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FROM THE PAGES OF  
LADY CHATTERLEY’S LOVER

Ours is essentially a tragic age, so we refuse to take it tragically. (page 3)

 

Why couldn’t a girl be queenly, and give the gift of herself? (page 5)

 

The beautiful pure freedom of a woman was infinitely more wonderful than any sexual love. The only unfortunate thing was that men lagged so far behind women in the matter. They insisted on the sex thing like dogs. (page 6)

 

Tevershall pit-bank was burning, had been burning for years, and it would cost thousands to put it out. So it had to burn. And when the wind was that way, which was often, the house was full of the stench of this sulphurous combustion of the earth’s excrement. But even on windless days the air always smelt of something under-earth: sulphur, iron, coal, or acid. And even on the Christmas roses the smuts settled persistently, incredible, like black manna from skies of doom. (pages 13-14)

 

Poor Connie! As the years drew on it was the fear of nothingness in her life that affected her. Clifford’s mental life and hers gradually began to feel like nothingness. Their marriage, their integrated life based on a habit of intimacy, that he talked about: there were days when it all became utterly blank and nothing. It was words, just so many words. The only reality was nothingness, and over it a hypocrisy of words. (page 54)

She was stunned by this unexpected piece of brutality, at the moment when she was glowing with a sort of pleasure beyond words, and a sort of love for him. Because after all, like so many modern men, he was finished almost before he had begun. And that forced the woman to be active. (page 58)

 

“Why don’t men and women really like one another nowadays?” (page 60)

 

She thought, as she had thought so often,... what a frail, easily hurt, rather pathetic thing a human body is, naked; somehow a little unfinished, incomplete! (page 75)

 

He was kind to the female in her, which no man had ever been. Men were very kind to the person she was, but rather cruel to the female, despising her or ignoring her altogether. Men were awfully kind to Constance Reid or to Lady Chatterley; but not to her womb they weren’t kind. And he took no notice of Constance or of Lady Chatterley; he just softly stroked her loins or her breasts. (page 130)

 

This was the divine love! After all, the moderns were right when they felt contempt for the performance; for it was a performance. It was quite true, as some poets said, that the God who created man must have had a sinister sense of humor, creating him a reasonable being, yet forcing him to take this ridiculous posture, and driving him with blind craving for this ridiculous performance. (page 184)

 

“A man’s a poor bit of a wastrel, blown about.” (page 215)

 

She felt, now, she had come to the real bedrock of her nature, and was essentially shameless. She was her sensual self, naked and unashamed. She felt a triumph, almost a vainglory. So! That was how it was! That was life! That was how oneself really was! There was nothing left to disguise or be ashamed of. She shared her ultimate nakedness with a man, another being. (page 266)

 

“I shall never divorce you.” (page 321)
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D. H. LAWRENCE

David Herbert Lawrence was born on September 11, 1885, in Eastwood, a coal-mining town in Nottinghamshire, England, the fourth child of a couple whose marriage Lawrence later described as “one carnal, bloody fight.” Lawrence’s psychologically intimate relationship with his mother would serve as the grounds for many of his novels. Lawrence studied to be a teacher but became interested in the arts. Jessie Chambers, a school love interest, submitted a number of Lawrence’s early poems to Ford Hermann Heuffer [Ford Madox Ford], editor of the English Review, and he published them. This first exposure would prove to be fruitful, and Lawrence soon published several novels, including The White Peacock (1911) and  The Trespasser (1912), as well as Love Poems and Others (1913).

Lawrence gained fame and notoriety in 1913 with the publication of Sons and Lovers, a novel that was criticized by some as being too overtly sexual. Sons and Lovers was followed by The Rainbow  (1915), a story of two sisters growing up in northern England that was banned upon its publication for its alleged obscenity. Women in Love, the sequel to The Rainbow, was published in 1920. His novel  Lady Chatterley’s Lover (1928) was pronounced obscene and banned in the United Kingdom and America. Despite the censorship, Lawrence remained unapologetic for creating “art for my sake.” His personal life, including his elopement with Frieda von Richthofen Weekley, wife of one of his professors and the mother of three children, fueled the aura of scandal that followed him throughout his career.

Despite censorship and other setbacks, in his exceptionally prolific literary career Lawrence authored more than a dozen novels, three volumes of stories and three volumes of novellas, an immense collection of poetry, and numerous works of nonfiction. He also  wrote eight plays, most of which have been forgotten. The Lawrences traveled widely, but as Lawrence’s health worsened they settled in the south of France, where the author died on March 2, 1930. His ashes lie in a memorial chapel at his ranch in New Mexico.




THE WORLD OF D. H. LAWRENCE 
AND LADY CHATTERLEY’S LOVER



	1885	David Herbert Lawrence is born on September 11 in Eastwood, Nottinghamshire, a working-class mining town in central England. The sickly Lawrence is confined to bed for much of his early childhood and grows close to his mother, who tends to him.
	1898- 1901	Lawrence attends Nottingham High School on a scholarship, then takes a job as a clerk in a surgical appliance factory, but he leaves after suffering an attack of pneumonia. His brother, William Ernest, dies in October 1901.
	1902- 1906	Lawrence takes a part-time teaching job at the British Schools in Eastwood and attends a teacher-training center in Ilkeston.
	1906	Lawrence enrolls at University College, Nottingham, to get his teacher’s certificate; he leaves after two years.
	1909- 1910	The English Review publishes several of Lawrence’s poems. His mother, Lydia, dies in December 1910; Lawrence assists her by administering an overdose of morphine.
	1911	Lawrence’s first novel, The White Peacock, is published.
	1912	Lawrence and Frieda von Richthofen, the wife of Lawrence’s former Nottingham professor Ernest Weekley and cousin of famous aviator Manfred von Richthofen (also known as the “Red Baron”), run away to Germany and Italy.
	1913	Rejected at first by Heinemann Publishers, the autobiographical  Sons and Lovers is published. Criticized for his graphic depiction of sexual relations, Lawrence defends himself by stating that “whatever the blood feels, and believes, and says, is always true.”
	1914	World War I breaks out. Lawrence and Frieda marry on July 13. Unable to obtain passports, for the duration of the war they are forced to live in various places in England, including Cornwall and Derbyshire, where they share a house with John Middleton Murry and the writer Katherine Mansfield.
	1915	Upon the publication of The Rainbow, Lawrence is prosecuted for his graphic descriptions of sex, and the novel is suppressed. More than 1,000 copies of the book are burned.
	1916	Lawrence is introduced to Lady Ottoline Morrell, the wife of a liberal member of Parliament, and she becomes one of his most important patrons. Through her, Lawrence forms acquaintanceships with Aldous Huxley, E. M. Forster, and Bertrand Russell. Lawrence writes Women in Love, the sequel to The Rainbow. 
	1917	Lawrence and Frieda are suspected of being spies for the Germans.
	1919	The Lawrences journey throughout Europe, stopping in Sicily, Sardinia, and Switzerland.
	1920	Lawrence publishes Women in Love in New York.
	1921	Women in Love is published in London. Movements in European History, Lawrence’s first major nonfiction work, is published , as is his Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious. 
	1922	Aaron’s Rod, a novel that reflects the influence of Friedrich Nietzsche on Lawrence, is published. The Lawrences travel to Ceylon and Australia, where Aaron’s Rod is set. James Joyce’s Ulysses and T. S. Eliot’s The Waste Land are published .
	1923	They visit Mexico as well as New York and Los Angeles.  Studies in Classic American Literature—in which Lawrence considers Benjamin Franklin, Nathaniel Hawthorne, Herman Melville, Walt Whitman, and others—is published.
	1924- 1925	Mabel Dodge Luhan, a New York socialite, gives the Lawrences her Kiowa Ranch in Taos, New Mexico, in return for the original manuscript of Sons and Lovers. Lawrence’s father, Arthur, dies. While visiting Mexico City, Lawrence falls ill with tuberculosis and is forced to return to England.
	1925- 1926	The Lawrences settle near Florence. Frieda begins an affair with Angelino Ravagli, a former Italian infantry officer whom she will marry in 1950. Lawrence visits his hometown of Eastwood for the last time. The Plumed Serpent, a political novel about Mexico and a revival of its ancient Aztec religion, is published.
	1928	Lady Chatterley’s Lover is published; it is banned in the United Kingdom and the United States, creating a great demand for the book.
	1929	Lawrence’s Expressionist paintings, for which he gains posthumous renown, are declared obscene and confiscated from an exhibition at London’s Warren Gallery.
	1930	Lawrence succumbs to tuberculosis on March 2 in Vence, France. Frieda moves to Kiowa Ranch, New Mexico, where she builds a small memorial chapel that houses Lawrence’s ashes.
	1960	An unexpurgated version of Lady Chatterley’s Lover is published after Penguin Books is acquitted of obscenity charges brought under the Obscene Publications Act. The trial lasts six days; the thirty-five expert witnesses called to testify include E. M. Forster.


 






INTRODUCTION

You live by what you thrill to, and there’s the end of it.

—D. H. Lawrence to Aldous Huxley (1928)

 

Get your bodies back, men and women.

—D. H. Lawrence, “Men Must Work and Women as Well” (1929)



To some in the reading public, D. H. Lawrence was notorious as a vulgar pornographer; to others, he was an apostle of sexual liberation. It is interesting and ironic to note, therefore, that the early working title of Lady Chatterley’s Lover was “Tenderness.” Lawrence was indignant and disgusted by the public misunderstanding of his intentions, for he loathed casual sex or promiscuity, but he was also not an advocate of what he called “modern” romantic love. “Love is chiefly bunk,” he wrote in 1925 to his friend “Brett,” the Honorable Dorothy Brett, “an over-exaggeration of the spiritual and individualistic and analytic side.... If ever you can marry a man feeling  kindly towards him, and knowing he feels kindly to you, do it, and throw love after.” Certainly the tentative title suggests that Lawrence meant this, his last novel, to be a story of real tenderness, but he intended to write about a different sort of love affair than can be found in the history of the British novel. Unlike the European novel, which is rich in tales of adultery (as in The Red and the Black, Madame Bovary, and Anna Karenina), romantic love in the nineteenth-century British novel tends either to lead to marriage or is destroyed because of illegitimate sexual activity. But in Lawrence’s last novel something new is going on, a new look at the cultural values by which we live: Lawrence’s characters are healed by their forbidden sexual love, rather than destroyed by it.

The famous love affair between Lady Chatterley and her gamekeeper was provocative also because it crossed class lines; it skipped over the middle class and united aristocracy and working class in an intimacy meant to threaten traditional sanctified hierarchies. This sexual union became so famous that the lady and the gamekeeper have become a kind of joke or cliché in modern literary culture. But in fact Lawrence drew on a tradition in the English novel of love and sex across class lines: Fielding, Dickens, Bronte, Eliot, and Hardy, to name a few, wrote about lower-class men and women hoping to marry “above” them and sometimes succeeding, or otherwise explored the trouble that class differences cause in love. More often the male lover has the class status, as in Samuel Richardson’s  Pamela or Charlotte Brontë’s Jane Eyre; frequently this common plot involves the pathos of seduction and the vulnerability of the heroine to male abandonment. The heroines Little Em‘ly of Charles Dickens’s David Copperfield, Hetty in George Eliot’s Adam Bede, or Tess in Thomas Hardy’s Tess of the D’Urbervilles represent innocent victims of male sexual exploitation, whereas another innovation of Lawrence’s is that the forbidden sexual relationship between his lovers is based on mutual desire.

Lawrence was widely read in European literature and well aware of this history of the British novel, in which sexuality and romantic love served the purposes of moral discourse. In Lady Chatterley’s Lover in particular, he wanted to do something pointedly different. For better or worse, his treatment of the fictional theme of transgressive love and sex thus became fraught with the burden of a new meaning he wanted to place on it, a kind of morality free of tradition and conventional religious prohibitions. But this rebellion is not simply one of individual freedom; Lawrence embedded in Lady Chatterley’s Lover the meanings of sexual love and class conflict in a kind of war against our “civilization” as he had come to understand it. For Lawrence, the novel was a kind of weapon against a peculiarly modern development: He saw the social alienation from our bodies and the pleasures of the senses as the direct result of a soulless industrialism, the spirit of possessiveness and commercialism.

It is not coincidence that the interlinked themes of industrialism, class identity, and division on the one hand, and adulterous love on the other, were also important in Lawrence’s own life. In his partly  autobiographical essay, “Nottingham and the Mining Countryside,” Lawrence portrays the area in which he was born and raised as marked by a curious division. He described Eastwood, a mining village near Nottingham, in contrasting terms, “a curious cross between industrialism and the old agricultural England”: “It was still the old England of the forest and agricultural past.... The mines were, in a sense, an accident in the landscape, and Robin Hood and his merry men were not very far away” (Phoenix, pp. 133, 135; see “For Further Reading”).

For Lawrence, town and country, industry and nature, old and new, were startlingly close by one another and yet also hopelessly separated. Lawrence felt this conflict deeply. On his father’s side, Lawrence was connected to the mining industry that dominated the town for generations. His grandfather had been company tailor for the local mine, and Arthur Lawrence, his father, was a collier (miner), though he rose to the position of “butty,” a kind of manager of a group of miners, a slightly better-paying job. As readers of Lawrence’s autobiographical novel Sons and Lovers know, Lawrence’s father married a woman, Lydia Beardsall, who considered herself above his class, a conflict that became a seminal fact in Lawrence’s upbringing. Lydia Beardsall’s family had once made (and lost) money in the Nottingham lace industry, and in her own view she was far more cultivated, religious, and shrewd—“superior” (that is, possessing the manners, accent, and culture of the middle class). Bitterly disappointed in her choice of husband and the life he could give her, she turned her full attention to her children and her ambitions for them.

The fourth of five children, three boys and two girls, David Herbert Lawrence was delicate and sensitive, both admiring and despising his strong, hearty, vigorous, blunt but unmannered, hard-drinking working-class father. Young David, called “Bert,” identified so much with his mother that as a child he wished his father would either be converted to his mother’s Christianity or die and leave them in peace. He could not fail to observe that his mother’s quick tongue and linguistic superiority often trumped his father’s masculine bullying: If the father would shout, “I’ll make you tremble at the sound of my footstep,” the mother would ask which boots he intended to wear for this occasion. Bert thus observed both the  power of language, and also its ability to diminish his father’s masculinity. We will see this ambivalence about the uses of language in  Lady Chatterley’s Lover.

After the death in 1901 of the mother’s favorite child, Bert’s older brother William Ernest, the future writer became the focus of Lydia Lawrence’s deep devotion and ambition for her children. Lawrence was clever in school, and his future was marked out for teaching, but he hated the work and began to write fiction in secret. At the same time that Lawrence began expressing himself in poetry and prose, he began to seek love and sex with various women, more or less unsuccessfully. Though he had important emotional connections, such as the long relationship with Jessie Chambers, whose fictional portrait appears in Sons and Lovers, none proved entirely satisfactory. This was a restless and frustrating period in Lawrence’s life, in which he felt stymied on all fronts, creative, emotional, and financial.

