". . . the house is like a ship. | mustn't talk about it.
It bewitched me." Clearly, then, apart from the dismaness of wet
days, it was not so much the place as Lawrence that drove them away.

With unconscious symbolism Murry had shown his ssnee of dis-
satisfaction by painting all his chairs a funereal black. Unwarned
by these forebodings and ignoring Murry's evasions Lawrence per-
sissed—"hammer, hammer, hammer"—in trying to force on his
friend his mystical-sensua notions of blood-brotherhood. Lawrence
instantly perceived Murry's instinctive hesitation and feeling of
repulsion, and the frustration revived in him all those nervous
symptoms which at Greatham had fringed insanity. He had terrible
nightmares, during which he frightened them all by calling out:
"Jack is killing me!" Sometimes "a paroxysm of black rage would
swegp down upon him" and leave them "trembling and aghast".
What made these outbursts even more uncanny and disturbing was
that Lawrence appeared to forget all about them, and next day
"would be kinder and more affectionate than ever". This was his
habitual way of trying to apologise for such hideous outbursts -
being too conceited to do so frankly—which he never made any
effort to suppress or divert, as he "did not believe in self-control”.

Which of these two antithetical sdves was the rea one? How
could so senditive a man, so resentful of any criticism or intrusion
from others, expect others to treat such outbursts of hatred and
violence as "nothing"? It may sometimes be possible to forgive a
friend for behaving crudely and hatefully, but how forgive onesdf?
The discordance never ssemed to trouble him for a moment.

The crisis came when Lawrence tried to force Murry into some
kind of blood-shedding sacrament of the Teutonic sort. His refusal
goaded Lawrence in to a frenzy of rage and repulsion: "I hate your
love. | hateit. You're an obscene bug, sucking my life away."
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There was a certain truth in this, unpleasantly and violently as
it was put. Other people, particularly intellectuals, were apt to
drain Lawrence of his vitality, quite unaware themselves how much
they wereliving upon him. But after such a scene there was nothing
theMurryscould do, except leave; which they did, whilethe Cornish
rain slanted down on the spiritual ruins of yet another shattered
Rananim.

8

So once more they were left alone, with Lawrence in a misery of
baffled rage and spiritual exhaustion. Yet in the summer of 1916
he still had before him three years of penury, moral suffering and
that endless "battle—battle" with the world his mother had long ago
lamented in him. At the moment when he felt instinctively the
Murrys' withdrawal from him was coming he had written to
Catherine Carswell: "1t is queer, how almost everything has gone
out of me, all the world 1 have known, and the people, gone out
like candles." Yet he claimed that he felt "fundamentally happy
and free".

Suddenly he was disturbed by the news that married men of his
age-group must be medically examined for military service, and
instantly wrote to Cynthia Asquith asking her advice on how to
avoidit. But his mood was now quite different from the exceeding
horror with which he had considered such a prospect a year or so
earlier. Then he had gone into frenzies of protest and near insanity.
Now he was gaily, amost cynically, fatalistic. " 'Carpe diem' is the
motto now, pure gay fatalism." And again, not atogether send-
tively and tactfully to a woman whose husband was at the front
and whose father-in-law was still head of the War Cabinet:

"Life mustn't be taken seriously any more, at least, the outer
sociad life. The social being | am has become a spectator at a knock
about dangerous farce. The individual particular me remains sdf-
contained and grins. But | should be mortally indignant if I lost
my life or even too much of my liberty, by being dragged into the
knockabout farce of this social life."

When one thinks of the shortness of the time, the knockdown
blow of the prosecution, of his illnesses and of all these various
occupations and emotional troubles, it ssems quite miraculous that
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by the date of his calling up.(28th June, 1916) he had almost com-
pleted a new long novel, Women in Love. It was already under way
when the Murrys arrived, for he reported: "I am doing .another
novel—that really occupies me. The world crackles and busts, but
that is another matter, external, in chaos. One has a certain order
inviolable in one's soul.” In the middle of May he told Pinker that
he was "half-way through anovel, whichis asequel to The Rainbow,
though quite unlikeit." So, since the book was "almost ended” in
late Juneit was obviously then in existenceinitsfirst version, though
it was entirely re-written, and not published in England until 1921.

Novelists are apt to prefer those of their books which are most
harshly treated, and the fact that Lawrence preferred or said he
preferred The Rainbow and Women in Love to all his other books
throwsmorelight on himthan onliterary criticism. Since The Rain-
bow both Lawrence and the outer world had gone through sensa
tional and painful experiences, yet this new novel is burdened with
a left-over from the old pre-war Brangwen saga. Much of the book
isoccupied with the working out of Lawrence's favourite formula of
two couples, Birkin-Ursulaand Gerald-Gudrun. Birkinand Ursula
are most obviously Lawrence and Frieda, and whatever changes
were made for purposes of fiction, he intended the other two for
Murry and Katherine Mansfield. They areinvolved, but not deeply,
in amalicious satirical comedy where all the people are caricatures
of his 1915 vintage of "friends".

One might call it a book of retaliation, almost of revenge. Thus
Gudrun abandons Gerald for a garrulous German Jew, and Gerald
dies of despair and cold on an Alpine glacier. Asfor the book being
about women in love, it is more truly about everybody in hate with
the possible exception of Birkin and Ursula, and even they have
tremendous squabbles of a most authentic realism. It was perhaps
fortunate that this novel was not published in England until after
the Lawrences had gone abroad. Imagine the delight of Ottoline
Morrell when she read of herself as Hermione:

"Ursularesented Hermione'slong, grave, downward-looking face.
There was something of the stupidity and unenlightened sdif-esteem
of ahorseinit."”

The curious may compare this suggestion with her portrait by
Augustus John. Whether true or not in this particular case the

image is certainly true of a not uncommon type of English woman.
G
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Still, true or not, anyone can see how much the victim would be
offended, especialy since she regarded Lawrence as a protege whom
ghe had tried to help. Another victim was her friend, Bertrand
Russell, presented as "a learned, dry baronet of fifty, who was
aways making witticisms and laughing at them heartily in a harsh
horse-laugh”. Philip Morrell was depicted as he entered the garden,
"striding romantically like a Meredith hero who remembers Disraeli"
bringing with him "the atmosphere of the House of Commons . . .
the Home Secretary had said such and such athing, and he, Roddice,
on the other hand, thought such and such a thing, and had said
so-and-s0 to the P.M." Why did they all deny that Lawrence had
a sne of humour? Could it have been because it was turned so
disconcertingly on themselves?

The most stringent of these caricatures was of Philip Heseltine
and his associates, forming atogether a merciless satire of the
Bloomsbuiy-Cafe Royal sets. Lawrence's bitterness against Hesel-
tine was partly the usual reaction against ex-friends, but chiefly
because Heseltine had sat in the Cafe with friends reading, parodying
and jeering at the poems in Amores. Katherine Mansfield got up
from her table, asked to s the book, which Heseltine sheepishly
gave her, and walked out with it. The episode has been denied by
Hesdltine's friends. Middleton Murry assures me of its truth and
that he still has the copy of Amores. Michael Arlen, who was sitting
at Hesdltine's table, permits me to quote from his letter in answer
to my query:

"It was Hesdltine, most mockingly, but das with malice more
than mockery, who read fromD. H's'Amores'. In 1915-16 Lawrence
thought—I was too young to know for certain—very highly of
Hesdltine. But Philip later, despising himself, decided to goad
Lawrence into despising him, Heseltine, too. Y ou must remember
Heseltine's background—son of fairly rich parents, misunderstood
chap.”

So much for that, to which there needs only to be added that
when Women in Love was published Heseltine, aone among the
victims, threatened libel proceedings, which he settled for fifty pounds,
after absurdly trying to get the book suppressed by the Purity League.

Personally satirical novels usually contain one character (male or
female according to the sex of the author) who is miraculously
exempt from the vices, failings and humorous appearance of the
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others. Women in Love is a conspicuous exception, for none of the
charactersismore satirised, ridiculed with greater insight, than Birkin-
Lawrence. The author sses how maddening Birkin is. Thus there
is a scene where Hermione in exasperation hits Birkin on the head
with alarge piece of lapis-lazuli which he parries with a quarto of
Thucydides. After Birkin has restored his serenity by undressing in
awood and rolling naked among the primroses, he addresses this
note to Hermione:

"1 will go to town—I don't want to come back to Breadalby for
the present. But it is quite all right—I don't want you to mind
having biffed me, in the least. Tell the others it isjust one of my
moods. Y ou were quite right to biff me—because | know you wanted
to. Sotherestheendof it."”

