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PREFACE

LAWRENCE HAS been the subject of so many studies now—the checklist stands at some eight hundred volumes and pamphlets—that he has begun to seem more of an academic industry than a writer, the livest of his time. Can anything be added, whether in praise or blame, to this vast corpus? The biography is a matter of public record; and what they have not done for him he has done for himself, brilliantly and persuasively putting on record his intentions—what writer has been more explicit about these?

This book, which may not be one of his best, is certainly his most controversial, and the dust it raised will be a long time settling. Yet if I were to choose an epigraph for it today, it might be something like “The Many Couple but the Few Mate”; Stendhal’s “Happy Few,” be it understood—or perhaps one should call them the Unhappy Few, who still stand ringed about by the fires of the puritan conscience. “The sense of guilt in Rimbaud,” observes Henry Miller somewhere, “was not conquered, it atrophied.” And this is certainly the feeling one gets looking round upon this permissive generation; how Lawrence would have hated to be cited as an avatar of license! Yet he would perhaps have agreed with Diderot that “il y a un peu de testicule au fond de nos sentiments les plus sublimes et de notre tendresse la plus épurée.” It is this little neglected imp of raw sensuality which he set out to canonize, to celebrate. Of course the intention was dogmatic—for he was something of a puritan himself. He was out to cure, to mend; and the weapons he selected for this act of therapy were the four-letter words about which so long and idiotic a battle has raged. Has it been won? Presumably, for I hear that they are freely used now, even on television. Have they at last been sanctified by such bloodless choristers as cling to the barren branches of the Sunday press? Somehow I have my doubts. “We take our pleasures sadly and wear our perversions awkwardly,” observes Mr. Peter Quennell somewhere in another context. It is difficult to know what he would have felt about the public brandishing of these poor little words. But the imp is out of the bottle at last. And here it may be worth pointing out that Lawrence himself may have had to master severe internal resistances before arriving at a natural use of these words. Does this explain the several drafts of this book, his careful rewriting and reshaping? He was seeking for a naturalness of tone: he knew that if he himself had to force out these passages the result would be damage to the melodic line of the book—for nothing is so easily communicated to the reader as the repressions of his author. In this, his last version, he has brought off the trick perfectly. The prose is natural, lyrical and unforced: nowhere is he shrill and self-conscious. Though he was ill, indeed was dying, there is no falling off in the vivid, exacerbated coloring of the work. It was a surprise package of a book, and addressed to his native England. There is no need to trace out the unhappy results of this deeply serious creative act. Could they perhaps have been predictable? When a serious artist is flushed the hunt is up with a vengeance!

The allegory has been studied in such detail that I think the time has come to remind the reader that, though this is in some sort a tract, it is also a novel and has a right to be judged as such. The conscious use of allegory is always a danger to a novelist’s “characterization,” and Lawrence did not always escape this danger. But from this point of view this novel comes off, because the people are quite real and the situation a plausible one. The two central problems which were exercising his mind at the time constitute the thematic base—namely the problem of class in England, and that of tracing the springs of psychic awareness, psychic growth. Thus in a way the book is colored by both a theology and a rhetoric, playing about these ideas like summer lightning.

Yet, as I say, his people are real people, real portraits, whatever their symbolic function may be. Mrs. Bolton with her perverse Chatterley-worship is one of the great characters in fiction, while rarely have the emotions of a lonely woman in love been analyzed with such power and insight as in the case of Connie Chatterley. Moreover, there are important truths about sex and about loving which need to be uttered; it is wonderful to see them set out calmly in black and white. I am thinking, for example, of the brief passage about “coming together”; people who do not, or who cannot, should suspect the quality of their loving. To be unable to “come together” suggests that the psyches involved are not chiming properly. The book is full of such small stabs of insight—full of the good news. And here the four-letter words do their job on twisted people—the four-letter souls; it is strange the effect of this taboo. I have seen people turn white with rage at a mention of this book. Moreover, it has always struck me as curious that most, if not all, the banned words seem to be of Saxon provenance, while the euphemisms constructed to convey the same meanings are of Latin-French. Does this argue some great split in the British conscience—a split occurring very far back in history when the Normans were the rulers? Historians, kindly oblige. Psychoanalysts, your attention please. I am thinking of the shorter, blunter words which my deep repression force me to transcribe as ‘kcuf’ and ‘tnuc’—the only way I can smuggle them past the censor into the light of day. There is still food for reflection here, a linguistic problem to be considered.