In 1909, however, the author Ford Madox Hueffer, later called Ford Madox Ford, published some of Lawrence’s stories and poems in a journal he edited, the first publications in Lawrence’s prolific career. Sadly, neither of Lawrence’s parents appreciated his writing: His mother thought that fiction would detract from the pursuit of a respectable and well-paying position, and his father was incapable of comprehending the use of such an occupation. Later, when Lawrence received an advance copy of his first novel, The White Peacock, his mother was dying and unable to read it. As for his father, after “struggling through half a page,” Arthur Lawrence asked how much he had been paid for the book. Upon hearing that his son had received £50, the father was dumbfounded, according to Lawrence’s reminiscence, looked at him as if he were a swindler, and exclaimed, “Fifty pounds! An tha’s niver done a day’s hard work in thy life” (Phoenix, p. 232).

The next year Lawrence began to write Sons and Lovers, a novel that cemented his growing reputation as a gifted young writer. Now, for the first time, Lawrence began to meet and form ties with the writers, thinkers, and artists who could understand and value him. The list of friends and acquaintances in his circle is astonishing; he knew, for example, J. Middleton Murry, Katherine Mansfield, Bertrand Russell, Rupert Brooke, Ezra Pound, H. G. Wells,  W. B. Yeats, Amy Lowell, Aldous Huxley, Edward Garnett, Lady Ottoline Morrell, Lady Cynthia Asquith, E. M. Forster, and most others in the Bloomsbury group. Yet Lawrence never felt fully at home or even in much sympathy with the literary and artistic modernists or with Modernism as a movement. Moreover, most of these relationships were either briefly lived or full of conflict. His pattern of sociability was that he would become close to a new friend quickly, make enormous demands upon him that could not be met, argue vehemently with his friend, and then drop him. “I do believe in friendship,” he wrote to Katherine Mansfield in 1918, “I believe tremendously in friendship... sworn, pledged, eternal, as eternal as the marriage bond, and as deep,” adding sadly, “but I have not yet met or formed such friendship.”

Lawrence’s self-image was of one whose nature both longed for connection and could not find it, but in 1912 he encountered the woman he was to love and remain with in an unusual marriage for life. Frieda von Richthofen, cousin of the famous German World War I flying ace Baron von Richthofen, came from an aristocratic German family. She had married and had a family with an English university professor, Ernest Weekley, who had taught languages to Lawrence. When Lawrence visited the Weekleys at their home, he and Frieda fell in love, and in a startlingly short time, they eloped at Lawrence’s insistence. Frieda left her three children, who were forbidden to see her for many years as a result—a fact that caused her great anguish. But Lawrence was highly jealous and possessive, and unsympathetic to her grief.

Lawrence really did begin a new life with Frieda, finally leaving England for Europe, though the outbreak of World War I forced them back to England, where Lawrence was viewed with suspicion as a radical who had a German wife. (In fact, he was expelled from Cornwall by the police on suspicion of spying in 1917.) This enforced return to his native land was terrible for Lawrence. He had come to despise England, a place where there was “so much beauty and pathos of old things passing away and no new things coming” (letter to Lady Asquith, November 9, 1915). “Something is broken. There is not any England. One must look now for another world. This is only a tomb,” he wrote on February 12, 1917 (letter to Lady Asquith).

But Lawrence felt that he loved and was loved for the first time in his relations with Frieda, of whom he wrote, “At any rate, and whatever happens, I do love and I am loved—I have given and I have taken—and that is eternal” (letter to Sallie Hopkin, August 19, 1912). Now began an extremely prolific period for Lawrence, who had found his subject: “The work is of me, and her, and it is beautiful,” he wrote (letter to J. M. Murry, April 3, 1914). In this period Lawrence was developing the fiction that would eventually become  The Rainbow and Women in Love, two of his masterpieces: “I can only write what I feel pretty strongly about: and that, at present, is the relations between men and women. After all, it is the problem of today, the establishment of a new relation, or the re-adjustment of the old one, between men and women” (letter to Edward Garnett, May 2, 1913).

However, his new confidence and radical experimentation with the subject of sexual love got him in trouble with censors and resulted in denunciations that shadowed him the rest of his life. The Rainbow, published in 1915, was almost immediately banned in Britain, and the publisher was prosecuted under the 1857 Obscene Publications Act. As a result, Women in Love did not find a publisher until 1920. Though D. H. Lawrence was always held in high critical esteem by some, popular reviewers were as hostile as the law: “There is no form of viciousness ... that is not reflected in these pages,” wrote the respected critic Clement Shorter of The Rainbow.  “This whole book is an orgie of sexiness.... Lawrence has ceased to be an artist, and I can find no justification whatsoever for the perpetration of such a book” (Draper, pp. 96-97), while John Galsworthy, the extremely popular British novelist, called it “aesthetically detestable” (Draper, p. 108).

Nevertheless, Lawrence was thriving, writing poems, criticism, and essays as well as stories and novels, and busily concocting a scheme to found a colony of like-minded friends on radical principles of freedom, community, and the instinctual life, to be called Rananim, from a Hebrew word meaning fresh or flourishing. Bertrand Russell, like many others, found him magnetic, like “an old Testament prophet,” but the colony, though a favorite fantasy of Lawrence’s for many years, came to nothing because he could not find enough friends who could put up with his preachiness and intensity.  Nevertheless, Lawrence saw himself from this period on in a struggle with the forces of industrialism and modernity, for which the only solution was the destruction of public and national life in favor of the spontaneous instinctual life of the individual.

The next years of Lawrence’s life were restless attempts to find a place to be truly at home: travels and temporary residences in Sicily, Capri, Sardinia, then Ceylon, Australia, and New Mexico, where the wealthy Mabel Dodge Luhan set up the Lawrences on a ranch of their own near Taos. This relatively peaceful period was followed by a stay in Mexico, where Lawrence was diagnosed with the tuberculosis that was to end his life prematurely. “Perhaps it is necessary for me to try these places, perhaps it is my destiny to know the world. It only excites the outside of me. The inside it leaves more isolated and stoic than ever. That’s how it is. It is all a form of running away from oneself and the great problems,” he wrote with his usual acuity (letter to Catherine Carswell, September 29,1922). Everywhere he and Frieda went, new friends and literary acquaintances were drawn into the circle of this charismatic couple. Meanwhile Lawrence continued to pour forth novels, poems, essays, reviews, and a great many paintings as well.

His marriage to Frieda was often a stormy one, filled with sometimes violent arguments, occasional separations, and a few infidelities, but it was also the emotional core and anchor of his life. Though she often threatened to leave him, they never remained apart for long. “If I die, nothing has mattered but you, nothing at all,” he said to her near the end of his restless life (Frieda Lawrence,  “Not I, But the Wind,” p. 165). Frieda was a strong-willed woman, and Lawrence, though filled with tender feeling and needing her badly, could be a bully. It is interesting to read a letter of 1918 about his tensions with his wife over feminism: “Frieda says I am antediluvian in my positive attitude. I do think a woman must yield some sort of precedence to a man, and he must take this precedence. I do think men must go ahead absolutely in front of their women, without turning round to ask for permission or approval from their women. Consequently the women must follow as it were unquestioningly.” The reader should note the conjunction of qualifiers such as “I do think,” “some sort of,” and “as it were” with the bold “absolutely”! He then adds defensively, “I can’t help it, I believe this.  Frieda doesn’t. Hence our fight” (letter to K. Mansfield, November 21, 1918).

Lawrence returned to Italy in 1925, and by the autumn of the following year had completed a novella called The Virgin and the Gipsy. Published posthumously in 1930, it is a story about a forbidden love affair between a virginal middle-class young woman and a renegade who represents the life of the body that bourgeois morality denies. In September 1926, Lawrence visited Nottingham and Derbyshire; it would be his last visit to England. A miners’ strike had begun in May, and as part of a general strike, millions of British workers walked out in support. Coalmine owners responded with a lockout. British rail service, and industry, came to a halt. But in the end, the owners won and the miners, starved and impoverished, were forced to work longer hours for lower wages. Lawrence’s anger at the treatment of the miners, mixed with his desire to propose an alternative to growing class warfare, helped inspire him to write  Lady Chatterley’s Lover. He wrote the first draft after returning to Italy in October, using some of the thematic material of The Virgin and the Gipsy and setting the new work in a fictitious mining village in his native English Midlands, a locale he had not used in some time.

Lady Chatterley’s Lover was written in three quite different versions, and due to the notoriety of the novel, eventually all were published. Lawrence published the third and final version privately, in Italy, in 1928. Two earlier drafts were published in 1944 and 1972. The publication and distribution of Lady Chatterley’s Lover were problematic from the start: It was banned in Britain and the United States, though there were pirated editions. Reviews were vituperative in the extreme: “Famous Novelist’s Shameful Book” was the headline of the commentary published in the journal John Bull. The controversy that ensued led to two of Lawrence’s most famous essays, “Pornography and Obscenity” (1929; reprinted in Phoenix), in which he defines pornography as the cheapening and insulting of sex and the body, and “Apropos of Lady Chatterley’s Lover” (1930; reprinted in Phoenix II), which argues for the revolutionary nature of human sexuality.

So infamous had D. H. Lawrence become as the author of a “pornographic” novel that appeared to endorse adultery (and worse,  cross-class adultery of a lady with her husband’s servant) that British police confiscated an edition of his poems called Pansies and raided an exhibition of his paintings in 1929, confiscating many. Disgusted, he was unwilling to return to his native country and died of tuberculosis in France with Frieda by his side in 1930.

During his lifetime Lawrence had been a figure of great controversy, hailed by many literati and readers as a genius, condemned by others as immoral, undisciplined at best, and pathological at worst. Though he was often grouped with the modernist rebellion against traditional literary forms, some of the most famous modernists like T. S. Eliot spoke disparagingly of him, while Lawrence himself had little sympathy with their experimentations in language. In his essay “The Future of the Novel” (1923; also called “Surgery for the Novel—or a Bomb”; reprinted in Phoenix), for example, he expresses disgust with “high modernism” and its highly self-conscious avantgarde sensibility. After Lawrence’s death the highly esteemed British critic F. R. Leavis helped to establish his reputation as a serious and moral critic of modern culture in the 1950s. Interest in Lady Chatterley’s Lover revived in 1960 when Penguin Books decided to challenge the prevailing standard of obscenity by publishing an unexpurgated edition of the novel.

The famous trial that ensued pitted famous writers and critics like Rebecca West and E. M. Forster against prosecutors who delineated the explicit sex acts and slang words for sexual organs in the novel. The acquittal of Penguin Books both made Lady Chatterley’s Lover notorious and positioned D. H. Lawrence as a kind of prophet of the sexual liberation to come in the 1970s. But the rise of feminism and radical politics in this period caused a backlash against Lawrence among some critics, who abhorred Lawrence’s misogyny (most famously, Kate Millett, who duked it out in print with his defender, Norman Mailer), and others who were repelled by his deep distrust of democracy. Few novelists have had such extreme evaluations; Lawrence was seen as liberating and revolutionary, on one hand, and conservative, even fascistic, on the other. In general, Lawrence seems to be a writer whom readers either love passionately for the beauty of his prose and the honesty of his provocative ideas, or find overblown, absurd, and annoying because of his tendency to preach his eccentric opinions when the reader  wants plot development. It is safe to say that few readers find him bland.

Lady Chatterley’s Lover is a particularly vibrant example of what is both valuable and grating in reading Lawrence. He certainly can sound cranky and peevish when we contemplate the long list of what he hates: movies, children singing, militarism, masturbation, promiscuity, public schools, motorbikes, very sociable people, and modern art, among much else. He can be ridiculous in his sublime language about orgasmic surrender for females and the exaltation of the phallus, and very odd indeed with ideas like his scheme for working men to wear scarlet trousers so they will attract women and think less of money (pp. 323-324). Yet the novel is astonishing for its new vision of class relations and in its willingness to challenge the state of modern culture. As a serious work of fiction, Lady Chatterley’s Lover memorably embodies its large theme of regeneration in an unconventional story of sexual love that reflects the way real men and women behave, in contrast to ideal depictions of romance in the Victorian novels that preceded it. The relations between Connie Chatterley and Oliver Mellors are certainly idealized, but not moralized in the old way. The reader feels a new turn has been taken in the depiction of human relations in the novel, a turn that is distinctly modern.

 

Lady Chatterley’s Lover begins with a particularly abstract and blunt first paragraph, announcing a dilemma: A “cataclysm has happened” to civilization, we are ruined, yet somehow the individual has “got to live” (p. 3). From the start we know this novel is about how we ought to be going about surviving, and transforming, the cataclysm of modern life, by its social and economic upheavals. The very next paragraph concretizes this idea in the story of Constance, the young wife of Clifford Chatterley, a wealthy landowner and industrialist who was shipped back from service in World War I “in bits.” As Lawrence proceeds to fill in the reader on the separate histories of Clifford and Connie, we may notice the ironic distance of the narrator from his characters, even his lingering distaste for them. He observes the “vacancy” of Clifford’s look and the “provincialism” of Connie and her sister, for example, and describes their home as “forlorn.” In Chapter One, the words “ridiculous,” “ridiculously,” and  “ridicule” occur remarkably often, some twenty times on pages 9 and 10 alone.

This dryness in the observation of each character is extended to the relations between the married pair and to their premarital relations with others as well. In the little history of Connie coming of age in Europe, we learn that she and her sister have sex because they “give the gift of themselves,” and not from desire or strong feeling. For these bohemian girls of the Jazz Era, love is “a minor accompaniment” to talk and thought, and so leads to hate afterward (p. 5). Lawrence is jabbing here at the new notion of individual freedom for women as well as men. So-called “freedom”—“Free! That was the great word” (p. 5)—is the rhetoric of the new encapsulated, uninhibited self and a kind of promiscuous sexuality that for Lawrence covers over the soul’s isolation and deep hunger for connection through the body.

If Connie is overly “free” with her sexuality so that she doesn’t experience real feeling at all, Clifford, her husband, is literally paralyzed; his suffering in World War I has caused an evacuation of feeling, leading to more suffering, and eventually to a destructive overgrowth of ego and power. Lawrence makes no bones about the metaphorizing of his physical condition: “He was, in some paralyzing way, conscious of his own defenselessness, though he had all the defense of privilege. Which is curious, but a phenomenon of our day” (p. 9). Clifford’s social position is treated ironically as well: The fact that “Connie was well-to-do intelligentsia, but he was aristocracy. Not the big sort, but still it” is clearly part of his attraction for her (p. 8). However, their union cannot make either happy, since neither feels much at all, in themselves or for each other. They are mutually dependent without being truly connected, as are (Lawrence would say) so many modern couples who do not know how to just “be.”

The reader should appreciate here how different Connie is from the traditional heroine: She is not particularly virtuous, selfless, or humble; nor is she at all modest and virginal. On the contrary, Connie and her forward-thinking compatriots “took the sex-thrill as a sensation” (p. 7), using sex as a means to assert the will, in which orgasm itself is “a final spasm of self-assertion” (p. 6) rather than surrender to the body and to another. Here Lawrence demonstrates the  contradictions of power relations in sex: Though Connie and her sister see themselves as liberated from traditional notions of virginity, the act of sex itself is not sexy when the woman sees it in the old gendered terms of having something to “give” the man rather than experiencing it as her own deep desire. Thus she attains a certain sense of dominance over the men who “insisted on the sex thing like dogs” (p. 6), but she shortchanges herself in remaining “free” of real feeling.