All thisis delightfully characteristic, and shows how far he was
really prepared to go in his belief that truth to the impulse of the
moment is the essence of life and must not be thwarted. In a way
it sounds an admirable doctrine and a release from the socid
tyranny of all democracies, but had its risky side. Suppose Hermione
in her "impulse" had "biffed" him so hard that she cracked his
skull? The whole episode is instructive. It shows that once his
moods of malice or frenzied rage had evaporated Lawrence was
quite prepared to forget and even forgive all the insults and upsets
he inflicted on his friends. He bore his victims absolutely no ill-will
—or at least not until he came to write about them.

It appears that his relations with Frieda were often conducted
on this plan. One reason that he found Frieda indispensable, could
not live without her, was that she was the only person beside his
mother who took the trouble to stand up to him, gave him back
abuse for abuse, let him rage and boil and employ every device of
dishonest casuistry in argument, and afterwards bore him no ill-will
but on the contrary loved him as much as ever. He might have adver-
tised for a decade in dubious periodicals without ever finding a
woman to take her place.

The satire of himself in this novel is ruthless. Thus, in a chapter
caled 'An Island’, there is along wrangle between him and Frieda,
in which he quite intentionally exposes his wearisome habit of
holding forth and his pig-headed perversity. Birkin, hetellsus, had
"awonderful, desirablelife-rapidity” but... "there was at the same
time this ridiculous mean effacement into a Salvator Mundi and a
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Sunday-school teacher, aprig of the stiffest type.” Again he reveals
his social awkwardness—at Hermione's oppressively intellectual
party Birkin is "ignominious in the eyes of everyone, completely
insignificant."

It was a habit of women, especialy when they first met the
Lawrences, to lecture Frieda on her shortcomings as the wife of
genius, with implicationsthat the kind friend advising woul d do the
job very much better. Evidently Ottoline Morrell was among them,
but the speech Lawrence puts into her mouth shows an acute aware-
ness of his own character:

"Heis frail in health and body, he neads great, great care. Then
he is so changeable and unsure of himself—it requires the greatest
patience and understanding to help him. | can't tell you how much
suffering it would take to make him happy. He lives an intensely
spiritual life at times. And then comes the reaction. Heis so un-
certain, so unstable—he wearies, and then reacts. | couldn't tell you
what his reactions are. | couldn't tell the agony of them. That
which he affirms and loves one day—a little later he turns on it in
a fury of destruction. He is never constant, aways this awful,
dreadful reaction.”

Perfectly true, and confirmed by all that we have been gradually
discovering about him here. Only, we must aways be careful not
to pay too much attention to his irritating defects and thereby
forget his "wonderful vitality” and “intense spiritual life".

In another chapter, 'Excurse, thereis another wranglewith Frieda,
who turns and rends him. Yet as he battles her with unscrupulous
wits, he admits to himself the truth of her denunciations:

"He knew she was in the main right. He knew he was perverse,
so spiritual on the one hand, and in some strange way degraded,
on the other. He knew that his spirituality was concomitant of a
process of depravity, a sort of pleasure in self-destruction.”

Then comes the reconciliation. Ursula walks away in tears,
Birkin picks out of the mud the rings he had offered her as a present
and she had flung in his face. How characteristic that he does not
pick them up for any human sentiment, but because he could not
bear to s "tokens of the reality of beauty” lying in the mud.
Presently Ursula drifts back:

" 'See what aflower | found for you,' she said wistfully holding
a piece of purple-red bell-heather under his face. He saw the clump
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of coloured bells, and the tree-like, tiny branch: aso her hands,
with their over-fine, over-sensitive skin. 'Pretty!" he said, looking
up at her with a smile, taking the flower. Everything had become
simple again, quite simple."

"Pretty!" It was the word his mother had always used to him
when as a boy he brought her some little gift and she wanted to
fold himinlove. For him it had overtones of meaning even Frieda
could not know, a boundless tenderness she could fed but not
wholly understand. 1t was a transference of that unforgotten mother-
love to her.

It was this book, with all its intimate self-revelations and—from
a worldly point of view—imprudent caricatures on which he was
completing work when the military summons reached him. He met
this with yet another surprising change of front, writing of it
jauntily to Catherine Carswell with a music-hall bravado:

"1 shall go, and take my chance of being accepted. If | must be
a soldier, then | must—ta-rattata-tal It's no use trying to dodge
one's fate. It doesn't trouble me any more. |'d rather be a soldier
than a school-teacher, anyhow."

The reality, however, turned out to be not quite so simple and
sprightly. On the trainjourney to Bodmin (the chief town of Corn-
wall), the other recruits "sang all the time, or howled like dogs in
the night" the sentimental inharmonious "songs' which expressed
the emotions of that heroic epoch. As Lawrence saw them, these
recruits were "bitterly, desperately miserable, but still manly: mostly
very quiet, yet neither sloppy nor frightened". It is evidence of his
quick observation that he noticed one man on the train was quite
different from the others, "the only blatherer, a loose fellow" who
jeered at Lawrence's beard and boasted that he had come all the
way from Canada to enlist—as if that were necessary! He was, of
course, a Canadian deserter re-joining before the police got him;
though Lawrence could not know that.

At Bodmin he found the barracks "prison-like", the food "dis-
gusting”, but the sergeant "not a bad chap". The place seemed so
like aprison that it made him think of Oscar Wildein Reading Gaol.
When he undressed he was ashamed for the other men to s his
old darned underclothes, for he had been made too poor to buy
new ones. He spent a redtless night on the hard bed, kept awake
by the moans and groans of the other men in their degp and by



19 PORTRAIT OF A GENIUS, BUT . ..

one man's "hysterical cough". After reveille and the push to get a
cold-water wash on a piece of borrowed soap, there came a "sicken-
ing breakfast" and the sergeant's order to tidy up. Like every other
man who came up with a beard, Lawrence was of course called
"dad", and on account of his supposed age was exempted from the
broom fatigue. He was medically rejected for military service, but
told he ought to volunteer for civilian service; which he refused to
do. The other men then looked at him "grudgingly”, since they
thought (as he supposed) he had been unfairly favoured because
"he was not a working man".

As he st before the fire with Frieda that night after returning
home, looking at his knees in their old grey flannel trousers, he said:
"I fever | ssemy legsinkhaki | shall die. But they shall never put
my legsin khaki." It was his emphatic way of saying he hoped he
would never be found fit for active service. And of course at the
same time he hated being rejected as a crock, a man infected with
consumption. He was not blind to the necessity for conscription,
and though he might say he would disobey orders because of his
horror of being crushed to the military pattern, he would never have
pleaded conscientious objection. Sometimes he was tempted by the
idea of taking work "of national importance", realising that it
would ese the situation for him and for "his influential friends in
London" to whom "in his remoteness, writing occasionally an essay
that bothered them, he was a thorn in the flesh." He realised
perfectly that for them with relatives at the front "it was small
pleasure" to read such assartions of his as; "this trench and machine
warfare is a blasphemy againgt life itself." He knew everybody
couldn't be regjected and sit far off in Cornwall in condemnation
of it all. He even "felt a dreary misery" at the thought of the men
who were in it. But the Bodmin experience, trifling as it was, dis-
turbed him greatly:

"It is the annulling of all one stands for, this militarism, the
nipping of the very germ of one's being. | was very much upset.
The sen®e of spiritual disaster everywhere was quite terrifying."

And to another correspondent he wrote;

"Y ou are quiteright, | do esteem individual liberty above every-
thing. What is a nation for, but to secure the maximum of liberty
to every individual ?"

Apparently he never stopped to ask himself what happens to



MARRIAGE AND WAR (1911-1919) 19

individual liberty when a nation loses its liberty. But only a few
days after his rejection he was shaken by hearing that a man, to
whose family Lawrence was under some obligation, had been killed
in action. In October 1915, The English Review had published his
story England, My England, which was not so much a satire as a
cruel jeer at this man and his family, who had been both annoyed
and hurt by the publication. Now, just as his too prophetic story
had announced, this husband and father had been killed. Law-
rence's first feelings were of acute and conscience-stricken misery:

"It upsets me very much to hear of X——. | did not know he
was dead. | wish that story at the bottom of the sea, before ever
it had been printed. Perhaps Y——won't be hurt by that wretched
story—that is all that matters.”