It seems to be fairly generally accepted that Chatterley is not Lawrence’s best novel, that it will not stand comparison with Sons and Lovers or Kangaroo or Women in Love. I am afraid that I share this opinion. It will do no disservice to this great man’s memory if I say why. There are two factors involved here. One is: the book falls away rather sadly at the end. It had all the ingredients for a big tragedy, but it ends on a whimper. The other and much more serious consideration is centered in the character of Mellors; I find that Lawrence has failed to secure the reader’s sympathy for this strange, self-satisfied little boor, so complacent about his “flamy” body and hard-worked “kcirp.” If, as they say, he is intended to represent Lawrence himself, then it can only be the unenviable, repressed side of the master—the heavy social inferiority which makes him “cheek” his betters and wave his “sllab” in the face of the lord of the manor. Yet Mellors is not Lawrence—for nowhere does he ever rise to his responsibilities, and whatever else Lawrence did not do, he certainly never failed to do just that; any reader of his letters will see how consistently responsible he remained for himself as both man and artist. Mellors just sits around waiting to be fished out of holes by poor Connie—how one sympathizes with this poor simpleton and frustrate! But this feeling about Mellors alienates the reader’s sympathy for the real hero of the book and in consequence leaves a gap in the masonry. The hero, for all his boasting, is never a rounded figure, never wholly a man, but a sort of abstraction pitched awkwardly between worlds; he is not a true peasant—he has finer feelings, nor is he a gentleman, though he can when he wishes talk upper class. (How loathsome that Derbyshire dialect is, reflecting the ugly, crimping, cheese-paring troglodytes who speak it!) He is also book-learned, is the gamekeeper, O yes, Latin French German and all that. One pities the poor lady when one thinks of the future she promises herself with a man like this—listening to his half-baked twaddle about putting miners into pinafores in order to save their souls: all this sort of unchewed Fabian cud. Or else being forced to commonize herself by speaking Derby whenever Mr. Mellors’ social inferiority rises to the surface to remind him that she is a lady. No, there’s a big blind spot somewhere here.

Yet Lawrence is big enough to afford such blind spots and still carry the work to a triumphant conclusion—for in its way it is a triumph, this original book. But whatever Mellors’ limitations as a figurehead who remains untrue to his fictional responsibilities, his symbolic role is made perfectly clear, and we are forced to accept the fact of his sensuality as a pivotal factor in determining the action. We recognize his function as a sort of Noble Savage even if we are often in doubt as to his reality as a man.

But he has quite a long pedigree inside Lawrence’s work; in a previous and excellent introduction to this work, Mark Shorer the critic has found several emergent gamekeepers in other books by Lawrence—brief cartoons which suggest that Mellors was conceived long before Chatterley, and slowly emerged into the light of day over several successive sketches, suddenly to find his proper function in this enlarged conception of the central importance of sex, plus the need to clear the decks about it in order to release the vital, affective male-female flow which, rightly or wrongly, Lawrence felt had been dammed up and poisoned by the terms of reference imposed on us both by puritanism and technology. It is doubtful whether anyone today could doubt the rightness of his diagnosis or deplore the means he used in order to dynamite the English psyche into some sort of response.

But if the gamekeeper has a pedigree, so has the preoccupation with the four-letter words; I think that in the dialect poems of Lawrence, some of which are really splendid, moving and naturally coarse, we can see a sort of mock-up, a try-out, for the use of the English ones later on in this book. If one wishes to revive one’s sympathy for Mellors, one should read these poems and imagine that he had written them; they follow very closely the theme of Chatterley, and the unselfconscious freedom of the banned words here—strangely robbed of their electric charge by being spelt out in dialect—is both effective and moving. It is a pity that he did not somehow weave them into the story. If Mellors has been as well-educated as we are told he was, he might at the end of the book have produced some of these. It would have given body to the fiction and increased our sympathy for him.

But who are we to impose our own views upon those of a master? I have no doubt that this book, so carefully written and rewritten, is exactly the way Lawrence meant it to be, and we must accept the fact. Writers of this size impose their vision upon us even if it does not always conform to what we believe to be our own.

It would be folly, after so much has been written, to try to re-hash the biographical facts which might lend support to some of these criticisms; equally it would be superfluous to repara-phrase the excellent and discriminating criticism which has gone before, and which has devoted special attention to the key themes in Lawrence’s work, of which those explored in Chatterley form part. My job has been to try and turn up a few of the doubts, speculations and reflections which might legitimately cross the minds of those readers lucky enough to come fresh to this brave work. Nobody concerned with the novel in our century can afford not to read it; and those who do with a sympathetic eye and an open mind will find it full of meat and wine.