Lawrence introduces an important theme of the novel in this early history of the couple as well: the modern substitution of talk for the life of the body, including but not exclusively referring to sexuality. As teenagers, Connie and her friends do not know how to love without talking, while the “thrill” of orgasm is significantly described as like “the last word” in a verbal argument between the women and their lovers. Later, Connie and Clifford are said to be “beautifully out of contact,” living in “their ideas and his books” (p. 20).

The man who will rescue Connie from her life of restlessness and paralysis is not introduced until five chapters into the novel; until that point there is hardly a hero or heroine for the reader to identify with. Instead the reader traces Connie’s dreary adventure with a false lover, who initiates Connie’s first adulterous affair, the successful, egotistical playwright Michaelis. The reader may wonder why Lawrence introduces this unattractive figure; what purpose in the novel does this failed affair serve?

Michaelis is both similar to Clifford and a contrast with him in important ways. Like Clifford, he relies on language and display (literally, drama) to connect to the world rather than connection through the body. Like Clifford also, he cannot accept himself except as others see him; praise to him is a “thrill of passion beyond any sexual orgasm” (p. 55). He has already achieved the success as a popular writer that Clifford craves, but as a social outsider, a “Dublin mongrel” and “street-rat,” he also has great ambitions to attain the social status that is Clifford’s birthright and that society will not grant him.

Michaelis’s affair with Connie is unsatisfying to both of them, and so functions to pave the road to the real thing, the affair of the heart and loins, as Lawrence would say. He represents a modern phenomenon Lawrence loathed, casual “cold-hearted” impersonal sex performed as an act of ego, fueled by the desire to be admired  and served or serviced. Thus he and Clifford are linked by their common passion for celebrity or what Lawrence calls “display,” the “last bit of passion left in these men” (p. 54), and the last spasm of desire in modern culture, in Lawrence’s view.

Michaelis’s outsider status (Clifford is privately repulsed that he is “not a true-born English gentleman”) links him to Oliver Mellors, Connie’s future lover, but he is also, in direct contrast to the gamekeeper, part of the world of money and social status that Connie comes to reject because “ ‘the steam of so much boredom, and discontent and anger out of all the people, just kills the vitality in the air’ ” (p. 99). At the point where Connie feels most “meaningless,” and just as Clifford announces that the “real secret of marriage” is  not sex but commitment, Lawrence introduces the character of Oliver Mellors. Mellors is the keeper of the woods that is the symbolic place of instinct and the dark hollows of our nature, her “one refuge, her sanctuary” (p. 21) as it is his livelihood and natural home. Where Michaelis is all talk, performed in front of company for ego and social power, Mellors tends to be silent and alone; where Michaelis is mannered, peevish, and graspingly ambitious for praise, fame, and acceptance by the smart set, the gamekeeper is simply and authoritatively himself, outside society. In a pivotal scene, Connie draws near him when she finds him nurturing some chicks, as he will nurture in her a sane, honest, real, and healthy life of the body.

Mellors is the one idealized character in Lady Chatterley’s Lover,  sometimes clearly serving as a stand-in for Lawrence’s own views on his most heartfelt themes. So intensely does Oliver Mellors carry the meaning of the novel that Lawrence actually has him declare quite polemically what he “stands for”: “ ‘I stand for the touch of bodily awareness between human beings,’ he said to himself, ‘and the touch of tenderness.... And it is a battle against the money, and the machine, and the insentient ideal monkeyishness of the world’ ” (p. 300).

The reader will be interested to know that in the first two versions of the novel, the character of the gamekeeper (then called Parkin) is much more identified with the miners and the working class in general, speaks only in the local dialect, and serves as the secretary to the local Communist League. By the third and final version, Mellors defies and crosses class lines, so that Connie can  observe that “there is something special about him” (p. 73). In fact, we learn that he was favored in the army by an officer and gained a commission in India before leaving the army to return to the working class. Not only does he read extensively, with a list of the books on his table carefully noted, but his appearance “had a natural distinction... a native breeding which was really much nicer than the cut-to-pattern class thing” (p. 295). Thus Mellors is not quite the stereotype of the working-class hero; his mixed background gives him a sense of rootlessness and disaffection from his class, much like that of Lawrence himself.

At this point in the novel Lawrence has set up the classic triangle beloved in the British novel, so familiar in fact that a critic, H. M. Daleski, has written an entire book of criticism about its history: an unhappy woman caught between the choice of two contrastive loves, as in Jane Eyre, Wuthering Heights, or The Mill on the Floss. Connie’s choice of sexual passion with Mellors over traditional marriage, money, estate, privilege, and gendered virtue is comparable to Catherine’s preference for Heathcliff over her husband, Edgar, where Heathcliff stands for all that is dark and instinctual. But it is also utterly different, since in Wuthering Heights the dark and instinctual is also potentially (and potently) destructive, anti-social, and literally violent, ending in the death of both lovers. Here Connie’s choice is the rejection of lifelessness and a regeneration into a truer and more vital selfhood.

But, contrary to the view of outraged critics in Lawrence’s day,  Lady Chatterley’s Lover is not about sex or even love alone. It beautifully (if not always skillfully) rises above the tradition of novels about love as individual choice by integrating this new selfhood into a larger critique of modernity and a deeper sense of the way a redefined or revivified sense of passion rooted in nature and humanity can answer and heal this crisis. Nor is Lawrence’s emphasis on the body confined to sexuality alone: The theme of physical work (as opposed to business ownership or alienated labor) is almost equally important to the vision of the novel. Connie’s and Mellors’s sexual home in the woods becomes a refuge from the modern “insanity,” the sterile death-in-life of industry and outdated hierarchies of privilege that make our society inhuman. Lawrence wrote in “Men Must Work”:

Where is the stream flowing, the stream of progress? ... One of the greatest changes that has ever taken place in man or woman is this revulsion from physical effort, physical labour and physical contact which has taken place within the last thirty years.... A great part of society is irreparably lost: abstracted into non-physical, mechanical entities whose motive power is still recoil, revulsion, repulsion, hate and ultimately, blind destruction (in  Phoenix II, pp. 582, 584).



At times Lawrence can sound like Freud, about whom he wrote disparagingly, a as when the narrator notes that “by strength of will we cut off our inner intuitive knowledge from admitted consciousness [causing] a state of dread, or apprehension, which makes the blow ten times worse when it does fall” (p. 311). But though Lawrence, like Freud, is interested in the hidden places in our psyche that come from bodily instincts, for Lawrence these are not places of potential pathology but the sacred and fertile root of our humanity. Connie’s feelings for and experience with Mellors is not simply about her self-development or his; for Lawrence, shared sexuality is salutary precisely because it brings us out of ourselves at the same time that its pleasure fulfills and strengthens us. In fact, Lawrence associates the greedy, willful modern self with self-centeredness, isolation, and what he calls “self-consciousness,” a dangerous separation from our own lived humanity.

How does love fit into this vision of modernity? Lawrence is careful to avoid the common use of the word, and the love affair of Connie and Mellors is surprisingly lacking in teary or mushy sentiment. He finds modern “love,” like modern casual sex, self-consciously fashionable and meaningless (like the sentimental pretentiousness of modern art, he points out on p. 308), as opposed to the truth of what in Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious (1921) he calls “blood-consciousness,” or the “natural riches of desire” (p. 129). Love in conventional literature tends to be “sentiment,” whereas Lawrence tends to avoid conventional romance altogether as tainted. The authority of feeling in Lady Chatterley’s Lover requires that it refuse to rest on given social practices and language, that it be grounded in the body.

A paradox that has been striking to many readers and critics is that Lady Chatterley’s Lover is a book about the superiority of bodies to language—“So many words, because I can’t touch you” (p. 326)—yet it is full of ideas and talk. Then again, Lawrence can be a self-conscious narrator, an irony in view of his open disgust with modern self-consciousness. In fact Lawrence is surprisingly didactic and intrusive in a very old-fashioned sense, as when he interrupts the flow of narrative to lecture us about the novel:

Here lies the vast importance of the novel, properly handled. It can inform and lead into new places the flow of our sympathetic consciousness, and it can lead our sympathy away in recoil from things gone dead. Therefore, the novel, properly handled, can reveal the most secret places of life: for it is in the passional secret places of life, above all, that the tide of sensitive awareness needs to ebb and flow, cleansing and freshening (p. 108).



Since language, especially social or analytical language, is associated with pretense and failure of nerve—“Talk, talk, talk!” Connie thinks while entertaining guests at her estate, “What hell it was, the continual rattle of it!” (p. 81)—it is fair to question how the author’s and characters’ constant talk about “real” sexuality can then lead to change. But does this contradiction amount to hypocrisy, as some critics have charged?

In fact, Lawrence was trying to do something different from  both the old-fashioned moralistic preaching of the traditional novel and the radically experimental language of modernism. Lawrence thought the novel, like art in general, was a medium in which feeling and thought interpenetrated; the novel evoked ideas through “sympathy” just as they are evoked in life when life is not “overly mental,” abstracted, or idealized. Aside from the sentimental or conventional, Lawrence once observed, “We have no language for the feelings” (Study of Thomas Hardy and Other Essays, p. 203). For him, the novel should be a representation of lived philosophy, a “thought-adventure” through a directing of “sympathetic consciousness” (p. 108), not just a “floundering in feeling” (Kangaroo, p. 279).  Philosophy and emotional sympathy should come together in artistic truth, a “new way of understanding”: “It seems to me it was the greatest pity in the world, when philosophy and fiction go split.... The two should come together again, in the novel. And we get modern kind of gospels, and modern myths, and a new way of understanding” (Study of Thomas Hardy, p. 154).

Ideally speaking, then, Lady Chatterley’s Lover uses the reader’s psychological response to the love story of two individuals to illuminate a larger perception of social crisis and renewal. Sexual passion stands for what D. H. Lawrence liked to call the “blood-consciousness,” the life of the senses, in opposition to “mechanized” civilization, with its abandonment of all that is most human for money and material goods over spontaneous feeling, its substitution of efficiency for honest labor, for possession over connection. The effect of our society on the individual, according to Lawrence, is less real sensuality and sexuality and a more superficial performance of sex. What he called “flaunting” in media is a kind of frantic race to keep up with a public image of liberation as a kind of egoistic success—which he saw as a kind of madness.

Yet though Lawrence aspired to provoke political debate, he is less schematic in his philosophy than he is shifting and experimental. He offers what one critic, Drew Milne, calls an “aesthetics of life” like the one the philosopher Nietzsche calls for, rather than simple political solutions. Lawrence’s politics are not easily labeled, since he denounced capitalism, socialism, democracy, fascism, and communism at one point or another in his writings. On the one hand, Connie’s story of coming to consciousness of her frozen life entails her growing revulsion with modernity and the way it has destroyed the sense of both the free individual and the community; on the other hand, where one would expect Lawrence to be nostalgic about traditional institutions and culture, as a conservative like T. S. Eliot would be, he is not. In fact, he is horrified by old systems of social, moral, national, or religious ideas and sees them as repressive and unjust rather than growing out of the organic needs of communities. Thus his political responses are complex, at times contradictory, and not infrequently maddeningly vague.

This radical ambivalence can be found in his views of modern ways of living and thinking as well: On the one hand, the vast sweep  of change in modern England, ruled by the principles of industrial capitalism and commercial society, is equated with death: “There, in the world of the mechanical greedy, greedy mechanism and mechanized greed, sparkling with lights and gushing hot metal and roaring with traffic, there lay the vast evil thing, ready to destroy whatever did not conform” (p. 128). On the other side of the picture of modern life, there is the liberating sense of ditching a marriage, and with it a whole social system, that no longer works: When Connie plans to leave Clifford, she is thrilled to “feel bonds snap” (p. 254). Thus Lawrence, passionate advocate of “real” marriage, says of antiquated divorce laws that they “sound like a lunatic asylum” (p. 307)—that is, they have a tightly coherent logic but are not connected to what is real and true, the actual feelings of real people. With similar ambivalence, though he traveled to find places where the old passions still ruled, such as Italy, Mexico, or among the Native Americans, he did not often romanticize the people he found and often stated that as a member of contemporary society, he could not “go native” himself, unlike some of his bohemian friends who adopted native dress and customs.

Nowhere does this ambivalence play itself out more explicitly than in Lawrence’s much-contested views on gender, a problem about which he had a good deal to say in both Lady Chatterley’s Lover and other fictions, as well as in essays and letters. There are in fact many pointedly nasty remarks in Lawrence’s canon about willful, dominating, or stubborn women, as there are jibes at and brief unthinking generalizations about Jews, blacks, Mexicans, and Italians. Gender stereotypes abound in the novel: Mellors’s estranged wife, Bertha Coutts, like Rochester’s estranged wife, Bertha, in Jane Eyre, has a wild and destructive will, and Mrs. Bolton is associated with talk, gossip, and smothering care. “When a woman gets absolutely possessed by her own will, her own will set against everything, then it’s fearful, and she should be shot at last,” Mellors declares (p. 301), although he admits, when Connie asks, that men who are possessed by their will should be treated the same way!

Yet though Lawrence’s misogyny is evident at many points, it is undeniable that the novel’s focus is on a change in consciousness, and it is Connie’s consciousness that changes. It is the woman who  is most repressed and dehumanized, and so it is the heroine who must free herself, from being a wife into the more true and alive relation of lover: “Was it actually her destiny to go on weaving herself into [her husband’s] life all the rest of her life? Nothing else?” Connie asks herself (p. 49). The gender politics that Connie learns in her experience with love is that men and women have bodies that deserve pleasure and respect equally, certainly a radical (and modern) view. The description D. H. Lawrence gave of his heroine in an early version of his novel The Rainbow could be equally well applied to the theme of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. “Woman becoming individual, self-responsible, taking her own initiative” (letter to Edward Garnett, April 22, 1914). Though Lawrence feared the emancipation of women, he also recognized that female liberation is “perhaps the greatest revolution of modern times” (“The Real Thing,” Phoenix, p. 196).

Perhaps the small industry of attackers and defenders of Lawrence’s views on women in particular miss the point. It is not insignificant, for example, that to the world Mellors is seen as having “too much of the woman” in him, meaning he is not the conventional man (p. 297). Then too, Mellors takes the woman’s position in not wanting to be “just [your] fucker, after all” (p. 298). Lawrence is trying to remake masculinity and femininity in a way that is both radical and conservative, crossing out old categories while trying to invent new ones that honor what he sees as vibrant and natural in sexual passion. One way of looking at this conundrum is that rather than promulgate a streamlined philosophy, Lawrence is trying to explore gender’s relation to body and feeling, including all the contradictions of desire and power, in a world dominated by class and mechanical commercialism.

Gender for Lawrence is complex and shifting, like sexual love between men and women. It is not surprising that the lovers, Connie and Mellors, have contradictory feelings toward each other, struggling with need, pride, hunger, and distance, even disgust, in their passion. The novelist, Lawrence insisted in his essay “Morality and the Novel,” should truthfully portray the “oscillating, unestablished  balance between two people” (italics added), not interfere with their relations by adding “sweetness” (Study of Thomas Hardy, p. 173).