Unfortunately, he could not let it go at that, but his antithetical
self would not be silenced by shame. He would not lower the Jolly
Roger fluttering from his literary craft, if only because it would be
condemning beforehand so much of his work, including most of
hislast novel. He had had to bite his tongue to be able to tell Frieda
he loved her; but not even this man's death could keep him remorse-
ful and contrite. Hejust had to put a postscript:

"No, | don't wish 1 had never written that story. It should do
good, at thelong run?"

9

THAT summer and autumn the visitors to Rananim were a few
peaceful women: Catherine Carswell, vy Low, Dollie Radford,
who sincerely admired and liked him without the dightest wish to
take over Frieda'sjob; friends who came for limited visits and not
"for ever", and were content to enjoy the vitality he could give out
so joyously without wrangling with him about his prejudices.
Catherine Carswell was quiteright in saying that an important factor
in getting on easily and peacefully with him was the very smple one
of doing a share in the normal housework without fuss.

But if there were no wars with indiscreet or unlucky visitors, there
were still flares-up of the battle with Frieda, and those often on the
old unhappy theme of her children. Still she was officially not
supposed to se them—just imagine a law that orders such separa-
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tionsl—and had to lurk miserably in London dreetsjust to get a
glimpse of them. Now, once again, she wanted to see them; and
not only was money very short, but Lawrence was abominably
jealous. Hefelt it was sheer perversity on her part that, after living
with him for four years, she should still love her children and want
them. He was more important to her than children; and having
children was ablunder anyway. Ashewroteto Catherine Carswell:

"Having children is a clutching at the past, the back origins, for
fulfilment, and fulfilment does not lie in the past. Y ou should be
glad you have no children: they are a stumbling-block now. There
are plenty of children, and no hope. If women can bring forth hope,
they are mothers indeed. It is not in children the future lies. Itis
the truth, the new perceived hope, that makes spring.”

Whether it was his usua "hammer, hammer, hammer" on the
lines of this perverse balderdash or something ese, the fact is that
he exasperated Frieda to such an extent that, like Hermione in
Women in Love, she "biffed" him on the head- with a soup plate,
not an elegant piece of lapis. Then after war there was peace, and
the long wrangle ended (as was to be foreseen) in Frieda getting her
way— she went to see her children.

Unluckily, while she was absent, the beginnings of winter as
usua brought him illness. Already in October he was complaining
that his heath was miserable, "damnable". Two weeks later he
told his agent: "I am tired to death of being aways pinched and
penniless and in bad health." With his novels suppressed or out of
print, his stories unwanted, his "philosophy" unsaeable, he had
little indeed to live on during those harsh war years. He had a few
sporadic periodical publications, he got out a book of his old poems
and his Italian sketches, but mostly helived on what he called "pre-
carious borrowing”, from Pinker, from his sister Ada, from Amy
Lowell in America, and friends in England. Once more he began
to long for the America of which he knew nothing, to go "to the
far western mountains” from which he imagined "one can s the
distant Pacific Ocean."

Even as hewrote, another and wholly unexpected persecution was
descending on him. By the end of 1916 the length of the war and
the success of the enemy's submarine campaign had made the
British authorities more willing to listen to the repeated warnings
of the French that much enemy espionage was in fact based on
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England. Incredulity gave way to something like over-credulity, and
the delicate task of tracing the real spies and quietly picking them
up seams to have been entrusted to people without sense or experi-
ence. It is a most extraordinary fact that Lawrence, who knew
absolutely nothing about military and naval matters and cared less,
was first arrested by the Germans as an English spy and then
suspected by the English of being a German spy.

It began by an apologetic policeman, acting under military orders,
coming to the cottage for identification. Consider the situation.
Frieda's father had been a German regular officer; her uncle Fer-
dinand was in all the reference books as one who had extended
German influence in China; her airman cousin had his famous
"flying circus'. Why on earth was this German aristocrat living
with a penniless ex-schoolmaster of dubious literary reputation, in
a remote cottage overlooking the Atlantic shipping routes to and
from Bristol? And had he not stayed in Germany, had he not
German relatives? Were they not still sending letters to Germany
through Switzerland, and receiving replies?

All quite true, though it was of course not true that he was
German, as they ssemed to think. However, Lawrence was exceed-
ingly indignant at this suspicion and made no attempt to soften it,
either in the authorities or in his Cornish neighbours. He went in
fact to the opposite extreme, talking openly against the war, jeering
at newspaper propaganda, and defiantly singing German folk songs.
On one occasion, as they returned from shopping, the Lawrences
were stopped by a couple of men in khaki who examined their
basket. One of them insisted that a square parcel in the bag must
be a camera, whereas it was merely a pound block of salt. But
before the men were out of hearing Frieda laughed jeeringly: "The
poor innocent salt!" and Lawrence had looked "black with rage".
On another occasion Frieda started running along the cliffs with
her white scarf flyingin the wind, and Lawrence had to shout to
her: "Stop it, stop it, you fool! Can't you s they'll think you're
signalling to the enemy?' Notice, by the way, that he instinctively
said "the enemy", which a German or even a spy would not have
done.

At Christmas 1916 came another shock. The Lawrences had
two American guests, one of them Robert Mountsier, who was after-
wards Lawrence's agent in America. On a night of pouring rain a

G+
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policeman was sent to examine their papers. When Mountsier
returned to London he was (according to Lawrence) "arrested, and
conveyed to Scotland Yard: there examined, stripped naked, his
clothes taken away." When he was liberated, he was advised to
return to America; and thus the astute Intelligence turned a very
anti-German American into someone not exactly pro-English.
All Mountsier had done that was suspicious was to stay with the
Lawrences. The episode exasperated and rattled Lawrence. In
writing to Catherine Carswell soon after he did not mention it but
betrays his mood:

"We seam all to be pretty down, floored. | fed myself awfully
like afox that is cornered by a pack of hounds and boors who don't
perhaps know he's there, but are closing in unconsciously. | am
applying for re-indorsement of my passports to New York."

Thiswas afoolish thingto do Was it likely that a suspected spy
would be allowed to escape to America (then still neutral), where
he was evidently supposed to have confederates? The sensible thing
surely would have been to go to London with Frieda and to ask
Marsh or Morrell what he should do to show his innocence. But
Lawrence was in a mood both of depression and defiance, and felt
all his former friends were dropping away. Women in Love was
refused everywhere; he knew that his "philosophy” was virtually
unsaleable; and after his former experience he could not have hoped
much from the new volume of poems, Look! We Have Come
Through. During 1916 nothing of his appeared in periodicals except
one poem, and it was some way into 1917 before Poetry (Chicago)
issued poems and The English Review resumed publication of his
prose. Indeed, in those days he had little heart for writing, so acute
was his feeling of oppression and of persecution. 1t was a very bitter
moment for him, in January 1917, when he carried the packet con-
taining the passports to "the tiny post-office in the hamlet” through
fields where "there was a thin film of snow, like silver,” among the
huge boulders on the moor.

As he walked through that sad winter landscape he felt "like a
ghost walking in a strange land of death”, and "as if he hadleft his
country: and that was like death". And of course all this emotional
suffering had been quite usdess. He went through all the agony of
parting, of forcibly tearing himself away from the England he loved
so much. And it was all quite usdess. The Foreign Office simply
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kept the passports, and contemptuously returned no answer to his
application.

The situation at Tregethern became worse. Official suspicion
strengthened, and in turn was strengthened by the suspicions of the
neighbours. The Lawrences were supposed to be signalling to
German submarines if they tarred the chimney against a leak, or
when Frieda hung out the washing. Hints and warnings were
dropped to him by the more friendly neighbours, but he refused
to listen to them, standing on what in his naivete he imagined were
his civic rights. That spring was "a curious interval” for him.
Outwardly he busied himself with planting and working on his
garden, and by writing his Reality of Peace. Inwardly he felt as if
"the skies had really fallen", and persuaded himself that therefore
the war would soon be over. At one time he thought that " if we
have to stay here, | too shall become a farmer". Sometimes he
longed to preach, to hold forth, like the people at "the peace demon-
strations every Sunday in Victoria Park." Or he lapsed into other
moods:

"I lay on the cliffs and watched the gulls and hawks in the perfect
sky. Already the pigeons were cooing and it was warm as summer.
| fed f don't know where | am, nor what | am. Thisis somnambulism
or a trance."