Though Lawrence at times does tell the reader what to think, he is more sophisticated in his treatment of character than it might at  first appear. Lawrence’s narrative technique is attuned to this complexity. For example, he often employs free indirect speech, seemingly objective observations that are actually reflections of the characters’ minds, as when we are told: “Connie understood it all perfectly. But why not? This was one of the fleeting patterns in the mirror. What was wrong with it?” (p. 19). This is not the narrator asking the reader, nor even Connie directly questioning herself The technique, invented in the nineteenth century, allows an author to reveal the subterranean patterns of feelings and thoughts in a character’s deepest self without owning them.

Another interesting technique Lawrence employs is repetition, which can be, to some readers, annoying, as if he has forgotten he gave us information or doesn’t trust us to remember. But in Lawrence at his best the style can be hypnotic, subtly revealing what a character wants to deny. We can see this in the following description of Connie’s physical condition, where we can observe the outward eruption of her unacknowledged psychological distress:

Connie was aware, however, of a growing restlessness. Out of her disconnection, a restlessness was taking possession of her like madness. It twitched her limbs when she didn’t want to twitch them, it jerked her spine when she didn’t want to jerk upright.... a mad restlessness. It made her heart beat violently for no reason. And she was getting thinner.

It was just restlessness (p. 21).



One of Lawrence’s great strengths as a writer, in contradiction to the charge that he is schematic and didactic, is his willingness to encompass self-contradiction in his characters’ personalities and desires. For example, Clifford is both “supercilious” and “shy” (p. 15); Mrs. Bolton has a “subservient, yet managing voice” (p. 105); she pines to be superior to her class but has a “grudge” against the upper classes (p. 87); Connie both resents her lover and wants to make it up with him (p. 182); Clifford wants Connie to go to Venice yet is afraid of her going (p. 231). Lawrence can surprise with unexpected complexity and empathy. For example, he switches to Clifford’s point of view when Connie neglects him: “She had drifted to the door. She was going without kissing him good night.... So! She  did not even kiss him good night, after he had spent an evening reading to her. Such depths of callousness in her!” (p. 149).

In the end Lady Chatterley’s Lover draws its vitality both from Lawrence’s anger at failed civilization and from his sympathy with the struggling human beings who seek to find warmth in its increasingly cold and impersonal mechanisms. What makes Lady Chatterley new and daring is not its supposed “pornography” or use of obscene words, which in the perspective of the modern deluge seems dated. Rather what stands out in a contemporary reading is its complete indifference to conventional morality, sharply observed and dismissed in scenes such as Clifford reacting to his wife’s desire to leave him for her working-class lover: “Suddenly he had become almost wistfully moral, seeing himself the incarnation of good, and people like Mellors and Connie the incarnation of mud, of evil” (p. 320). Yet this trenchant analysis of the connection between morality and selfishness, the way it draws on conventional values as a resource for deeply entrenched self-will, is not in the least amoral, as D. H. Lawrence’s accusers charged.

Though Lawrence is Nietzschean in his understanding that “conscience [is] chiefly fear of society, or fear of oneself” (p. 128), he is in fact deeply moral and spiritual in his own terms. His “religion” involves a kind of inversion of Christianity, a “resurrection of the body” as a living fountain of spirit rather than as the unworthy shell of the soul. Lawrence frequently uses biblical references in this transgressive (and to believers, blasphemous) way, as when Mellors smilingly quotes a line from Psalms: “Lift up your heads o ye gates, that the king of glory may come in” (p. 226) to refer to the act of sex. Similarly, Lawrence meant to ground his politics, his vision for society, in what he called “a democracy of touch” (p. 81), the human capability of connectedness. For Lawrence, “real” morality is related to the deepest feelings that are shared between lovers or among members of a community, not derived from the supernatural, abstract ideals, thought-systems or, least of all, convention. When Connie rejects Clifford’s dismissal of the physical body (and, by implication, the importance of sexuality to being human) in favor of “a higher, more spiritual” self, she retorts, “Why should I believe you, Clifford, when I feel that whatever God there is has at last wakened up in my guts, as you call them, and is rippling so happily there, like dawn? Why should I believe you, when I feel so very much to the contrary?” (p. 253).

The reader may not agree with Lawrence’s deep belief in the authority of bodily knowledge and the feeling that comes from it. His philosophy is not persuasive to all, and to some only in part, while his narratives often refuse the plot development and “happy ending” that makes the traditional novel so satisfying to read. We do not know at the conclusion of Lady Chatterley’s Lover whether or not Connie Chatterley and her lover will have a “real” marriage of passion or find a community to nurture that passion. We know that they have rejected coldness and indifference, including what Lawrence called “cold-hearted fucking,” for kindness and warmth, but also that they must exist in a world hostile to what they live for, as Lawrence himself felt he did.

Given this, Lawrence dreamed of a tenderness that could redeem this impersonal world, and “a new life among us,” as he wrote to Lady Ottoline Morrell on February 1, 1915:

... a life in which the only riches is integrity of character. So that each one may fulfill his own nature and deep desires to the utmost, but wherein the ultimate satisfaction and joy is in the completeness of us all as one.... And this shall be the new hope: that there shall be a life wherein the struggle shall not be for money or for power, but for individual freedom and common effort towards good.... It is communism based, not on poverty but on riches, not on humility but on pride, not on sacrifice but upon complete fulfillment in the flesh of all strong desire.



When Connie is alone with her lover, she wishes, as lovers so often do, that “the rest of the world [would] disappear” and she could simply live with him. Mellors bluntly replies, “It won’t disappear” (p. 229). Lawrence knew the world could not so easily be remade. But in Lady Chatterley’s Lover, we have D. H. Lawrence’s last portrait of the riches of the deepest and most human of all strong desires, a love that is unashamedly sexual at its core.
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CHAPTER ONE

OURS IS ESSENTIALLY A tragic age, so we refuse to take it tragically. The cataclysm has happened, we are among the ruins, we start to build up new little habits, to have new little hopes. It is rather hard work: there is now no smooth road into the future: but we go round, or scramble over the obstacles. We’ve got to live, no matter how many skies have fallen.

This was more or less Constance Chatterley’s position. The war had brought the roof down over her head. And she had realized that one must live and learn.

She married Clifford Chatterley in 1917, when he was home for a month on leave. They had a month’s honeymoon. Then he went back to Flanders: to be shipped over to England again six months later, more or less in bits. Constance, his wife, was then twenty-three years old, and he was twenty-nine.

His hold on life was marvellous. He didn’t die, and the bits seemed to grow together again. For two years he remained in the doctor’s hands. Then he was pronounced a cure, and could return to life again, with the lower half of his body, from the hips down, paralyzed for ever.

This was in 1920. They returned, Clifford and Constance, to his home, Wragby Hall, the family “seat.” His father had died, Clifford was now a baronet, Sir Clifford, and Constance was Lady Chatterley. They came to start housekeeping and married life in the rather forlorn home of the Chatterleys on a rather inadequate income. Clifford had a sister, but she had departed. Otherwise there were no near relatives. The elder brother was dead in the war. Crippled for ever, knowing he could never have any children, Clifford came home to the smoky Midlands to keep the Chatterley name alive while he could.

He was not really downcast. He could wheel himself about in a wheeled chair, and he had a bath-chairb with a small motor attachment, so he could drive himself slowly round the garden and into the fine melancholy park, of which he was really so proud; though he pretended to be flippant about it.

Having suffered so much, the capacity for suffering had to some extent left him. He remained strange and bright and cheerful, almost, one might say, chirpy, with his ruddy, healthy-looking face, and his pale-blue, challenging bright eyes. His shoulders were broad and strong, his hands were very strong. He was expensively dressed, and wore handsome neckties from Bond Street.c Yet still in his face one saw the watchful look, the slight vacancy of a cripple.

He had so very nearly lost his life, that what remained was wonderfully precious to him. It was obvious in the anxious brightness of his eyes, how proud he was, after the great shock, of being alive. But he had been so much hurt that something inside him had perished, some of his feelings had gone. There was a blank of insentience.

Constance, his wife, was a ruddy, country-looking girl with soft brown hair and sturdy body, and slow movements, full of unused energy. She had big, wondering eyes, and a soft mild voice, and seemed just to have come from her native village. It was not so at all. Her father was the once well-known R. A.,d old Sir Malcolm Reid. Her mother had been one of the cultivated Fabianse in the palmy, rather pre-Raphaelite days.1 Between artists and cultured socialists, Constance and her sister Hilda had had what might be called an aesthetically unconventional upbringing. They had been taken to Paris and Florence and Rome to breathe in art, and they had been taken also in the other direction, to the Hague and Berlin, to great Socialist conventions, where the speakers spoke in every civilized tongue, and no one was abashed.

The two girls, therefore, were from an early age not the least daunted by either art or ideal politics. It was their natural atmosphere. They were at once cosmopolitan and provincial, with the cosmopolitan provincialism of art that goes with pure social ideals.

They had been sent to Dresden at the age of fifteen, for music among other things. And they had had a good time there. They lived freely among the students, they argued with the men over philosophical, sociological and artistic matters, they were just as good as the men themselves: only better, since they were women. And they tramped off to the forests with sturdy youths bearing guitars, twang-twang! They sang the Wandervogel songs,f and they were free. Free! That was the great word. Out in the open world, out in the forests of the morning, with lusty and splendid-throated young-fellows, free to do as they liked, and—above all—to say what they liked. It was the talk that mattered supremely: the impassioned interchange of talk. Love was only a minor accompaniment.

Both Hilda and Constance had had their tentative love-affairs by the time they were eighteen. The young men with whom they talked so passionately and sang so lustily and camped under the trees in such freedom wanted, of course, the love connection. The girls were doubtful, but then the thing was so much talked about, it was supposed to be so important. And the men were so humble and craving. Why couldn’t a girl be queenly, and give the gift of herself?

So they had given the gift of themselves, each to the youth with whom she had the most subtle and intimate arguments. The arguments, the discussions were the great thing: the love-making and connection were only a sort of primitive reversion and a bit of an anticlimax. One was less in love with the boy afterwards, and a little inclined to hate him, as if he had trespassed on one’s privacy and inner freedom. For, of course, being a girl, one’s whole dignity and meaning in life consisted in the achievement of an absolute, a perfect, a pure and noble freedom. What else did a girl’s life mean? To shake off the old and sordid connections and subjections.

And however one might sentimentalize it, this sex business was one of the most ancient, sordid connections and subjections. Poets who glorified it were mostly men. Women had always known there was something better, something higher. And now they knew it more definitely than ever. The beautiful pure freedom of a woman was infinitely more wonderful than any sexual love. The only unfortunate thing was that men lagged so far behind women in the matter. They insisted on the sex thing like dogs.

And a woman had to yield. A man was like a child with his appetites. A woman had to yield him what he wanted, or like a child he would probably turn nasty and flounce away and spoil what was a very pleasant connection. But a woman could yield to a man without yielding her inner, free self That the poets and talkers about sex did not seem to have taken sufficiently into account. A woman could take a man without really giving herself away. Certainly she could take him without giving herself into his power. Rather she could use this sex thing to have power over him. For she only had to hold herself back in sexual intercourse, and let him finish and expend himself without herself coming to the crisis: and then she could prolong the connection and achieve her orgasm and her crisis while he was merely her tool.

Both sisters had had their love experience by the time the war came, and they were hurried home. Neither was ever in love with a young man unless he and she were verbally very near: that is unless they were profoundly interested, TALKING to one another. The amazing, the profound, the unbelievable thrill there was in passionately talking to some really clever young man by the hour, resuming day after day for months... this they had never realized till it happened! The paradisal promise: Thou shalt have men to talk to!—had never been uttered. It was fulfilled before they knew what a promise it was.

And if after the roused intimacy of these vivid and soul-enlightened discussions the sex thing became more or less inevitable, then let it. It marked the end of a chapter. It had a thrill of its own too: a queer vibrating thrill inside the body, a final spasm of self-assertion, like the last word, exciting, and very like the row of asterisks that can be put to show the end of a paragraph, and a break in the theme.

When the girls came home for the summer holidays of 1913, when Hilda was twenty and Connie eighteen, their father could see plainly that they had had the love experience.

L’amour avait passé pat là,g as somebody puts it. But he was a man of experience himself, and let life take its course. As for the mother, a nervous invalid in the last few months of her life, she only wanted her girls to be “free,” and to “fulfill themselves.” She herself had never been able to be altogether herself: it had been denied her. Heaven knows why, for she was a woman who had her own income and her own way. She blamed her husband. But as a matter of fact, it was some old impression of authority on her own mind or soul that she could not get rid of. It had nothing to do with Sir Malcolm, who left his nervously hostile, high-spirited wife to rule her own roost, while he went his own way.

So the girls were “free,” and went back to Dresden, and their music, and the university and the young men. They loved their respective young men, and the respective young men loved them with all the passion of mental attraction. All the wonderful things the young men thought and expressed and wrote, they thought and expressed and wrote for the young women. Connie’s young man was musical, Hilda’s was technical. But they simply lived for their young women. In their minds and their mental excitements, that is. Somewhere else they were a little rebuffed, though they did not know it.

It was obvious in them too that love had gone through them: that is, the physical experience. It is curious what a subtle but unmistakable transmutation it makes, both in the body of men and women: the woman more blooming, more subtly rounded, her young angularities softened, and her expression either anxious or triumphant: the man much quieter, more inward, the very shapes of his shoulders and his buttocks less assertive, more hesitant.

In the actual sex-thrill within the body, the sisters nearly succumbed to the strange male power. But quickly they recovered themselves, took the sex-thrill as a sensation, and remained free. Whereas the men, in gratitude to the women for the sex experience, let their souls go out to her. And afterwards looked rather as if they had lost a shilling and found sixpence.h Connie’s man could be a bit sulky, and Hilda’s a bit jeering. But that is how men are! Ungrateful and never satisfied. When you don’t have them they hate you because you won’t; and when you do have them they hate you again, for some other reason. Or for no reason at all, except that they are discontented children, and can’t be satisfied whatever they get, let a woman do what she may.

However, came the war, Hilda and Connie were rushed home again after having been home already in May, to their mother’s funeral. Before Christmas of 1914 both their German young men were dead: whereupon the sisters wept, and loved the young men passionately, but underneath forgot them. They didn’t exist any more.

Both sisters lived in their father‘s, really their mother’s, Kensington house, and mixed with the young Cambridge group, the group that stood for “freedom” and flannel trousers, and flannel shirts open at the neck, and a well-bred sort of emotional anarchy, and a whispering, murmuring sort of voice, and an ultra-sensitive sort of manner. Hilda, however, suddenly married a man ten years older than herself, an elder member of the same Cambridge group, a man with a fair amount of money, and a comfortable family job in the government: he also wrote philosophical essays. She lived with him in a smallish house in Westminster, and moved in that good sort of society of people in the government who are not tip-toppers, but who are, or would be, the real intelligent power in the nation: people who know what they’re talking about, or talk as if they did.

Connie did a mild form of war-work, and consorted with the flannel-trousered Cambridge intransigeants, who gently mocked at everything, so far. Her “friend” was a Clifford Chatterley, a young man of twenty-two, who had hurried home from Bonn where he was studying the technicalities of coal-mining. He had previously spent two years at Cambridge. Now he had become a first lieutenant in a smart regiment, so he could mock at everything more becomingly in uniform.

Clifford Chatterley was more upper-class than Connie. Connie was well-to-do intelligentsia, but he was aristocracy. Not the big sort, but still it. His father was a baronet, and his mother had been a viscount’s daughter.

But Clifford, while he was better bred than Connie, and more “society,” was in his own way more provincial and more timid. He was at his ease in the narrow “great world,” that is, landed aristocracy society, but he was shy and nervous of all that other big world which consists of the vast hordes of the middle and lower classes, and foreigners. If the truth must be told, he was a little bit frightened of middle and lower class humanity, and of foreigners not of his own class. He was, in some paralyzing way, conscious of his own defenselessness, though he had all the defense of privilege. Which is curious, but a phenomenon of our day.

Therefore the peculiar soft assurance of a girl like Constance Reid fascinated him. She was so much more mistress of herself in that outer world of chaos than he was master of himself

Nevertheless he too was a rebel: rebelling even against his class. Or perhaps rebel is too strong a word; far too strong. He was only caught in the general, popular recoil of the young against convention and against any sort of real authority. Fathers were ridiculous: his own obstinate one supremely so. And governments were ridiculous: our own wait-and-see sort especially so. And armies were ridiculous, and old buffersi of generals altogether, the red-faced Kitchener supremely.2 Even the war was ridiculous, though it did kill rather a lot of people.

In fact everything was a little ridiculous, or very ridiculous: certainly everything connected with authority, whether it were in the army or the government or the universities, was ridiculous to a degree. And as far as the governing class made any pretensions to govern, they were ridiculous too. Sir Geoffrey, Clifford’s father, was intensely ridiculous, chopping down his trees, and weeding men out of his collieryj to shove them into the war: and himself being so safe and patriotic; but, also, spending more money on his country than he’d got.

When Miss Chatterley—Emma—came down to London from the Midlands to do some nursing work, she was very witty in a quiet way about Sir Geoffrey and his determined patriotism. Herbert, the elder brother and heir, laughed outright, though it was his trees that were falling for trench props. But Clifford only smiled a little uneasily. Everything was ridiculous, quite true. But when it came too close and oneself became ridiculous too ... ? At least people of a different class, like Connie, were earnest about something. They believed in something.

They were rather earnest about the Tommies,k and the threat of conscription, and the shortage of sugar and toffee for the children. In all these things, of course, the authorities were ridiculously at fault. But Clifford could not take it to heart. To him the authorities were ridiculous ab ovo,l not because of toffee or Tommies.

And the authorities felt ridiculous, and behaved in a rather ridiculous fashion, and it was all a mad hatter’s tea-party for a while. Till things developed over there, and Lloyd George came to save the situation over here.3 And this surpassed even ridicule, the flippant young laughed no more.

In 1916 Herbert Chatterley was killed, so Clifford became heir. He was terrified even of this. His importance as son of Sir Geoffrey and child of Wragby was so ingrained in him, he could never escape it. And yet he knew that this too, in the eyes of the vast seething world, was ridiculous. Now he was heir and responsible for Wragby. Was that not terrible? And also splendid and at the same time, perhaps, purely absurd?

Sir Geoffrey would have none of the absurdity. He was pale and tense, withdrawn into himself, and obstinately determined to save his country and his own position, let it be Lloyd George or who it might. So cut off he was, so divorced from the England that was really England, so utterly incapable, that he even thought well of Horatio Bottomley.4 Sir Geoffrey stood for England and Lloyd George as his forebears had stood for England and St. George: and he never knew there was a difference. So Sir Geoffrey felled timber and stood for Lloyd George and England, England and Lloyd George.

And he wanted Clifford to marry and produce an heir. Clifford felt his father was a hopeless anachronism. But wherein was he himself any further ahead, except in a wincing sense of the ridiculousness of everything, and the paramount ridiculousness of his own position? For willy-nilly he took his baronetcy and Wragby with the last seriousness.

The gay excitement had gone out of the war... dead. Too much death and horror. A man needed support and comfort. A man needed to have an anchor in the safe world. A man needed a wife.

The Chatterleys, two brothers and a sister, had lived curiously isolated, shut in with one another at Wragby, in spite of all their connections. A sense of isolation intensified the family tie, a sense of the weakness of their position, a sense of defenselessness, in spite of, or because of the title and the land. They were cut off from those industrial Midlands in which they passed their lives. And they were cut off from their own class by the brooding, obstinate, shut-up nature of Sir Geoffrey, their father, whom they ridiculed but whom they were so sensitive about.

The three had said they would all live together always. But now Herbert was dead, and Sir Geoffrey wanted Clifford to marry. Sir Geoffrey barely mentioned it: he spoke very little. But his silent, brooding insistence that it should be so was hard for Clifford to bear up against.

But Emma said No! She was ten years older than Clifford, and she felt his marrying would be a desertion and a betrayal of what the young ones of the family had stood for.

Clifford married Connie, nevertheless, and had his month’s honeymoon with her. It was the terrible year 1917, and they were intimate as two people who stand together on a sinking ship. He had been virgin when he married: and the sex part did not mean much to him. They were so close, he and she, apart from that. And Connie exulted a little in this intimacy which was beyond sex, and beyond a man’s “satisfaction.” Clifford anyhow was not just keen on his “satisfaction,” as so many men seemed to be. No, the intimacy was deeper, more personal than that. And sex was merely an accident, or an adjunct, one of the curious obsolete, organic processes which persisted in its own clumsiness, but was not really necessary.  Though Connie did want children: if only to fortify her against her sister-in-law Emma.

But early in 1918 Clifford was shipped home smashed, and there was no child. And Sir Geoffrey died of chagrin.




CHAPTER TWO

CONNIE AND CLIFFORD CAME home to Wragby in the autumn of 1920. Miss Chatterley, still disgusted at her brother’s defection, had departed and was living in a little flat in London.

Wragby was a long low old house in brown stone, begun about the middle of the eighteenth century, and added on to, till it was a warren of a place without much distinction. It stood on an eminence in a rather fine old park of oak trees, but alas one could see in the near distance the chimney of Tevershall pit, with its clouds of steam and smoke, and on the damp, hazy distance of the hill the raw straggle of Tevershall village, a village which began almost at the park gates, and trailed in utter hopeless ugliness for a long and gruesome mile: houses, rows of wretched, small, begrimed, brick houses, with black slate roofs for lids, sharp angles and wilful, blank dreariness.

Connie was accustomed to Kensington or the Scottish hills or the Sussex downs: that was her England. With the stoicism of the young she took in the utter, soulless ugliness of the coal-and-iron Midlands at a glance, and left it at what it was: unbelievable and not to be thought about. From the rather dismal rooms at Wragby she heard the rattle-rattle of the screens at the pit, the puff of the winding-engine, the clink-clink of shunting trucks, and the hoarse little whistle of the colliery locomotives. Tevershall pit-bankm was burning, had been burning for years, and it would cost thousands to put it out. So it had to burn. And when the wind was that way, which was often, the house was full of the stench of this sulphurous combustion of the earth’s excrement. But even on windless days the air always smelt of something under-earth: sulphur, iron, coal, or acid. And even on the Christmas roses the smuts settled persistently, incredible, like black manna from skies of doom.

Well, there it was: fated like the rest of things! It was rather awful, but why kick? You couldn’t kick it away. It just went on. Life, like all the rest! On the low dark ceiling of cloud at night red blotches burned and quavered, dappling and swelling and contracting, like burns that give pain. It was the furnaces. At first they fascinated Connie with a sort of horror; she felt she was living underground. Then she got used to them. And in the morning it rained.

Clifford professed to like Wragby better than London. This country had a grim will of its own, and the people had guts. Connie wondered what else they had: certainly neither eyes nor minds. The people were as haggard, shapeless, and dreary as the countryside, and as unfriendly. Only there was something in their deep-mouthed slurring of the dialect, and the thresh-thresh of their hob-nailed pit-boots as they trailed home in gangs on the asphalt from work, that was terrible and a bit mysterious.

There had been no welcome home for the young squire, no festivities, no deputation, not even a single flower. Only a dank ride in a motor-car up a dark, damp drive, burrowing through gloomy trees, out to the slope of the park where grey damp sheep were feeding, to the knoll where the house spread its dark brown façade, and the housekeeper and her husband were hovering, like unsure tenants on the face of the earth, ready to stammer a welcome.

There was no communication between Wragby Hall and Tevershall village, none. No caps were touched, no curtseys bobbed. The colliers merely stared; the tradesmen lifted their caps to Connie as to an acquaintance, and nodded awkwardly to Clifford; that was all. Gulf impassable, and a quiet sort of resentment on either side. At first Connie suffered from the steady drizzle of resentment that came from the village. Then she hardened herself to it, and it became a sort of tonic, something to live up to. It was not that she and Clifford were unpopular, they merely belonged to another species altogether from the colliers. Gulf impassable, breach indescribable, such as is perhaps non-existent south of the Trent. But in the Midlands and the industrial North gulf impassable, across which no communication could take place. You stick to your side, I’ll stick to mine! A strange denial of the common pulse of humanity.

Yet the village sympathized with Clifford and Connie in the abstract. In the flesh it was—You leave me alone!—on either side.

The rector was a nice man of about sixty, full of his duty, and reduced, personally, almost to a nonentity by the silent—You leave me alone!—of the village. The miners’ wives were nearly all Methodists. The miners were nothing. But even so much official uniform as the clergyman wore was enough to obscure entirely the fact that he was a man like any other man. No, he was Mester Ashby, a sort of automatic preaching and praying concern.

This stubborn, instinctive—We think ourselves as good as you, if you are Lady Chatterley!—puzzled and baffled Connie at first extremely. The curious, suspicious, false amiability with which the miners’ wives met her overtures; the curiously offensive tinge of—Oh dear me! I am somebody now, with Lady Chatterley talking to me! But she needn’t think I’m not as good as her for all that!—which she always heard twanging in the women’s half-fawning voices, was impossible. There was no getting past it. It was hopelessly and offensively nonconformist.

Clifford left them alone, and she learnt to do the same: she just went by without looking at them, and they stared as if she were a walking wax figure. When he had to deal with them, Clifford was rather haughty and contemptuous; one could no longer afford to be friendly. In fact he was altogether rather supercilious and contemptuous of anyone not in his own class. He stood his ground, without any attempt at conciliation. And he was neither liked nor disliked by the people; he was just part of things, like the pit-bank and Wragby itself.

But Clifford was really extremely shy and self-conscious now he was lamed. He hated seeing anyone except just the personal servants. For he had to sit in a wheeled chair or a sort of bath-chair. Nevertheless he was just as carefully dressed as ever, by his expensive tailors, and he wore the careful Bond Street neckties just as before, and from the top he looked just as smart and impressive as ever. He had never been one of the modern ladylike young men: rather bucolic even, with his ruddy face and broad shoulders. But his very quiet, hesitating voice, and his eyes, at the same time bold and frightened, assured and uncertain, revealed his nature. His manner was often offensively supercilious, and then again modest and self-effacing, almost tremulous.

Connie and he were attached to one another, in the aloof modern way. He was much too hurt in himself, the great shock of his maiming, to be easy and flippant. He was a hurt thing. And as such Connie stuck to him passionately.

But she could not help feeling how little connection he really had with people. The miners were, in a sense, his own men; but he saw them as objects rather than men, parts of the pit rather than parts of life, crude raw phenomena rather than human beings along with him. He was in some way afraid of them, he could not bear to have them look at him now he was lame. And their queer, crude life seemed as unnatural as that of hedgehogs.

He was remotely interested; but like a man looking down a microscope, or up a telescope. He was not in touch. He was not in actual touch with anybody, save, traditionally, with Wragby, and, through the close bond of family defense, with Emma. Beyond this nothing really touched him. Connie felt that she herself didn’t really, not really touch him; perhaps there was nothing to get at ultimately; just a negation of human contact.

Yet he was absolutely dependent on her, he needed her every moment. Big and strong as he was, he was helpless. He could wheel himself about in a wheeled chair, and he had a sort of bath-chair with a motor attachment, in which he could puff slowly round the park. But alone he was like a lost thing. He needed Connie to be there, to assure him he existed at all.

Still he was ambitious. He had taken to writing stories; curious, very personal stories about people he had known. Clever, rather spiteful, and yet, in some mysterious way, meaningless. The observation was extraordinary and peculiar. But there was no touch, no actual contact. It was as if the whole thing took place in a vacuum. And since the field of life is largely an artificially-lighted stage today, the stories were curiously true to modern life, to the modern psychology, that is.

Clifford was almost morbidly sensitive about these stories. He wanted everyone to think them good, of the best, ne plus ultra. They appeared in the most modern magazines, and were praised and blamed as usual. But to Clifford the blame was torture, like knives goading him. It was as if the whole of his being were in his stories.

Connie helped him as much as she could. At first she was thrilled. He talked everything over with her monotonously, insistently, persistently, and she had to respond with all her might. It was as if her whole soul and body and sex had to rouse up and pass into these stories of his. This thrilled her and absorbed her.

Of physical life they lived very little. She had to superintend the house. But the housekeeper had served Sir Geoffrey for many years, and the dried-up, elderly, superlatively correct female... you could hardly call her a parlor-maid, or even a woman... who waited at table, had been in the house for forty years. Even the very house-maids were no longer young. It was awful! What could you do with such a place, but leave it alone! All these endless rooms that nobody used, all the Midlands routine, the mechanical cleanliness and the mechanical order! Clifford had insisted on a new cook, an experienced woman who had served him in his rooms in London. For the rest the place seemed run by mechanical anarchy. Everything went on in pretty good order, strict cleanliness, and strict punctuality; even pretty strict honesty. And yet, to Connie, it was a methodical anarchy. No warmth of feeling united it organically. The house seemed as dreary as a disused street.

What could she do but leave it alone . . .? So she left it alone. Miss Chatterley came sometimes, with her aristocratic thin face, and triumphed, finding nothing altered. She would never forgive Connie for ousting her from her union in consciousness with her brother. It was she, Emma, who should be bringing forth the stories, these books, with him; the Chatterley stories, something new in the world, that they, the Chatterleys, had put there. There was no other standard. There was no organic connection with the thought and expression that had gone before. Only something new in the world: the Chatterley books, entirely personal.

Connie’s father, when he paid a flying visit to Wragby, said in private to his daughter: As for Clifford’s writing, it’s smart, but there’s nothing in it. It won’t last! ... Connie looked at the burly Scottish knight who had done himself well all his life, and her eyes, her big, still-wondering blue eyes became vague. Nothing in it! What did he mean by nothing in it? If the critics praised it, and Clifford’s name was almost famous, and it even brought in money... what did her  father mean by saying there was nothing in Clifford’s writing? What else could there be?

For Connie had adopted the standard of the young: what there was in the moment was everything. And moments followed one another without necessarily belonging to one another.

It was in her second winter at Wragby her father said to her: “I hope, Connie, you won’t let circumstances force you into being a  demi-vierge.”n

“A demi-vierge!” replied Connie vaguely. “Why? Why not?”

“Unless you like it, of course!” said her father hastily. To Clifford he said the same, when the two men were alone: “I’m afraid it doesn’t quite suit Connie to be a demi-vierge.”

“A half-virgin!” replied Clifford, translating the phrase to be sure of it.

He thought for a moment, then flushed very red. He was angry and offended.

“In what way doesn’t it suit her?” he asked stiffly.

“She’s getting thin... angular. It’s not her style. She’s not the pilchardo sort of little slip of a girl, she’s a bonny Scotch trout.”

“Without the spots, of course!” said Clifford.