When, in April, Frieda went to se her children, he remained
behind, "sick to death of struggling in a cauldron of foul feelings
with no mind, no thought, no understanding, no clarity of being."
Unable to endure Frieda's asence and his own unhappy state of
mind he went to the Midlands to see his family. On the way back
through London he "suddenly collapsed with sickness’, which he
quaintly attributed to “the evil influence of aggregate London."
Koteliansky rescued him and nursed him for two days, and when
he returned to Zennor in avery "shaky" condition he found Frieda
aready there "laid up quiteill."

Thiswas a miserable time for them both, with poverty and failure
and suspicion seething all round them and the seemingly everlasting
misery of the war. In his despair Lawrence began to slip back,
almost to the condition of a farm labourer. He made friends with
a farmer named William Henry, in Kangaroo in felicitously given
the fictitious name of 'John Thomas' (Freudians, avaunt!), who
helped him to plough and plant a whole field with vegetables. He
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liked the man's family, which doubtless reminded him of lost happy
days at The Haggs, and he seemed more and more sinking into a
mere farm labourer as he worked and talked with William Henry
and hisfriends. Night after night he left Frieda all alone, to bewith
William Henry, for whom he had evidently developed one of his
mystical-sensua  Bludbruderschaft relations. "In those days,"
writes Frieda blithely, "Lawrence seemed to turn against me,
perhaps on account of the bit of German in me." The bit of German!
But of course it wasn't that at all; it was the temporarily superior
attraction of William Henry.

In the midst of all this he still kept in touch with public afairs.
In view of his friendship with younger members of the family,
Asquith's fall was naturally a great blow to him; and perhaps
because he was beginning to dislike the Cornish, he was enraged
at England being ruled by Lloyd George, a Celt. He even passion-
ately asserted that "all Jews, and all Celts, even whilst they espoused
the cause of England, subtly lived to bring about the last humiliation
of the great old England.”

Y et through all this he never lost sight of or failed to find delight
in the wheel and change of the seasons. As the summer of 1917
drew nearer he watched the gorse as it "blazed in shedts of yellow
flame", while the blackthorn was "like white smoke" filling the
valley. As the sun ssemed to roll down the sky towards its setting
"in aflood of gold" he was rapt in ecstasy, feeling that he "would
not be astounded to sse the cherubim flashing their wings and
coming towards us." Yet the practical work of his gardens was
done and well done, and he boasted to Murry of his panses and
fuchsias as much as of his long lines of spinach and pess and beans.
After an interval they had resumed correspondence, though on
Lawrence's Sde the intimacy was not renewed as it had been nor
the trust. He told Murry that "philosophy interests me most now
—not novels or stories. | find people ultimately boring.” But
Murry'sefforts at conciliation and renewal of affection were rejected:
"Y ou shouldn't say you love me. Y ou disliked me intensely when
you were here, and also at Mylor."

He was quite aware that the "philosophy” would bring him little
or no money, but he was prepared to shift that responsibility to
higher quarters—"I can't be bothered, the Lord will have to pro-
vide." More than ever as he brooded over strange symbols and
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emotions he became influenced by the ancient Cornish landscape
and the "subtle, furtive Celts'. Sometimes they seemed to carry
him beyond the realms of sanity. Curiously enough it was again
his Reality of Peace which (as with the snake episode at Greatham)
seemed for a time to unbalance his mind. He had been re-casting
this "philosophy" as he retyped it, hewrote Catherine Carswell,
when "suddenly | felt as if | was going dotty, straight out of my
mind, so | left off." The experience impressed him so unpleasantly
that after talking of other things he added a postscript. "1'm sure
the war will end soon. | wonder if I am a bit dotty?"

Dotty or not, he continued to be imprudent in parading his
"irritable opposition” to war. When Edward Marsh in the midst
of official duties found time to send him a 'Georgian Poetry' cheque
and a hope that he was "flourishing", Lawrence retorted that he
"would like to flourish a pistol under the nose of the fools who
govern us" with some pointed references to "time-keepers and time-
servers'. Hetalked in the same strain to the labourers, urging them
on in their loathing for military service. A ship was torpedoed off
the coast, and dy questions showed that he was supposed to have
something to do with it. Irritated by the absurdity he became more
instead of less reckless, ostentatiously singing German songs after
dark, though he knew or thought he knew "coast watchers' were
lying outside hoping to hear treason.

Obviously if he sometimes sat at home singing German songs
with Frieda, he cannot have spent every eveningwithWilliam Henry.
Yet when William Henry made a remark which showed he had
noticed that Lawrence was reverting to a labourer, he was half
pleased but half "rebuked". For he had not abandoned intellectual
pursuits. While he worked in the fields he aso worked at home
on his essays which became Sudies in Classic American Literature,
He perpetualy buoyed himself with hopes that the war was just
about to end, whereupon he would go to America and give them
as lectures. As for books—"there seams to be nothing but futility
inwriting nowadays."

They were not wholly out of touch with the great world. There
arrived a number of "herb-eating occultists who fast or ea nettles’
and also apparently the Lawrences food, while they "made most
dreadful fools of themsdlves at St. Ives'. Possibly it was from them
that Lawrence learned of his Unveiled and similar books of an
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occult kind which he certainly read though he did not think them
"very good". Later there came to live not far away a musical friend
of Heseltine's, Cecil Gray, who introduced them to the songs of
the Hebrides, about which he was enthusiastic. Gray lived at some
distance, and the advantage of this instantly struck Lawrence, so that
in a contemporary revival of Rananim he placed even such close
friends as the Carswells at a distance of "one and a half miles".
After a brief but unhappy marriage Heseltine had returned to
Cornwall and for a time "re-established friendly relations with
Lawrence", being of course then unaware of the caricature of him

self in Women in Love, though at some time before publication Gray
read the manuscript and told him. Curiously enough, it was Gray
who unintentionally brought to a head all the suspicion and hatred
which Lawrence had unconsciously created around himself.

The Lawrences were invited to spend a week-end with Gray at his
house, "Bosigran". After dinner (according to Lawrence) there was
"something wrong with the mood" and he "sang to himself, in an
irritating way, one German folk song after another, not in a songful,
but in a defiant manner.” At last this got on Gray's nerves and he
asked Lawrence to stop. In "the tense and irritable silence” which
followed, there was a banging on the door, and "a lieutenant with
three sordid men" came in announcing that a light had been shown
at one of the upper windows. |t ssems that there was an uncurtained
window on the upper landing which the housekeeper had passed with
alighted candle on her way to bed. The explanation was not accep-
ted, the trifling episode was reported as a breach of wartime lighting
regulations, and Gray was insulted and fined twenty pounds.

Here at last was the concrete evidence against Lawrence which had
been lacking. Apparently only a few days later their cottage was
searched in their dosence, and next morning the Lawrences were
visited by an army officer, two detectives and a policeman. Note-
books and papers were confiscated, and he was handed an official
order from the "competent™ military authority ordering them both
to leave Cornwall within three days, forbidding them to remain in
any part of Cornwall, with peremptory instructions to report to the
police within twenty-four hours of reaching any new destination.

Before leaving Cornwall, Lawrence "made agreat fire of all hisold
manuscripts." What was then lost we shall probably never know, but
it is anatura inference that in thisfire perished his own copy of The



MARRIAGE AND WAR (1911-1919) 19

Goat and Compasses, the lost chapters of The Reality of Peace and
possibly a number of poems. This destruction of his work was the
natural reaction to the shock of thisexpulsion order, which, as Frieda
tells us, "changed something in Lawrence for ever." The mere
memory of it five years later was so painful that he "trembled help-
lesdy under the shock™.

They travelled to London by a night train, full of soldiers and
sailors on leave howling the same dismal "war songs" he had heard,
on the Bodmin journey, though he now thought "a bitter irony"
had taken the place of sentimentality. As for Lawrence, he st in
the train "feeling that he had been killed: perfectly still, and pale,
in akind of after death. He had always believed so in everything—
society, love, friends. This was one of his serious desths in belief.”
Even the "iniquitous” and unjust prosecution of The Rainbow had
failed to teach him, as this event did, how much he was hated in
his own country, how implacably enemies sought to crush him.