He wanted to say something later to Connie about the demi-vierge business ... the half-virgin state of her affairs. But he could not bring himself to do it. He was at once too intimate with her and not intimate enough. He was so very much at one with her, in his mind and hers, but bodily they were non-existent to one another, and neither could bear to drag in the corpus delicti.p They were so intimate, and utterly out of touch.

Connie guessed, however, that her father had said something, and that something was in Clifford’s mind. She knew that he didn’t mind whether she were demi-vierge or demi-monde,q so long as he didn’t absolutely know, and wasn’t made to see. What the eye doesn’t see and the mind doesn’t know, doesn’t exist.

Connie and Clifford had now been nearly two years at Wragby, living their vague life of absorption in Clifford and his work. Their interests had never ceased to flow together over his work. They talked and wrestled in the throes of composition, and felt as if something were happening, really happening, really in the void.

And thus far it was a life: in the void. For the rest it was nonexistence. Wragby was there, the servants ... but spectral, not really existing. Connie went for walks in the park, and in the woods that joined the park, and enjoyed the solitude and the mystery, kicked the brown leaves of autumn, and picked the primroses of spring. But it was all a dream; or rather it was like the simulacrum of reality. The oak-leaves were to her like oak-leaves seen ruffling in a mirror, she herself was a figure somebody had read about, picking primroses that were only shadows or memories, or words. No substance to her or anything ... no touch, no contact! Only this life with Clifford, this endless spinning of webs of yarn, of the minutiae of consciousness, these stories Sir Malcolm said there was nothing in, and they wouldn’t last. Why should there be anything in them, why should they last? Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof.1 Sufficient unto the moment is the appearance of reality.

Clifford had quite a number of friends, acquaintances really, and he invited them to Wragby. He invited all sorts of people, critics and writers, people who would help to praise his books. And they were flattered at being asked to Wragby, and they praised. Connie understood it all perfectly. But why not? This was one of the fleeting patterns in the mirror. What was wrong with it?

She was hostess to these people ... mostly men. She was hostess also to Clifford’s occasional aristocratic relations. Being a soft, ruddy, country-looking girl, inclined to freckles, with big blue eyes, and curling, brown hair, and a soft voice and rather strong, female loins she was considered a little old-fashioned and “womanly.” She was not a “little pilchard sort of fish,” like a boy. She was too feminine to be quite smart.

So the men, especially those no longer young, were very nice to her indeed. But, knowing what torture poor Clifford would feel at the slightest sign of flirting on her part, she gave them no encouragement at all. She was quiet and vague, she had no contact with them and intended to have none. Clifford was extraordinarily proud of himself 

His relatives treated her quite kindly. She knew that the kindliness indicated a lack of fear, and that these people had no respect for you unless you could frighten them a little. But again she had no contact. She let them be kindly and disdainful, she let them feel they had no need to draw their steel in readiness. She had no real connection with them.

Time went on. Whatever happened, nothing happened, because she was so beautifully out of contact. She and Clifford lived in their ideas and his books. She entertained ... there were always people in the house. Time went on as the clock does, half-past eight instead of half-past seven.




CHAPTER THREE

CONNIE WAS AWARE, HOWEVER, of a growing restlessness. Out of her disconnection, a restlessness was taking possession of her like madness. It twitched her limbs when she didn’t want to twitch them, it jerked her spine when she didn’t want to jerk upright but preferred to rest comfortably. It thrilled inside her body, in her womb, somewhere, till she felt she must jump into water and swim to get away from it; a mad restlessness. It made her heart beat violently for no reason. And she was getting thinner.

It was just restlessness. She would rush off across the park, and abandon Clifford, and lie prone in the bracken. To get away from the house ... she must get away from the house and everybody. The wood was her one refuge, her sanctuary.

But it was not really a refuge, a sanctuary, because she had no connection with it. It was only a place where she could get away from the rest. She never really touched the spirit of the wood itself ... if it had any such nonsensical thing.

Vaguely she knew herself that she was going to pieces in some way. Vaguely she knew she was out of connection: she had lost touch with the substantial and vital world. Only Clifford and his books, which did not exist... which had nothing in them! Void to void. Vaguely she knew. But it was like beating her head against a stone.

Her father warned her again: “Why don’t you get yourself a beau, Connie? Do you all the good in the world.”

That winter Michaelis came for a few days. He was a young Irishman who had already made a large fortune by his plays in America. He had been taken up quite enthusiastically for a time by smart society in London, for he wrote smart society plays. Then gradually smart society realized that it had been made ridiculous at the hands of a down-at-heel Dublin street-rat, and revulsion came.  Michaelis was the last word in what was caddish and bounderish.r  He was discovered to be anti-English, and to the class that made this discovery this was worse than the dirtiest crime. He was cut dead,s and his corpse thrown into the refuse-can.

Nevertheless Michaelis had his apartment in Mayfair,t and walked down Bond Street the image of a gentleman, for you cannot get even the best tailors to cut their low-down customers, when the customers pay.

Clifford was inviting the young man of thirty at an inauspicious moment in that young man’s career. Yet Clifford did not hesitate. Michaelis had the ear of a few million people, probably; and, being a hopeless outsider, he would no doubt be grateful to be asked down to Wragby at this juncture, when the rest of the smart world was cutting him. Being grateful, he would no doubt do Clifford “good” over there in America. Kudos! A man gets a lot of kudos, whatever that may be, by being talked about in the right way, especially “over there.” Clifford was a coming man;u and it was remarkable what a sound publicity instinct he had. In the end Michaelis did him most nobly in a play, and Clifford was a sort of popular hero. Till the reaction, when he found he had been made ridiculous.

Connie wondered a little over Clifford’s blind, imperious instinct to become known: known, that is, to the vast amorphous world he did not himself know, and of which he was uneasily afraid; known as a writer, as a first-class modern writer. Connie was aware from successful, old, hearty, bluffing Sir Malcolm, that artists did advertise themselves, and exert themselves to put their goods over. But her father used channels ready-made, used by all the other R. A.’s who sold their pictures. Whereas Clifford discovered new channels of publicity, all kinds. He had all kinds of people at Wragby, without exactly lowering himself. But, determined to build himself a monument of a reputation quickly, he used any handy rubble in the making.

Michaelis arrived duly, in a very neat car, with a chauffeur and a manservant. He was absolutely Bond Street! But at sight of him something in Clifford’s country soul recoiled. He wasn’t exactly ... not exactly ... in fact, he wasn’t at all, well, what his appearance intended to imply. To Clifford this was final and enough. Yet he was very polite to the man; to the amazing success in him. The bitch-goddess, as she is called, of Success, roamed, snarling and protective, round the half-humble, half-defiant Michaelis’ heels, and intimidated Clifford completely: for he wanted to prostitute himself to the bitch-goddess Success1 also, if only she would have him.

Michaelis obviously wasn’t an Englishman, in spite of all the tailors, hatters, barbers, booters of the very best quarter of London. No, no, he obviously wasn’t an Englishman: the wrong sort of flattish, pale face and bearing; and the wrong sort of grievance. He had a grudge and a grievance: that was obvious to any true-born English gentleman, who would scorn to let such a thing appear blatant in his own demeanor. Poor Michaelis had been much kicked, so that he had a slightly tail-between-the-legs look even now. He had pushed his way by sheer instinct and sheerer effrontery on to the stage and to the front of it, with his plays. He had caught the public. And he had thought the kicking days were over. Alas, they weren’t ... They never would be. For he, in a sense, asked to be kicked. He pined to be where he didn’t belong ... among the English upper classes. And how they enjoyed the various kicks they got at him! And how he hated them!

Nevertheless he traveled with his manservant and his very neat car, this Dublin mongrel.

There was something about him that Connie liked. He didn’t put on airs to himself; he had no illusions about himself. He talked to Clifford sensibly, briefly, practically about all the things Clifford wanted to know. He didn’t expand or let himself go. He knew he had been asked down to Wragby to be made use of, and like an old, shrewd, almost indifferent business man, or big-business man, he let himself be asked questions, and he answered with as little waste of feeling as possible.

“Money!” he said. “Money is a sort of instinct. It’s a sort of property of nature in a man to make money. It’s nothing you do. It’s no trick you  play. It’s a sort of permanent accident of your own nature; once you start, you make money, and you go on; up to a point, I suppose.”

“But you’ve got to begin,” said Clifford.

“Oh, quite! You’ve got to get in. You can do nothing if you are kept outside. You’ve got to beat your way in. Once you’ve done that, you can’t help it!”

“But could you have made money except by plays?” asked Clifford.

“Oh, probably not! I may be a good writer or I may be a bad one, but a writer and a writer of plays is what I am, and I’ve got to be. There’s no question of that.”

“And you think it’s a writer of popular plays that you’ve got to be?” asked Connie.

“There, exactly!” he said, turning to her in a sudden flash. “There’s nothing in it! There’s nothing in popularity. There’s nothing in the public, if it comes to that. There’s nothing really in my plays to make them popular. It’s not that. They just are, like the weather ... the sort that will have to be ... for the time being.”

He turned his slow, rather full eyes, that had been drowned in such fathomless disillusion, on Connie, and she trembled a little. He seemed so old ... endlessly old, built up of layers of disillusion, going down in him generation after generation, like geological strata; and at the same time he was forlorn like a child. An outcast, in a certain sense; but with the desperate bravery of his rat-like existence.

“At least it’s wonderful what you’ve done at your time of life,” said Clifford contemplatively.

“I’m thirty... yes, I’m thirty!” said Michaelis, sharply and suddenly, with a curious laugh; hollow, triumphant, and bitter.

“And are you alone?” asked Connie.

“How do you mean? Do I live alone? I’ve got my servant. He’s a Greek, so he says, and quite incompetent. But I keep him. And I’m going to marry. Oh, yes, I must marry.”

“It sounds like going to have your tonsils cut,” laughed Connie. “Will it be an effort?”

He looked at her admiringly. “Well, Lady Chatterley, somehow it will! I find ... excuse me ... I find I can’t marry an Englishwoman, not even an Irishwoman....”

“Try an American,” said Clifford.

“Oh, American!” he laughed a hollow laugh. “No, I’ve asked my man if he will find me a Turk or something ... something nearer to the Oriental.”

Connie really wondered at this queer, melancholy specimen of extraordinary success; it was said he had an income of fifty thousand dollars from America alone. Sometimes he was handsome: sometimes as he looked sideways, downwards, and the light fell on him, he had the silent, enduring beauty of a carved ivory Negro mask, with his rather full eyes, and the strong queerly-arched brows, the immobile compressed mouth; that momentary but revealed immobility, an immobility, a timelessness which the Buddha aims at, and which Negroes express sometimes without even aiming at it; something old, old, and acquiescent in the race! Aeons of acquiescence in race destiny, instead of our individual resistance. And then a swimming through, like rats in a dark river. Connie felt a sudden, strange leap of sympathy for him, a leap mingled with compassion, and tinged with repulsion, amounting almost to love. The outsider! The outsider! And they called him a bounder! How much more bounderish and assertive Clifford looked! How much stupider!

Michaelis knew at once he had made an impression on her. He turned his full, hazel, slightly prominent eyes on her in a look of pure detachment. He was estimating her, and the extent of the impression he had made. With the English nothing could save him from being the eternal outsider, not even love. Yet women sometimes fell for him.... Englishwomen too.

He knew just where he was with Clifford. They were two alien dogs which would have liked to snarl at one another, but which smiled instead, perforce. But with the woman he was not quite so sure.

Breakfast was served in the bedrooms; Clifford never appeared before lunch, and the dining-room was a little dreary. After coffee Michaelis, restless and ill-sitting soul, wondered what he should do. It was a fine November day ... fine for Wragby. He looked over the melancholy park. My God! What a place!

He sent a servant to ask, could he be of any service to Lady Chatterley: he thought of driving into Sheffield. The answer came, would he care to go up to Lady Chatterley’s sitting-room?

Connie had a sitting-room on the third floor, the top floor of the central portion of the house. Clifford’s rooms were on the ground  floor, of course. Michaelis was flattered by being asked up to Lady Chatterley’s own parlor. He followed blindly after the servant ... he never noticed things, or had contact with his surroundings. In her room he did glance vaguely round at the fine German reproductions of Renoir and Cézanne.

“It’s very pleasant up here,” he said, with his queer smile, as if it hurt him to smile, showing his teeth. “You are wise to get up to the top.”

“Yes, I think so,” she said.

Her room was the only gay, modern one in the house, the only spot in Wragby where her personality was at all revealed. Clifford had never seen it, and she asked very few people up.

Now she and Michaelis sat on opposite sides of the fire and talked. She asked him about himself, his mother and father, his brothers ... other people were always something of a wonder to her, and when her sympathy was awakened she was quite devoid of class feeling. Michaelis talked frankly about himself, quite frankly, without affectation, simply revealing his bitter, indifferent, stray-dog’s soul, then showing a gleam of revengeful pride in his success.

“But why are you such a lonely bird?” Connie asked him; and again he looked at her, with his full, searching, hazel look.

“Some birds are that way,” he replied. Then, with a touch of familiar irony: “But, look here, what about yourself? Aren’t you by way of being a lonely bird yourself?” Connie, a little startled, thought about it for a few moments, and then she said: “Only in a way! Not altogether, like you!”

“Am I altogether a lonely bird?” he asked, with his queer grin of a smile, as if he had toothache; it was so wry, and his eyes were so perfectly unchangingly melancholy, or stoical, or disillusioned, or afraid.

“Why?” she said, a little breathless, as she looked at him. “You are, aren’t you?”

She felt a terrible appeal coming to her from him, that made her almost lose her balance.

“Oh, you’re quite right!” he said, turning his head away, and looking sideways, downwards, with that strange immobility of an old race that is hardly here in our present day. It was that that really made Connie lose her power to see him detached from herself.

He looked up at her with the full glance that saw everything, registered everything. At the same time, the infant crying in the  night2 was crying out of his breast to her, in a way that affected her very womb.

“It’s awfully nice of you to think of me,” he said laconically.

“Why shouldn’t I think of you?” she exclaimed, with hardly breath to utter it.

He gave the wry, quick hiss of a laugh.

“Oh, in that way! ... May I hold your hand for a minute?” he asked suddenly, fixing his eyes on her with almost hypnotic power, and sending out an appeal that affected her direct in the womb.

She stared at him, dazed and transfixed, and he went over and kneeled beside her, and took her two feet close in his two hands, and buried his face in her lap, remaining motionless. She was perfectly dim and dazed, looking down in a sort of amazement at the rather tender nape of his neck, feeling his face pressing against her. In all her burning dismay, she could not help putting her hand, with tenderness and compassion, on the defenseless nape of his neck, and he trembled, with a deep shudder.

Then he looked up at her with that awful appeal in his full, glowing eyes. She was utterly incapable of resisting it. From her breast flowed the answering, immense yearning over him; she must give him anything, anything.

He was a curious and very gentle lover, very gentle with the woman, trembling uncontrollably, and yet at the same time detached, aware, aware of every sound outside.

To her it meant nothing except that she gave herself to him. And at length he ceased to quiver any more, and lay quite still, quite still. Then, with dim, compassionate fingers, she stroked his head, that lay on her breast.

When he rose, he kissed both her hands, then both her feet, in their suede slippers, and in silence went away to the end of the room, where he stood with his back to her. There was silence for some minutes. Then he turned and came to her again as she sat in her old place by the fire.