They had far too little money to be able to afford hotels and
restaurants, above all in a crowded war-time London of rising prices.
A telegram had brought them a temporary refuge with Dollie
Radford, who knew something of English liberty, having seen
William Morris arrested for making a speech. But for Lawrence
it was "prison and misery to be in other peoples houses', and he
grasped eagerly at the opportunity of somewhere on their own:

"The American wife of an English friend, a poet serving in the
army, offered her rooms in Mecklenburg Square—very grateful
indeed to the American girl. They had no money. But the young
woman tossed the rooms to them, and food and fuel, with a wild
free hand."

The Lawrences had the rooms to themsdlves for a number of
weeks, and then the "poet serving in the army" most inconsiderately
turned up on long leave. This caused a move first to a flat owned
by some relatives of Gray's at Earl's Court, and then, after Christmas
with his siger, to Dollie Radford's cottage in Berkshire. Possibly
Lawrence did some writing during these troubles—he still had his
wonderful power of detachment—»but it is impossible, to say what.
At first Lawrence greatly disliked London, finding it a city of mere
"factors, really ghastly, like lemures, evil spirits of the dead.” But,
much to his surprise, he aso found he still had admirers and friends
ready to help himin any way they could, though powerless to check
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the spy hunt. Then he began to fedl himself "in some queer way,
vitally active" and even London people ssemed "to give back a
strange new response.”

Now he was no longer at all anxious to return to Cornwall
but (apparently under the influence of his friend, Dr. Eder) formed
a plan for transporting Rananim to the dopes of the Andes with a
splendidly grotesque group of incompatibles, "Frieda and I, and
-Eder and Mrs. Eder, and William Henry and Gray, and probably
Hilda Aldington, and maybe Kot and Dorothy Y orke." Gray must
have been enchanted to hear (if he ever did hear) that he was con-
tributing a thousand pounds to the expenses of the expedition. The
"poet serving in the army" was rightly left to carry on his dirty
work without hope of salvation.

Indeed, Lawrence had little liking for the military and no interest
in their peculiar ways. | recollect that on one occasion in London
during the war when he was shifting quarters he would not afford
a taxi to carry his bags nor allow me to pay for it. | was in the
delicate situation of a cadet just about to be gazetted, when the
smallest breach of military insanity would have been fatal. Carrying
bags in the street was at that time considered "unbefitting an officer
and a gentleman . . ." dtogether, what with fears of meeting an
assistant-provost-marshal it was an agitating little trip for me, but
Lawrence never noticed.

For some reason he was most indignant at being followed by the
C.1.D., but who dse would follow up a person suspected of espionage
inwar time? He was rather lucky not to be interned without further
investigation. Some have thought that this C.I.D. investigation was
a mere "story" due only to Lawrence's "hysteria'—Robert Nichols
said so in print without apparently making any attempt at verifica-
tion. | am positive this did happen because | met and had a long
talk with one of these detectives. As | was in uniform we got on
very well (he was in mufti but for his boots) and | had almost
convinced him that the whole thing was a mistake when most
unhappily we blundered into literary criticism and disagreed. Gray
aso saw one or more of these "followers" and unthinkingly men-
tioned the fact to Lawrence, who at once discovered "an atmosphere
of terror all through London, as under the Czar when no man dared
open his lips."

It is easy for us at this distance of time to treat this spy charge
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lightly and to redlise that it was only the kind of injustice to the
individual that inevitably must happen in the enormous upheaval
of a great war. Lawrence could not s= it that way. He was far
too important to himself to realise that to the military he was just
aroutine case, informed against by the petty malice of petty enemies.
He was outraged and rose to the height of indignant invective:

"l refuse their imputations. | despise them. They are canaille,
carrion-eating, filthy-mouthed canaille, like dead-men-devouring
jackals. | wish to God | could kill them. | wish | had power to
blight them, to day them with a blight, day them in thousands and
thousands." In another mood he merely remarked on the same
situation, "this is getting a bit too thick." The comment depended
upon which of the many Lawrences was holding the pen.

The early chapters of Aaron's Rod, though not published until
April of 1922, contain afictionalised account of the lighter side of
these months in London wherein everyone who did anything to help
him is mercilesdy satirised. After Christmas, the Lawrences spent
four months at Hermitage, Berkshire, in great poverty. They were
so poor that, it ssems they were reduced almost wholly to a diet
of oatmeal porridge. Certainly Lawrence gladly accepted a gift of
ten pounds sent through a barrister friend, Monty Sherman, and
would have accepted help from the Royal Literary Fund, if it had
been available. He tried to raise alittle money by putting together
a small volume of his "war" poems, which after many delays
appeared after the war. What was the novel "as blameless as Cran-
ford", of which he had written one hundred and fifty pages by the
middle of March 1918? It can only have been a first draft of
Aaron's Rod, thrown together anyhow "under the dark cloud of
penury" which aso overshadowed the later American essays

For some reason Rananim had already been transferred from the
"dopes of the Andes" to the more accessible Italy, but aready it
was a much reduced and rather different party, for after the
obligatory "Frieda and me" there were left only "you and Gertler
and Kot and Campbell and anybody dse you like." (The you was
Sherman.) They were to have a house by the s and "row and
bathe and talk and be as happy asbirdsfor abit." It was, hethought,
"owing to us'. Sometimes he felt that the war would last "for
ever"; sometimes he announced that "this particular war" was about
to end at once. The thought gave him little encouragement—
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"people won't alter and they won't die in sufficient quantities to
matter." So the only thing to do was "to lapse along pleasantly
with the days."

Asusual, spring brought an immediate alleviation to the darkness
of his moods. | observe in his Letters that when | sent him word
that | was returning to the front he received the news with serene
equanimity. Indeed he assured his correspondent (another totally
exempted man) that "it is harder to bear the pressure of the vacuum
over here than the dress of congestion over there" and felt sure |
was "glad to go." He was reading Gibbon with much satisfaction
because "the emperors are all so indiscriminately bad" (which is
far from being the case), and another book on occultism which
interested him but was "very antipathetic". But this good humour
was all of the surface. Underneath he felt very different:

"My soul, or whatever it is, feds charged and surcharged with
the blackest and most monstrous ‘temper’, a sort of hellish
electricity.”

10

THE Radfords needed their Berkshire cottage in May of 1918, so
once more there was the problem of where to go. Perhaps in part
because it was still militarily-forbidden fruit Lawrence now rather
pined to go back to Cornwall, but his sister Ada—who through all
these troubles and pseudo-disgraces stood nobly by him—found a
bungalow at Middleton, in Derbyshire, and offered it to him rent-
free. He had come to like the appropriately named Hermitage in
spite of the fact that Army lumberers were fast destroying its woods
for duck-boards and pit-props, and felt regretful at the thought of
leaving. On the evening of the Sunday before they left he took a
long walk, gathering large cowdlips "whose scent is really a com-
munication direct from the source of creation—Iike the breath of
God breathed into Adam™, and in the woods came on the body of
a dead owl, "a lovely soft warm-brown thing" which seemed to
have a symbolical meaning for him too elusive for expression.
When they reached Middleton he found the bungalow stood “in
the darkish Midlands" on "the rim of a steep deep valley, looking
over darkish, folded hills." Hefancied the place was the very navel
of England, and though it was so near his own old home he felt
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like Ovid in Thrace, "very lost and queer and exiled." In reality
he was marking time, hoping the war would suddenly end, and
trying to recover from his indignant rage at being expelled from
Cornwall and shadowed by detectives. While the war lasted there
was little hope for his work, and he still existed chiefly by "pre-
cariousborrowing" eked out by the sdle of afew piecesto periodicals.
At no time was there much hope for the "philosophy" on which
he had spent so much time and energy, and indeed much of it was
not published until after his death. He knew perfectly well that it
missed both the generd public and the specialist public of people
with a philosophical education; and there is awistful naivete in his
appea to Donald Carswell:

" | wish you would read the essays | left with Catherine. 'Y ou will
sy | repeat myself—that | don't know the terms of real philosophy
—and that my terms are empty—the empty sdf—so don't write
these things to me, | know them beforehand, and they make me
cross. None the less, read the esssys and s if you find anything
in them."