“And now, I suppose you’ll hate me!” he said in a quiet, inevitable way. She looked up at him quickly.

“Why should I?” she asked.

“They mostly do,” he said; then he caught himself up. “I mean ... a woman is supposed to.”

“This is the last moment when I ought to hate you,” she said resentfully.

“I know! I know! It should be so! You’re frightfully good to me...” he cried miserably.

She wondered why he should be miserable. “Won’t you sit down again?” she said. He glanced at the door.

“Sir Clifford!” he said, “won’t he ... won’t he be ... ?”

She paused a moment to consider. “Perhaps!” she said. And she looked up at him. “I don’t want Clifford to know... not even to suspect. It would hurt him so much. But I don’t think it’s wrong, do you?”

“Wrong! Good God, no! You’re only too infinitely good to me.... I can hardly bear it.”

He turned aside, and she saw that in another moment he would be sobbing.

“But we needn’t let Clifford know, need we?” she pleaded. “It  would hurt him so. And if he never knows, never suspects, it hurts nobody.”

“Me!” he said, almost fiercely; “he’ll know nothing from me! You see if he does. Me give myself away! Ha! Ha!” he laughed hollowly, cynically at such an idea. She watched him in wonder. He said to her: “May I kiss your hand and go? I’ll run into Sheffield I think, and lunch there, if I may, and be back to tea. May I do anything for you? May I be sure you don’t hate me—and that you won’t?”—he ended with a desperate note of cynicism.

“No, I don’t hate you,” she said. “I think you’re nice.”

“Ah!” he said to her fiercely, “I’d rather you said that to me than that you love me! It means such a lot more.... Till afternoon then. I’ve plenty to think about till then.” He kissed her hands humbly and was gone.

“I don’t think I can stand that young man,” said Clifford at lunch.

“Why?” asked Connie.

“He’s such a bounder underneath his veneer ... just waiting to bounce us.”v

“I think people have been so unkind to him,” said Connie.

“Do you wonder? And do you think he employs his shining hoursw doing deeds of kindness?”

“I think he has a certain sort of generosity.”

“Towards whom?”

“I don’t quite know.”

“Naturally you don’t. I’m afraid you mistake unscrupulousness for generosity.”

Connie paused. Did she? It was just possible. Yet the unscrupulousness of Michaelis had a certain fascination for her. He went whole lengths where Clifford only crept a few timid paces. In his way he had conquered the world, which was what Clifford wanted to do. Ways and means ... ? Were those of Michaelis more despicable than those of Clifford? Was the way the poor outsider had shoved and bounced himself forward in person, and by the back doors, any worse than Clifford’s way of advertising himself into prominence? The bitch-goddess, Success, was trailed by thousands of gasping dogs with lolling tongues. The one that got her first was the real dog among dogs, if you go by success! So Michaelis could keep his tail up.

The queer thing was, he didn’t. He came back towards tea-time with a large handful of violets and lilies, and the same hang-dog expression. Connie wondered sometimes if it were a sort of mask to disarm opposition, because it was almost too fixed. Was he really such a sad dog?

His sad-dog sort of extinguished self persisted all the evening, though through it Clifford felt the inner effrontery. Connie didn’t feel it, perhaps because it was not directed against women; only against men, and their presumptions and assumptions. That indestructible, inward effrontery in the meager fellow was what made men so down on Michaelis. His very presence was an affront to a man of society, cloak it as he might in an assumed good manner.

Connie was in love with him, but she managed to sit with her embroidery and let the men talk, and not give herself away. As for Michaelis, he was perfect; exactly the same melancholic, attentive, aloof young fellow of the previous evening, millions of degrees remote from his hosts, but laconically playing up to them to the required amount, and never coming forth to them for a moment. Connie felt he must have forgotten the morning. He had not forgotten. But he knew where he was ... in the same old place outside, where the born outsiders are. He didn’t take the love-making altogether personally. He knew it would not change him from an ownerless dog, whom everybody begrudges its golden collar, into a comfortable society dog.

The final fact being that at the very bottom of his soul he was an outsider, and anti-social, and he accepted the fact inwardly, no matter how Bond-Streety he was on the outside. His isolation was a necessity to him; just as the appearance of conformity and mixing-in with the smart people was also a necessity.

But occasional love, as a comfort and soothing, was also a good thing, and he was not ungrateful. On the contrary, he was burningly, poignantly grateful for a piece of natural, spontaneous kindness: almost to tears. Beneath his pale, immobile, disillusioned face, his child’s soul was sobbing with gratitude to the woman, and burning to come to her again; just as his outcast soul was knowing he would keep really clear of her.

He found an opportunity to say to her, as they were lighting the candles in the hall:

“May I come?”

“I’ll come to you,” she said.

“Oh, good!”

He waited for her a long time ... but she came.

He was the trembling excited sort of lover, whose crisis soon came, and was finished. There was something curiously childlike and defenseless about him. His defenses were all in his wits and cunning, his very instincts of cunning, and when these were in abeyance he seemed doubly naked and like a child, of unfinished, tender flesh, and somehow struggling helplessly.

He aroused in the woman a wild sort of compassion and yearning, and a wild, craving physical desire. The physical desire he did not satisfy in her; he was always come and finished so quickly, then shrinking down on her breast, and recovering somewhat his effrontery while she lay dazed, disappointed, lost.

But then she soon learnt to hold him, to keep him there inside her when his crisis was over. And there he was generous and curiously potent; he stayed firm inside her, given to her, while she was active ... wildly, passionately active, coming to her own crisis. And as he felt the frenzy of her achieving her own orgasmic satisfaction from his hard, erect passivity, he had a curious sense of pride and satisfaction.

“Ah, how good!” she whispered tremulously, and she became quite still, clinging to him. And he lay there in his own isolation, but somehow proud.

He stayed that time only the three days, and to Clifford was exactly the same as on the first evening; to Connie also. There was no breaking down his external man.

He wrote to Connie with the same plaintive melancholy note as ever, sometimes witty, and touched with a queer, sexless affection. A kind of hopeless affection he seemed to feel for her, and the essential remoteness remained the same. He was hopeless at the very core of him, and he wanted to be hopeless. He rather hated hope. “Une immense esperance a traversé la terre,”x he read somewhere, and his comment was: “—and it’s darned-well drowned everything worth having.”

Connie never really understood him, but in her way, she loved him. And all the time she felt the reflection of his hopelessness in her. She couldn’t quite, quite love in hopelessness. And he, being hopeless, couldn’t ever quite love at all.

So they went on for quite a time, writing, and meeting occasionally in London. She still wanted the physical, sexual thrill she could get with him by her own activity, his little orgasm being over. And he still wanted to give it her. Which was enough to keep them connected.

And enough to give her a subtle sort of self-assurance, something blind and a little arrogant. It was an almost mechanical confidence in her own powers, and went with a great cheerfulness.

She was terrifically cheerful at Wragby. And she used all her aroused cheerfulness and satisfaction to stimulate Clifford, so that he wrote his best at this time, and was almost happy in his strange blind way. He really reaped the fruits of the sensual satisfaction she got out of Michaelis’ male passivity erect inside her. But of course he never knew it, and, if he had, he wouldn’t have said thank-you!

Yet when those days of her grand joyful cheerfulness and stimulus were gone, quite gone, and she was depressed and irritable, how Clifford longed for them again! Perhaps if he’d known he might even have wished to get her and Michaelis together again.




CHAPTER FOUR

CONNIE ALWAYS HAD A foreboding of the hopelessness of her affair with Mick, as people called him. Yet other men seemed to mean nothing to her. She was attached to Clifford. He wanted a good deal of her life and she gave it to him. But she wanted a good deal from the life of a man, and this Clifford did not give her; could not. There were occasional spasms of Michaelis. But, as she knew by foreboding, that would come to an end. Mick couldn’t keep anything up. It was part of his very being that he must break off any connection, and be loose, isolated, absolutely lone dog again. It was his major necessity, even though he always said: She turned me down!

The world is supposed to be full of possibilities, but they narrow down to pretty few in most personal experience. There’s lots of good fish in the sea ... maybe... but the vast masses seem to be mackerel or herring, and if you’re not mackerel or herring yourself, you are likely to find very few good fish in the sea.

Clifford was making strides into fame, and even money. People came to see him. Connie nearly always had somebody at Wragby. But if they weren’t mackerel they were herring, with an occasional catfish, or conger-eel.

There were a few regular men, constants; men who had been at Cambridge with Clifford. There was Tommy Dukes, who had remained in the army, and was a Brigadier-General. “The army leaves me time to think, and saves me from having to face the battle of life,” he said.

There was Charles May, an Irishman, who wrote scientifically about stars. There was Hammond, another writer. All were about the same age as Clifford; the young intellectuals of the day. They all beli eved in the life of the mind. What you did apart from that was your private affair, and didn’t much matter. No one thinks of enquiring of  another person at what hour he retires to the privy. It isn’t interesting to anyone but the person concerned.

And so with most of the matters of ordinary life ... how you make your money, or whether you love your wife, or if you have “affairs.” All these matters concern only the person concerned, and, like going to the privy, have no interest for anyone else.

“The whole point about the sexual problem,” said Hammond, who was a tall thin fellow with a wife and two children, but much more closely connected with a typewriter, “is that there is no point to it. Strictly there is no problem. We don’t want to follow a man into the W. C., so why should we want to follow him into bed with a woman? And therein lies the problem. If we took no more notice of the one thing than the other, there’d be no problem. It’s all utterly senseless and pointless; a matter of misplaced curiosity.”

“Quite, Hammond, quite! But if someone starts making love to Julia, you begin to simmer; and if he goes on, you are soon at boiling point.” ... Julia was Hammond’s wife.

“Why, exactly! So I should be if he began to urinate in a corner of my drawing-room. There’s a place for all these things.”

“You mean you wouldn’t mind if he made love to Julia in some discreet alcove?”

Charlie May was slightly satirical, for he had flirted a very little with Julia, and Hammond had cut up very roughly.

“Of course I should mind. Sex is a private thing between me and Julia; and of course I should mind anyone else trying to mix in.”

“As a matter of fact,” said the lean and freckled Tommy Dukes, who looked much more Irish than May, who was pale and rather fat, “as a matter of fact, Hammond, you have a strong property instinct, and a strong will to self-assertion, and you want success. Since I’ve been in the army definitely, I’ve got out of the way of the world, and now I see how inordinately strong the craving for self-assertion and success is in men. It is enormously over-developed. All our individuality has run that way. And of course men like you think you’ll get through better with a woman’s backing. That’s why you’re so jealous. That’s what sex is to you ... a vital little dynamo between you and Julia to bring success. If you began to be unsuccessful you’d begin to flirt, like Charlie, who isn’t successful. Married people like you and Julia have labels on you, like travellers’ trunks. Julia is labelled  Mrs. Arnold B. Hammond... just like a trunk on the railway that belongs to somebody. And you are labelled Arnold B. Hammond, c/o  Mrs. Arnold B. Hammond. Oh, you’re quite right, you’re quite right! The life of the mind needs a comfortable house and decent cooking. You’re quite right. It even needs posterity. But it all hinges on the instinct for success. That is the pivot on which all things turn.”

Hammond looked rather piqued. He was rather proud of the integrity of his mind, and of his not being a time-server. None the less, he did want success.

“It’s quite true, you can’t live without cash,” said May. “You’ve got to have a certain amount of it to be able to live and get along ... even to be free to think you must have a certain amount of money, or your stomach stops you. But it seems to me you might leave the labels off sex. We’re free to talk to anybody; so why shouldn’t we be free to make love to any woman who inclines us that way?”

“There speaks the lascivious Celt,” said Clifford.

“Lascivious! Well, why not? I can’t see I do a woman any more harm by sleeping with her than by dancing with her... or even talking to her about the weather. It’s just an interchange of sensations instead of ideas, so why not?”

“Be as promiscuous as the rabbits!” said Hammond.

“Why not? What’s wrong with rabbits? Are they any worse than a neurotic, revolutionary humanity, full of nervous hate?”

“But we’re not rabbits, even so,” said Hammond.

“Precisely! I have my mind: I have certain calculations to make in certain astronomical matters that concern me almost more than life or death. Sometimes indigestion interferes with me. Hunger would interfere with me disastrously. In the same way starved sex interferes with me. What then?”

“I should have thought sexual indigestion from surfeit would have interfered with you more seriously,” said Hammond satirically.

“Not it! I don’t over-eat myself, and I don’t over-fuck myself. One has a choice about eating too much. But you would absolutely starve me.”

“Not at all. You can marry.”

“How do you know I can? It may not suit the process of my mind. Marriage might ... and would ... stultify my mental processes. I’m not properly pivoted that way ... and so must I be  chained in a kennel like a monk? All rot and funk, my boy. I must live and do my calculations. I need women sometimes. I refuse to make a mountain of it, and I refuse anybody’s moral condemnation or prohibition. I’d be ashamed to see a woman walking around with my name-label on her, address and railway station, like a wardrobe trunk.”

These two men had not forgiven each other about the Julia flirtation.

“It’s an amusing idea, Charlie,” said Dukes, “that sex is just another form of talk, where you act the words instead of saying them. I suppose it’s quite true. I suppose we might exchange as many sensations and emotions with women as we do ideas about the weather, and so on. Sex might be a sort of normal physical conversation between a man and a woman. You don’t talk to a woman unless you have ideas in common: that is you don’t talk with any interest. And in the same way, unless you had some emotion or sympathy in common with a woman you wouldn’t sleep with her. But if you had....”

“If you have the proper sort of emotion or sympathy with a woman, you ought to sleep with her,” said May. “It’s the only decent thing to do with her. Just as, when you are interested talking to someone, the only decent thing is to have the talk out. You don’t prudishly put your tongue between your teeth and bite it. You just say out your say. And the same the other way.”

“No,” said Hammond. “It’s wrong. You, for example, May, you squander half your force with women. You’ll never really do what you should do, with a fine mind such as yours. Too much of you goes the other way.”

“Maybe it does ... and too little of you goes that way, Hammond, my boy, married or not. You can keep the purity and integrity of your mind, but it’s going damned dry. Your pure mind is going as dry as fiddlesticks, from what I see of it. You’re simply talking it down.”

Tommy Dukes burst into a laugh.

“Go it, you two minds!” he said. “Look at me ... I don’t do any high and pure mental work, nothing but jot down a few ideas. And yet I neither marry nor run after women. I think Charlie’s quite right; if he wants to run after the women, he’s quite free not to run  too often. But I wouldn’t prohibit him from running. As for Hammond, he’s got a property instinct, so naturally the straight road and the narrow gate are right for him.1 You’ll see he’ll be an English Man of Letters2 before he’s done, A. B. C. from top to toe. Then there’s me. I’m nothing. Just a squib. And what about you, Clifford? Do you think sex is a dynamo to help a man on to success in the world?”

Clifford rarely talked much at these times. He never held forth; his ideas were really not vital enough for it, he was too confused and emotional. Now he blushed and looked uncomfortable.

“Well!” he said, “being myself hors de combat,y I don’t see I’ve anything to say on the matter.”

“Not at all,” said Dukes; “the top of you’s by no means hors de combat. You’ve got the life of the mind sound and intact. So let us hear your ideas.”

“Well,” stammered Clifford, “even then I don’t suppose I have much idea.... I suppose marry-and-have-done-with-it would pretty well stand for what I think. Though of course between a man and woman who care for one another, it is a great thing.”

“What sort of great thing?” said Tommy.

“Oh, ... it perfects the intimacy,” said Clifford, uneasy as a woman in such talk.

“Well, Charlie and I believe that sex is a sort of communication like speech. Let any woman start a sex conversation with me, and it’s natural for me to go to bed with her to finish it, all in due season. Unfortunately no woman makes any particular start with me, so I go to bed by myself; and am none the worse for it.... I hope so anyway, for how should I know? Anyhow I’ve no starry calculations to be interfered with, and no immortal works to write. I’m merely a fellow skulking in the army....”

Silence fell. The four men smoked. And Connie sat there and put another stitch in her sewing.... Yes, she sat there! She had to sit mum. She had to be quiet as a mouse, not to interfere with the immensely important speculations of these highly-mental gentlemen. But she had to be there. They didn’t get on so well without her; their ideas didn’t flow so freely. Clifford was much more edgy and nervous, he got cold feet much quicker in Connie’s absence, and the talk didn’t run. Tommy Dukes came off best; he was a little inspired by her presence. Hammond she didn’t really like; he seemed so selfish in a mental way. And Charles May, though she liked something about him, seemed a little distasteful and messy, in spite of his stars.

How many evenings had Connie sat and listened to the manifestations of these four men! these, and one or two others. That they never seemed to get anywhere didn’t trouble her deeply. She liked to hear what they had to say, especially when Tommy was there. It was fun. Instead of men kissing you, and touching you, they revealed their minds to you. It was great fun! But what cold minds!

And also it was a little irritating. She had more respect for Michaelis, on whose name they all poured such withering contempt, as a little mongrel arriviste,z an uneducated bounder of the worst sort. Mongrel and bounder or not, he jumped to his own conclusions. He didn’t merely walk round them with millions of words, in the parade of the life of the mind.

Connie quite liked the life of the mind, and got a great thrill out of it. But she did think it overdid itself a little. She loved being there, amidst the tobacco smoke of those famous evenings of the cronies, as she called them privately to herself: She was infinitely amused, and proud too, that even their talking they could not do without her silent presence. She had an immense respect for thought ... and these men, at least, tried to think honestly. But somehow there was a cat, and it wouldn’t jump. They all alike talked at something, though what it was, for the life of her she couldn’t say. It was something that Mick didn’t clear, either.

But then Mick wasn’t trying to do anything, but just get through his life, and put as much across other people as they tried to put across him. He was really anti-social, which was what Clifford and his cronies had against him. Clifford and his cronies were not anti-social ; they were more or less bent on saving mankind, or on instructing it, to say the least.

There was a gorgeous talk on Sunday evening, when the conversation drifted again to love.

“Blest be the tie that binds

Our hearts in kindred something-or-other“—3



said Tommy Dukes. “I’d like to know what the tie is.... The tie that binds us just now is mental friction on one another. And, apart from that, there’s damned little tie between us. We bust apart, and say spiteful things about one another, like all the other damned intellectuals in the world. Damned everybodies, as far as that goes, for they all do it. Else we bust apart, and cover up the spiteful things we feel against one another by saying false sugaries. It’s a curious thing that the mental life seems to flourish with its roots in spite, ineffable and fathomless spite. Always has been so! Look at Socrates, in Plato, and his bunch round him! The sheer spite of it all, just sheer joy in pulling somebody else to bits.... Protagoras, or whoever it was! And Alcibiades, and all the other little disciple dogs joining in the fray! I must say it makes one prefer Buddha, quietly sitting under a bo-tree, or Jesus, telling his disciples little Sunday stories, peacefully, and without any mental fireworks. No, there’s something wrong with the mental life, radically. It’s rooted in spite and envy, envy and spite. Ye shall know the tree by its fruit.”4

“I don’t think we’re altogether so spiteful,” protested Clifford.

“My dear Clifford, think of the way we talk each other over, all of us. I’m rather worse than anybody else, myself. Because I infinitely prefer the spontaneous spite to the concocted sugaries; now they are poison; when I begin saying what a fine fellow Clifford is, etc., etc., then poor Clifford is to be pitied. For God’s sake, all of you, say spiteful things about me, then I shall know I mean something to you. Don’t say sugaries, or I’m done.”

“Oh, but I do think we honestly like one another,” said Hammond.

“I tell you we must ... we say such spiteful things to one another, about one another, behind our backs! I’m the worst.”

“And I do think you confuse the mental life with the critical activity. I agree with you, Socrates gave the critical activity a grand start, but he did more than that,” said Charlie May, rather magisterially.  The cronies had such a curious pomposity under their assumed modesty. It was all so ex cathedra,aa and it all pretended to be so humble.

Dukes refused to be drawn out about Socrates.

“That’s quite true, criticism and knowledge are not the same thing,” said Hammond.

“They aren’t, of course,” chimed in Berry, a brown, shy young man, who had called to see Dukes, and was staying the night.

They all looked at him as if the ass had spoken.5

“I wasn’t talking about knowledge.... I was talking about the mental life,” laughed Dukes. “Real knowledge comes out of the whole corpus of the consciousness; out of your belly and your penis as much as out of your brain and mind. The mind can only analyze and rationalize. Set the mind and the reason to cock it over the rest, and all they can do is criticize, and make a deadness. I say all they can do. It is vastly important. My God, the world needs criticizing to death. Therefore let’s live the mental life, and glory in our spite, and strip the rotten old show. But, mind you, it’s like this; while you live your life, you are in some way an organic whole with all life. But once you start the mental life you pluck the apple. You’ve severed the connection between the apple and the tree: the organic connection. And if you’ve got nothing in your life but the mental life, then you yourself are a plucked apple ... you’ve fallen off the tree. And then it is a logical necessity to be spiteful, just as it’s a natural necessity for a plucked apple to go bad.”

Clifford made big eyes: it was all stuff to him. Connie secretly laughed to herself “Well then, we’re all plucked apples,” said Hammond, rather acidly and petulantly.

“So let’s make cider of ourselves,” said Charlie.

“But what do you think of Bolshevism?” put in the brown Berry, as if everything had led up to it.

“Bravo!” roared Charlie. “What do you think of Bolshevism?”

“Come on! Let’s make hay of Bolshevism!” said Dukes.

“I’m afraid Bolshevism is a large question,” said Hammond, shaking his head seriously.

“Bolshevism, it seems to me,” said Charlie, “is just a superlative hatred of the thing they call the bourgeois; and what the bourgeois is, isn’t quite defined. It is Capitalism, among other things. Feelings and emotions are also so decidedly bourgeois that you have to invent a man without them.

“Then the individual, especially the personal man, is bourgeois: so he must be suppressed. You must submerge yourselves in the great thing, the Soviet-social thing. Even an organism is bourgeois : so the ideal must be mechanical. The only thing that is a unit, non-organic, composed of many different, and equally essential parts, is the machine. Each man a machine-part, and the driving power of the machine, hate ... hate of the bourgeois. That, to me, is Bolshevism.”

“Absolutely!” said Tommy. “But also, it seems to me a perfect description of the whole of the industrial ideal. It’s the factory-owner’s ideal in a nut-shell; except that he would deny that the driving power was hate. Hate it is, all the same: hate of life itself. Just look at these Midlands, if it isn’t plainly written up ... but it’s all part of the life of the mind, it’s a logical development.”

“I deny that Bolshevism is logical, it rejects the major part of the premises,” said Hammond.

“My dear man, it allows the material premise; so does the pure mind ... exclusively.”

“At least Bolshevism has got down to rock bottom,” said Charlie.

“Rock bottom! The bottom that has no bottom! The Bolshevists will have the finest army in the world in a very short time, with the finest mechanical equipment.”

“But this thing can’t go on ... this hate business. There must be a reaction ...” said Hammond.

“Well, we’ve been waiting for years... we wait longer. Hate’s a growing thing like anything else. It’s the inevitable outcome of forcing ideas on to life, of forcing one’s deepest instincts; our deepest feelings we force according to certain ideas. We drive ourselves with a formula, like a machine. The logical mind pretends to rule the roost, and the roost turns into pure hate. We’re all Bolshevists, only we are hypocrites. The Russians are Bolshevists without hypocrisy.”

“But there are many other ways,” said Hammond, “than the Soviet way. The Bolshevists aren’t really intelligent.”

“Of course not. But sometimes it’s intelligent to be half-witted: if you want to make your end. Personally, I consider Bolshevism half-witted; but so do I consider our social life in the west half-witted. So I even consider our far-famed mental life half-witted. We’re all as cold as cretins, we’re all as passionless as idiots. We’re all of us Bolshevists, only we give it another name. We think we’re gods... men like gods! It’s just the same as Bolshevism. One has to be human, and have a heart and a penis, if one is going to escape being either a god or a bolshevist... for they are the same thing: they’re both too good to be true.”

Out of the disapproving silence came Berry’s anxious question:

“You do believe in love then, Tommy, don’t you?”

“You lovely lad!” said Tommy. “No, my cherub, nine times out of ten, no! Love’s another of those half-witted performances to-day. Fellows with swaying waists fucking little jazz girls with small-boy buttocks, like two collar studs! Do you mean that sort of love? Or the joint-property, make-a-success-of it, My-husband-my-wife sort of love? No, my fine fellow, I don’t believe in it at all!”

“But you do believe in something?”

“Me? Oh, intellectually I believe in having a good heart, a chirpy penis, a lively intelligence, and the courage to say ‘shit!’ in front of a lady.”

“Well, you’ve got them all,” said Berry.

Tommy Dukes roared with laughter. “You angel boy! If only I had! If only I had! No; my heart’s as numb as a potato, my penis droops and never lifts its head up, I dare rather cut him clean off than say ‘shit!’ in front of my mother or my aunt ... they are real ladies, mind you; and I’m not really intelligent, I’m only a ‘mental-lifer.’ It would be wonderful to be intelligent: then one would be alive in all the parts mentioned and unmentionable. The penis rouses his head and says: How do you do? to any really intelligent person. Renoir said he painted his pictures with his penis6 ... he did too, lovely pictures! I wish I did something with mine. God! when one can only talk! Another torture added to Hades! And Socrates started it.”

“There are nice women in the world,” said Connie, lifting her head up and speaking at last.

The men resented it ... she should have pretended to hear nothing. They hated her admitting she had attended so closely to such talk.

“My God!—‘If they be not nice to me

What care I how nice they be?’—



No, it’s hopeless! I just simply can’t vibrate in unison with a woman. There’s no woman I can really want when I’m faced with her, and I’m not going to start forcing myself to it.... My God, no! I’ll remain as I am, and lead the mental life. It’s the only honest thing I can do. I can be quite happy talking to women; but it’s all pure, hopelessly pure. Hopelessly pure! What do you say, Hildebrand,ab  my chicken?”

“It’s much less complicated if one stays pure,” said Berry.

“Yes, life is all too simple!”
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‘World War I breaks out. Lawrence and Frieda marry on July
13. Unable to obtain passports, for the duration of the war
they are forced to live in various places in England, includ-
ing Cornwall and Derbyshire, where they share a house
with John Middleton Murry and the writer Katherine
Mansfield.

Upon the publication of The Rainbow, Lawrence is prose-
cuted for his graphic descriptions of sex, and the novel is
suppressed. More than 1,000 copies of the book are burned.
Lawrence is introduced to Lady Ottoline Morrell, the wife
of a liberal member of Parliament, and she becomes one of
his most important patrons. Through her, Lawrence forms
acquaintanceships with Aldous Huxley, E. M. Forster, and
Bertrand Russell. Lawrence writes Women in Love, the sequel
to The Rainbow.

Lawrence and Frieda are suspected of being spies for the
Germans.

The Lawrences journey throughout Europe, stopping in
Sicily, Sardinia, and Switzerland.

Lawrence publishes Women in Love in New York.

Women in Love is published in London. Movements in Euro-
pean History, Lawrence’s first major nonfiction work, is pub-
lished, as is his Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious.

Aaron’s Rod, a novel that reflects the influence of Friedrich
Nietzsche on Lawrence, is published. The Lawrences travel
to Ceylon and Australia, where Aaron’s Rod is set. James
Joyce's Ulysses and T. S. Eliot's The Waste Land are pub-
lished.

They visit Mexico as well as New York and Los Angeles.
Studies in Classic American Literature—in which Lawrence
considers Benjamin Franklin, Nathaniel Hawthorne, Herman
Melville, Walt Whitman, and others—is published.

1924~ Mabel Dodge Luhan, a New York socialite, gives the

1925

Lawrences her Kiowa Ranch in Taos, New Mexico, in return
for the original manuscript of Sons and Lovers. Lawrence’s
father, Arthur, dies. While visiting Mexico City, Lawrence
falls ill with tuberculosis and is forced to return to England.
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The Lawrences settle near Florence. Frieda begins an affair
with Angelino Ravagli, a former Italian infantry officer whom
she will marry in 1950. Lawrence visits his hometown of
Eastwood for the last time. The Plumed Serpent, a political
novel about Mexico and a revival of its ancient Aztec religion,
is published.

Lady Chatterley’s Lover is published; it is banned in the
United Kingdom and the United States, creating a great de-
mand for the book.

Lawrence’s Expressionist paintings, for which he gains
posthumous renown, are declared obscene and confiscated
from an exhibition at London’s Warren Gallery.

Lawrence succumbs to tuberculosis on March 2 in Vence,
France. Frieda moves to Kiowa Ranch, New Mexico, where
she builds a small memorial chapel that houses Lawrence’s
ashes.

An unexpurgated version of Lady Chatterley’s Lover is pub-
lished after Penguin Books is acquitted of obscenity charges
brought under the Obscene Publications Act. The trial lasts
six days; the thirty-five expert witnesses called to testify in-
clude E. M. Forster.
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1885 David Herbert Lawrence is born on September 11 in
Eastwood, Nottinghamshire, 2 working-class mining town
in central England. The sickly Lawrence is confined to bed
for much of his early childhood and grows close to his
mother, who tends to him.

1898~ Lawrence attends Nottingham High School on a scholarship,

1901  then takes  job as a clerk in a surgical appliance factory, but
he leaves after suffering an attack of pneumonia. His brother,
William Ernest, dies in October 1901.

1902~ Lawrence takes a part-time teaching job at the British

1906 Schools in Eastwood and attends a teacher-training center
in Ilkeston.

1906 Lawrence enrolls at University College, Nottingham, to get
his teacher’s certificate; he leaves after two years.

1909~ The English Review publishes several of Lawrence’s poems.

1910 His mother, Lydia, dies in December 1910; Lawrence assists
her by administering an overdose of morphine.

1911 Lawrence’s first novel, The White Peacock, is published.

1912 Lawrence and Frieda von Richthofen, the wife of Lawrence’s
former Nottingham professor Ernest Weekley and cousin of
famous aviator Manfred von Richthofen (also known as the
“Red Baron”), run away to Germany and Italy.

1913 Rejected at first by Heinemann Publishers, the autobio-
graphical Sons and Lovers is published. Criticized for his
graphic depiction of sexual relations, Lawrence defends him-
self by stating that “whatever the blood feels, and believes,
and says, is always true.”
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