Part of August 1918 was spent with the Cars wells in the Forest
of Dean, and on Donald Carswell's suggestion Lawrence wrote
some rather ex-cathedra articles on Education (they will be found
in Phoenix) for The Times Educational Supplement, which prudently
declined them. He worked on his unhappily-titled Movements in
European History, and wrote some "bits of poems" which were
published in Poetry. More hopeful even was the fact that he had
finished his American essays, which began appearing in The English
Review, and turned back at last from essays and "philosophy” to
the short story. About this time he developed his preference for
the novelette or short novel or long short-story, for he then began
work on The Fox'. Another story, a rea short story, of that year
was'Wintry Peacock', suggested to him partly by a dream and partly
by a heavy snowfall later on, in the winter. He dreamed he saw a
bird falling to earth, "ayoung peacock, blue all over like a peacock's
neck, very lovely", and it kept calling out, and suddenly a woman
came running from a cottage and took the bird from him, saying
it would be all right. Such was the dream out of which he built
his story.

Another story, "'The Blind Man', had come to him during hisvisit
to the Forest of Dean. Mrs. Carswell, to whom we owe this piece
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of information, does not say if it was suggested by any real episode.
Her description of the Lawrences on their arrival gives a startling
image of the poverty to which they had been reduced by the war
and the malice of his enemies. Frieda was dressed in a bright-
patterned but very cheap cotton frock. Lawrence was wearing rope-
soled shoes without socks, an old panama hat, an old green and
red striped blazer and his old grey flannel trousers. Both main
garments were so shrunk with age and repeated washing that his
wrists and ankles stuck out, and he cheerfully volunteered the in-
formation that as this was his only pair of trousers he had to wash
them at night when he went to bed and hope they would be dry in
the morning. It was like Lawrence to fee much aristocratic dis-
pleasure when the country copulatives showed their amazement at
his appearance.

He was happy on this holiday and the change and companion-
ship did him good. The Carswells, who of course at that time knew
only of his outward troubles and little of the extremities of emotion
he had gone through during the war, must have felt very hopeful
when they bade him good-bye. But a new blow awaited him only
a very short time after his return to Middleton. On his birthday,
11th September, he received a fresh notice to report for medical
examination, and found his "own Midlands" a good deal harsher
and more intolerably "official" than Cornwall or London. The
moral amosphere of the medical-board room was "full of an
indescribable tone of jeering, gibing shamedessness” Lawrence
watched them secretly amusing themselves with the clumsy antics
of a heavily-built coal-miner who did not understand what he was
told to do. After Lawrence had reported having pneumonia and
consumption he was sent to an examiner who first turned his back
for severd minutes, and then snapped: "Yes. What have you to
say?' Lawrence told him and gave the daes of his pneumonia;
and then, "in atone of sneering scepticism”, the man said: "What
doctor said you were threatened with consumption? Give his name."
He was then sent to another, "a chemist-assistant puppy” who made
him bend forward with his legs apart and kept him so while various
jokes were passad among the gentlemen. "They had exposed all
his nakedness to gibes. ... So he cursed them in his blood, with
an unremitting curse."

They marked him "Fit for non-military service", a grade which
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he"knew" would have permitted them " to saize him and compel him
to empty latrines in some camp.” As he wrote to Cynthia Asquith
about them: " It kills me with speechless fury to be pawed by them.
They shall not touch me again—such filth." In his anger he deter-
mined that he would not remain in the Derby Military Area,
"neither would he report, nor give any sign" of himself. So, in
desperation they packed and made their way once more to the
Hermitage cottage.

Fortunately, this happened but a few weeks before the end of
the war, but those autumn weeks of late 1918 were hard. "There
was hardly any food," but they did not mind. He and Frieda, alone
together, were "wonderfully happy again", going out into the autumn
woods "gathering the little chestnuts and the last few bilberries.”

At twilight, when the lumbermen had gone, Lawrence "went with
a sack to pick up the unburnt faggots and the great chips of wood
the axes had left golden against the felled logs. Flakes of swedt,
pale gold oak. He gathered them in the dusk, along with the other
poor villagers. For he was poorer even than they. Still, it made
him very happy to do these things—to se a big glowing pile of
wood-flakes in his shed—and to dig in the garden, and s the
rubbish burning in the late, wistful autumn—or to wander through
the hazel copses, away to the real old English hamlets, that are still
like Shakespeare—and like Hardy's Woodlanders."

Still his income was so very precarious that through Cynthia
Asquith hetried to get ajob under the Board of Education, hoping
that the Minister, H. A. L. Fisher, might know something of letters
and wish to help even a "genius"; but nothing came of it save a
fruitlessjourney to London—not quitefruitless, for he saw Kathennc
Mansfield, with whom he was his old sdif:

"Lawrence and Frieda have been in town," she wrote Dorothy
Brett in October 1918. "Friedawas ill and in bed but | saw a very
great deal of Lawrence—for me, at least, the dove brooded over
himtoo. | loved him. Hewasjust hisold, merry, rich sdf, laughing,
describing things, giving you pictures, full of enthusiasm and joy
in a future where we become all ‘vagabonds—we simply did not
talk about people. We kept to things like nuts and cowslips and
fires in woods and his black self was not. Oh, there is something
so lovable about him and his eagerness, his passionate eagerness
for life—that is what one loves so."
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A fortnight later came the Armistice. In the evening he and
Frieda sat alone together and sang German folk songs, and Frieda
wept. They felt asif they had been living Poes pit and the pendulum
for years, and had escapedjust in time. But wasit "in time"? "How
strange peece is,” he wrote, adding sadly, "Is it peace?'

Now, against Frieda's protests, he insisted on leaving the sheltered
and fairly comfortable Berkshire cottage for bleak and wind-swept
Derbyshire. But bitterly trained by necessity to avoid "the wicked-
ness of waste", he could not bear to have rent paid in two places,
and insisted on going back. It was so obviously foolish, when he
was rested and essy at Hermitage, that it broke the peace with
Frieda, who turned obstinate and would not go beyond London.

In those strange revolutions of his feelings which made him move
in cycles of attraction and repulsion for those few people who
remained in touch with him he had now, for one cause or another,
satirised and dismissed all or amost all, including of course Murry
and Katherine Mansfield. Even in late 1917 he had written: "1'm
afraid | can't believe any more in Murry"”, but now he had come
to a point when he wished to renew the intimacy. Possibly this
explains why he had been so charming to Katherine Mansfield,
using her as ameans of linking up again with Murry, as this extract
from a letter to her indicates:

"I believe tremendously in friendship between man and man, a
pledging of men to each other inviolably. But | have not ever met
or formed such friendship. Alsol believe the same way in friendship
between men and women, and between women and women, sworn,
pledged, eternal, as eternal as the marriage bond, and as deep.
Excuse this sudden burst into dogma. Please give the letter to Jack.
| sy it to him particularly."

And transparently, for obviously here he was with his "mulish
obstinacy" and "hammer, hammer, hammer" once more leading up
to Bludbruderschaft and his unguenched longing for at least one
disciple who would give unguestioning obedience. So much was
Lawrence caught up by this revival of a perennial hankering that
he added severd postscripts, one of which read: "Don't you think
you and Jack might come here for Christmas?' Either Katherine
Mansfield wastoo il | or they had both grown wary of these winsome
invitations, which resulted in oppressive proximitiesin small country
cottages. In spite of a refusa he continued to write charmingly to
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her and sent her a yellow bowl, to which she responded with an
inventive Christmas parcel.

"The barber cut my hair,” he reported in one letter, "and shaved
me bald and made me look like a convict, clipping my beard: aso
gave me an ensuing cold.—Courage, mon ami, le diable vit encore.”
It wasfar worse than acold, being one of hisrecurrent lung inflamma-
tions, which he made very much worse by going out into the snow
when it was "terribly cold and windy". Now, however, he could
congratulate himself that he had failed to tie himself to ajob, though
he fretted at the delays in getting away from the England he felt
had insulted him and at his inability, at thirty-three, to earn even
a modest living by writing.

That winter of 1918-19 was very cold and snowy, and he should
not have been compelled to spend it so far north, "laid up with a
putrid disease—I have never felt so down inthemudinall my life."
So much did the illness bring him down that Frieda grew alarmed
and took him to his sister's home, where he was warmer and more
comfortably and could be better nursed. Y et no sooner was he well
than he insisted on getting out and about, in spite of the snow.
Here once more is an example of how he never missed the beauty
of the world:

"Yesterday | went out for a real walk—I've had a cold and been
in bed. I climbed with my niece to the bare top of the hills. Wonder-
ful it is to se the footmarks on the snow—beautiful ropes of rabbit
prints, trailing away over the brows; heavy hare marks; a fox, so
sharp and dainty, going over thewall; birds with two feet that hop;
very splendid straight advance of a pheasant; wood-pigeons that
are clumsy and move in flocks; splendid little leaping marks of
weasdals, coming along like a necklace chain of berries; odd little
filigree of thefield-mice; the trail of a mole—it is astonishing what
aworld of wild creatures one feds round one, on the hills in the
snow."

Thatisfromaletter (February 1919) to Katherine Mansfield, who,
as he well knew, would be charmed with its lovely precise observa-
tion and delicate poetic touch. This wasjust about the time when
Murry was appointed editor of The Athenceum, and one of his first
acts as editor was to write to Lawrence to ask for contributions.
Lawrence was quite childishly elated by this news, while the request
from "the editor" made him fed self-important. He wrote back at
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once an amost deferential, certainly most conciliatory letter. He
begged to be told exactly what was required, promised he would
"try to be pleasant and a bit old-fashioned", and even offered to
write over a pseudonym or anonymously if his name was considered
too wicked and unpopular.

The first and only article published under this dispensation was
signed "Grantorto" and was evidently written in Derbyshire just
as a belated thaw melted the snow and showed the bodies of many
birds dead of thirst and hunger and cold, while the first hesitating
pipings came from the weakened survivors. The paralel with the
war, the half-veiled symbolism gave him a chance he would not
miss. It was a beautiful piece of writing, with such paragraphs as
this:

"Such a long, long winter, and the frost only broke yesterday.
Yetit seems aready, we cannot remember it. Itis strangely remote,
like a far-off darkness. It is as unreal as a dream in the night. This
is the morning of reality, when we are ourselves. This is natural
and real, the glimmering of a new creation that stirsin us and about
us. We know there was winter, long, fearful. We know the earth
was strangled and mortified, we know the body of life was torn and
scattered broadcast. But what we are and what, it seams we have
always been, is this quickening lovely silver plasm of pure creativity.
All the mortification and tearing, ah yes, it was upon us, encom-
passing us. It was like a storm or a mist or a falling from a height.
It was entangled with* us, like bats in our hair, driving us mad.
But it was never really our innermost self. Within, we were dways
apart, we were this, this limpid fountain of silver, then quiescent,
rising and breaking now into the flowering."

Probably the full meaning of this would not have been apparent
to the casual reader at the time. Ostensibly it is a praise of spring
after winter, a poetic thanksgiving for the thaw after the long hard
frost; but it was really a declaration that Lawrence dissociated him-
self from the destruction and killing of War and identified himself
with the new flowering of Life, "this limpid fountain of silver." It
was a challenge, in spite of the promise to be "pleasant and a bit
old-fashioned!" The next article sent in did not even have a mask
of symbolism, and was rgjected by both Murry and Katherine
Mansfield as "embittered and angry". And this reection led to

* In place of the meaningless " estrangled upon” of Phomix text.
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what Frieda called a "rumpus”, which Katherine Mansfield tried
to brush off as ajoke when writing about it to Koteliansky.

Lawrence had been reading the Fioretti of &, Francis when he
wrote that "pleasant and old-fashioned" essay-sermon about the
birds; but his real mood in those days was as if he had "a child of
black fury curled up inside his bowels’, and it was beyond his
strength to dissimulate further. Besdes there was the irresistible
pleasure of putting Murry in a dilemma, especialy as we can now
e from Aaron's Rod that Murry had been re-chosen in Lawrence's
mind as the disciple who was to "submit" to the master.

Itispossiblethat Lawrence had not expected this rejection, though
of course his article broke the compact he had himself suggested;
but when Murry went down to s him in the Berkshire cottage in
the hope of putting things right Lawrence refused to be placated.
Murry found him still (May 1919) looking "il| and weary" after
his bad winter; and he talked very gloomily of industrial England
"slowly and greasily melting like a dead thaw" and declared that
the only hope was "a new life in a new country.” "Now this was
certainly truefor Lawrence, who felt so hopeless about hislifein Eng-
land that he had determined to leave permanently as soon as he could
get a passport. But it was hardly likely to appeal to an editor of
a literary journal which depended almost wholly on England for
support. The breach was serious, and Murry virtually disappears
from our story until the founding of the Adelphi in 1923.

The last words of Lawrence's last letter to Katherine Mansfield
were: "l wish it was spring for us all." As each northern winter
corroded his lungs, an annual disaster, he longed for spring. But
"spring" now had a new symbolical meaning, it meant getting away
from England and its cold unsmiling bureaucrats. What had he to stay
for? They said his writings were obscene; had suppressed them and
insulted him. He was a sick man, a consumptive; and because he
did not flatter the ruling clique they conscripted him and bullied
him. They said he was a spy and expelled him from his home;
and yet forbade him to leave their jurisdiction. His so-called best
friend had rejected his work for afeeble little literary paper. Why
on earth stay with such people?

"1t was a great mistake that we did not clear out in 1915 when
we had those other passports. One must keep one's flag flying, and
sail off for new scenes. Over here it really isn't any good hanging
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on or trying afresh. 1'm sure | can make enough to live on in
America, fairly easily."

Robert Nichols—much spoken of in those days as a poet—had
then just returned from a lecture tour in America, and Lawrence
wrote to him for advice about America. But then Frieda wanted
to s her family before leaving for the ends of the earth; and anyway
passports were still refused them. It was indeed Frieda who loathed
the tyrannies of Europe and longed to go far away—Australia,
America—but insisted she must sse her mother and sigters first.
And still the bureaucrats withheld their kind permission for Law-
rence to move about the world into which he, like them, had been
born. To pass the time, as he waited on their gracious pleasure,
he busied himself with such literary jobs as producing a Foreword
to a book translated by S. S. Koteliansky and corresponding with
Douglas Goldring about the proposed production of his play,
Touch and Go.

They received their passports after a brief delay of about a year,
and then Friedaleft first to see her family in Baden-Baden. Although
Lawrence had been a German spy in England, it was thought well
that as an Englishman he should not show himself in Germany;
so, after selling his books and anything dse he had, to buy his
ticket, he started oif for Italy, planning to live in a cottage of the
Abruzzi in a place called Picinisco, in the province of Caserta.

By chance | was among the last persons who saw him just before
he left. He had written to me from Hermitage offering to hand over
the tenancy of his cottage, a valuable gift in that particular post-
war scramble; and asked me to meet him in Red Lion Square at
the flat of some friends to whom also he wished to say good-bye.
| did not of course realise that he was expatriating himself, and
nothing in his manner indicated that he was leaving for anything
but a long trip abroad. He sat in his favourite position close up
to the fire on one sde, warm and hunched up, and talked gaily.
Hejeered at me, very properly, because | waswriting for The Times\
and much more acidly for going to the Poetry Bookshop—I did not
know then that for some Laurentian reason he disliked Harold
Monro. But in the main he was his friendly and unaffected sdf,
without any bitterness or bravado about going away.

We left the flat together about ten, and | walked with him to his
station on the Underground. It was only a short distance, but |
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had an opportunity to see for myself what hostility was created in
a street mob merely by his appearance. | suppose it was the red
beard, but then he had the ook of being someone "different”, with
theinnate superiority whichis so much resented. Insulting remarks,
to which he paid not the dightest attention, were called after him;
and it was a relief to watch his tall slim figure with the firm quick
tread descend into the lighted white-tiled entrance.

Much of what he was really feeling during those last days in
England was incorporated in the chapter of The Lost Girl called
'TheWedded Wife'. In the next, The Journey Across, he has trans-
ferred to AlvinaHoughton the emotion which swept over him when
he looked back from the Channel steamer at the vanishing snow-
covered cliffs of England:

"So they turned to walk to the stern of the boat. And Alvina's
heart suddenly contracted. She caught Cicio's arm, as the boat
rolled gently. For there behind, behind all the sunshine, was
England. England beyond the water, rising with ash-grey, corpse-
grey cliffs, and stresks of snow on the downs above. England, like
along, ash-grey coffin slowly submerging. Shewatchedit, fascinated
and terrified. It seemed to repudiate the sunshine, to remain
unilluminated, long and ash-grey and dead, with streaks of snow
like cerements. That was England!"
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Letter to his sister-in-law Else.



1

HAT vision of his country, which he loved with so much

bitterness, sinking over the horizon like a grey coffin, held
many symbolical meanings for Lawrence. It was like those experi-
ences of spiritual death and resurrection which he went through
severd times as illness gripped him and then he gradually returned
tolife. The symbol became afearful reality to him. After hisillness
at Greatham in 1915, when on the one hand he seemed to be touch-
ing death and on the other insanity, he had written:

"When | am trodden quite out, quite out,

every vestige gone, then | am here

risen, and setting foot on another world

risen, accomplishing a resurrection

risen, not born again, but risen, body the same as before,
new beyond knowledge of newness, alive beyond life ..."

And as he stood on the boat that cold winter day looking back
he suffered in his heart that sensation of psychological death in life.
He had aways such courage in abandoning a worn phase of life,
cutting free from a dead padt, letting his old life drop away like a
loosed burden, and turning to the new life with zest and curiosity.
Those past five years in England had been a time of much suffering.
It was not merely the endless battle of Blake's "mental strife" to
which he was doomed, not even the humiliation of living so long
on "precarious borrowing”. There was no need to tell him that
he gave far more than he ever received. What had hurt and insulted
him beyond forgetting was the treatment given The Rainbow, and
his various brushes with underlings in authority.

So he was leaving the England which hefelt had insulted him, not
then in anger, which flared up much later, but in grief, bewilderment
and humiliation. To be conscious of great powers and to have them
brutally ignored or denied must cause suffering; and at this timethey
had cessed even to admit that he was "a genius, but . . .* On the
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other hand we must recognise that he was himself confused about
where his power really lay. He was too eager to under-value himself
as a great artist, one whose influence on his fellow-men is gradual,
indirect and enduring, in order to play the part of a sort of messiah,
a leader imposing his will dogmatically on selected disciples. The
fact that they almost invariably rebelled and had to be punished by
pitiless caricaturing of themselvesin print never ssemed to warn him.
Therewerecertainly timesaso when heimagined himself asdirecting
the degtinies of nations in a practical way, for I do not think he was
joking when he wrote that he wished he had beenin LIoyd George's
place at the Peace Conference—cocksure that he could know and do
better. The reality was less splendid, and for the last ten years of
his life he was destined to be an intellectual nomad who was aways
trying to fit in somewhere and never quite succeeded.

It is quite true that for some years after the war he was primarily
an Americanwriter, in the ssnse that for him publication in England
was of much less importance. But he could no more cesse to be
English than he could cease to be awhite man. Whatever he did and
wherever he went he remained ' ‘fearfully English", defiantly so,
"English in the teeth of all the world, evenin the teeth of England.”
He exaggerated both the frustation of his "societal self" and the
hardships of what he absurdly called his"savage enough pilgrimage”.
But it was true that he struck root nowhere, and did deserve Shelley's
"the world's rejected guest" as a kind of epigraph.

In that November of 1919 England had gone sour and stagnant for
him, and it was the sure instinct of the artist in him which took him
away, though materially it seemed madness on so little money. Yet
within a few weeks he had passed through experiences enough to fill
two or three books. His plan of going to Picinisco was modest
enough, but he had forgotten in five years that a hamlet in the
mountains of the old kingdom of Naples would not be as placid
and comfortable as a Berkshire village. Meanwhile he decided to
wait in Florence or Rome, while Frieda made her way through a
tangle of restrictions and frontiers to rejoin him.

For some reason he found Paris "a nasty city" and the French
"unsympathetic". In northern Italy an introduction brought him
the acquaintance of some wealthy English at Turin with whom he
stayed two nights—"great luxury—rather nice people really—
but. . ." Hereproduced in his satirical way some of his experiences
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therein Aaron's Rod, to the great annoyance of his hosts, who talked
about "a breach of hospitality" instead of being honoured at sitting
as models for an artist in words.

What is interesting is that this brief experiencefills close on fifty
pages, and fascinating pages, of Aaron's Rod. Lawrence aways
wrote well when he was on the move and interested by new experi-
ences. It is characteristic that the end of The Lost Girl and a large
part of Aaron's Rod are staged in Italy, rather because Lawrence
had just returned there than that the action of either of the books
imperiously demands it. If he had gone to Liberia or Iceland,
instead of Italy, he would have taken his characters there just as
readily and, no doubt, just as entertainingly. The only reason given
for Aaron's so suddenly leaving Londonisthat it "got on his nerves'!
In such a plight a penniless musician out of ajob with afamily to
support naturally would go to Italy, and be entertained by "fearfully
wealthy" British.

Norman Douglas, in his pamphlet on Lawrence and Magnus,
made efforts to pump up moral indignation at this breach of
hospitality. Of course we all know how sensitive Douglas is to fine
moral points and how much his sensibility must have suffered at
Lawrence's outrageous behaviour to people who were, | believe,
unknown to Douglas until he began collecting "evidence" for his
disinterested little work. | must say | rather enjoy the thought of the
penniless but cocky poet refusing to be impressed by "security and
bank-balance and power" and standing up "for naked liberty".
Lawrence blames himself even for his mild concession of deferring
to his hostess and not retorting her patronising reproofs, which were
“likevitriol in his ears' when he stood alone in the middle of his
"blue silk bedroom . . . grimacing to himself". At that moment
he felt as if:

". . . he had dropped his mask on the floor, and broken it. His
authentic self-describing passport, his complete and satisfactory idea
of himself suddenly became a rag of paper, ridiculous. What on
earth did it matter if he was nice or not, if his chin was normal or
abnormal ?"

From Turin Lawrence moved on to Lerici, staying for a night at
the same hotel where he had been with Frieda in September 1913
He would of course have found some of his friends among the
peasants of Fiascherino, though Elide had died; and probably picked

R
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up any remaining note-books and other small property. From there
he took the train again, and landed in Florence "on a dark, wet,
wintry evening in November." At Cook's he found a note from
Douglas directing him to a chegp pension looking over the Arno.
Installed in the same pension and on terms of close intimacy with
Douglas was another man of about forty, "very pink-faced and very
clean, very natty, very alert, like a sparrow painted to resemble a
tom-tit." Thiswas Maurice Magnus.

While Frieda was struggling to make her way through the post-
war chaos from Baden-Baden to Florence, her husband lived in this
pension and amused himself with the comedy of his acquaintances.
After years of penurious rustication Lawrence found agreat stimulus
in the company of Douglas, with whom "he could not help being
charmed. The other man had a certain wicked whimsicality that was
very attractive, when levelled against someone dse, and not against
onesdlf. He must have been very handsome in his day, with his
natural dignity, and his clean-shaven strong square face." Nobody
was better equipped than Douglas to knock on the head Lawrence's
pruderies and puritanisms and habit of holding forth. After the
bloodless abstractionism of Russdll and Murry, a course of Douglas
—whose sole object was to live and to enjoy life—was most salutary.

Magnus was another matter, an entertaining little adventurer in
his way, but arather dangerous threat to other people's pockets. But
he supported by opposing Douglas's pungently witty cynicism, excel-
lent discipline for the school-master in Lawrence, who was thus
forced to listen to a discourse of unabashed hedonism in a trattoria
over ajugged hare and Chianti. During the dismal war years the
adventurer and artist in Lawrence had gone astray in a theological
wilderness. Now he came through Douglas in touch with life
again.

Florenceitself, outwardly untouched by war, wasitself a stimulus
of beauty after drab repression and ugliness. Arriving just as the
rain was breaking a long drought, Lawrence had the good fortune
to sethe Arnofor thefirst time ararejade-green asit slipped silently
under the arches of the old bridge. He liked the market-town side
of its modern existence, the hand-carts rattling over the beautifully
laid stony sireets, the great white Tuscan oxen in the farm-carts
"shouldering one another affectionately" asthey slowly hauled, and
the horses "in greet brilliant scarlet cloths, like vivid palls".
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He delighted in it so much that when at last Frieda arrived at
four o'clock in the morning he insisted on taking her at once for
a drive to s= Florence by moonlight. He liked Florence, he told
her, because you could still seeit had been a capital of true culture,
because of its "native sombreness and intensity" and because it was
"atown of men". Of courseit is true that most of the statues in the
piazza are male nudes; but might they not have been put up for the
women, as in Paris statues of naked women are put up for the men?
Not in Lawrence's view. They were mae nudes put up by men for
men. So he, who at one time or another totally rejected off-hand
Assisi, Rome and Peris, took Florence to his heart because his first
rriorning there happened to be market-day ("all, all men", asfarmers
usually are) and its naked statues were male.

Why then did he not stay? Probably it was lack of money which
sent them south, through Rome which was summarily dismissed a