Chatterley will be with us for a long time yet.

LAWRENCE DURRELL



INTRODUCTION

Ronald Friedland
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ALTHOUGH THE bibliographic description of the Orioli first edition of 1928 accurately details the physical appearance of the volume, it in no way suggests the outrage, frustration, and physical agony the book caused its author. The previous year, while completing The Plumed Serpent in Mexico, Lawrence had become so ill with tuberculosis and malaria that he feared he would be buried in the local cemetery. Frieda Lawrence’s comment, “It’s such an ugly cemetery, don’t you think of it,” and his own unconquerable vitality pulled him through the excruciating train ride to Mexico City, three weeks of serious hemorrhaging in a hotel there, and two days of bitter argument with Texas immigration officials who were “most insulting and hateful” in refusing to permit Lawrence to return to the only place he could recover, his ranch at Taos, New Mexico. Finally, more dead than alive, he reached the cool air and quiet foothills of the Sangre de Cristo mountains. Weak with loss of blood, thin, physically devastated, he confessed that he would never have the strength to write another novel. He repeated that conviction a year later, in October, 1926, after returning to Italy. Yet nothing, disease, pain, public condemnation, or government persecution could prevent him from writing. Eleven days later he had written forty-one pages of his last major work, Lady Chatterley’s Lover.

Lawrence began the first manuscript of Lady Chatterley’s Lover (he completely rewrote the novel three times) at the Villa Mirenda, in the vineyard covered hills of Tuscany. As he described the place to a friend, it was an:


old square whitish villa on a little hill of its own, with the peasant houses and cypresses behind and the vines and olives and corn on all the slopes…. Away in front lies the Arno valley and mountains beyond. Behind are pine woods. The rooms inside are big and rather bare—with red-brick floors; spacious, rather nice, and very still.


It was in the woods behind the house that Lawrence began writing. Frieda remembers that, “After breakfast—we had it at seven or so—he would take his book and pen and a cushion, followed by John the dog, and go into the woods behind the Mirenda and come back to lunch with what he had written.” Sitting against a tree in the shade of the umbrella pines, with his knees drawn up, a child’s thick exercise notebook resting on them almost touching his beard, with the dog asleep in the morning sun, Lawrence wrote what was to be called “the foulest book in English literature.”

It is because of Lawrence’s companion, John the dog, that we can date the beginning of composition. Some irreverent smudges and prints on the manuscript were identified by Lawrence as having been made by John on October 26, 1926. Gaining energy from his work, Lawrence at this time also felt strong enough to begin a series of paintings, write some short stories and articles, and, over the holiday season, to give the peasants and their children a real old-fashioned German-English Christmas celebration. With all of these activities, Lawrence continued to work on his novel, finishing it after only three months, in February of 1927.

The first manuscript of Lady Chatterley’s Lover complete, Lawrence spent a week in early April touring the Etruscan sites which were to form the subject of his brilliant travel book, Etruscan Places. The trip tired him, and when he returned he came down with a bad cold and a recurrent attack of malaria. Nevertheless, he immediately began the second complete version of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. Painting, writing stories and travel essays, visiting the Huxleys at their sea-coast villa, he inevitably overworked himself into a dangerous state of irritation and fatigue. One stifling July afternoon in that hot summer of 1927, Lawrence went into the garden to gather a basket of peaches. After proudly showing them to Frieda he went to his room and, a few minutes later, hearing him call her “in a strange gurgling voice,” she went inside to find him lying on the bed looking at her “with shocked eyes, while a slow stream of blood came from his mouth.” It was the most serious bronchial hemorrhage he had yet suffered, and as a consequence he went to the mountains of Austria to recover. While there, Lawrence was examined by Hans Carossa, one of the few doctors Lawrence ever trusted, a tuberculosis specialist and a fine Bavarian poet. Although he did not tell his patient the worst, Carossa did admit to a friend that anyone else in Lawrence’s condition would have died long before, but that with an artist of Lawrence’s intensity the usual factors were not involved. However, he did say that no medical treatment could save him, and that Lawrence would be dead in two or three years. He was, the friend later observed, “cruelly right.”

Another man, upon recovering from such an attack, would have rested, followed doctor’s orders, and abandoned any previous work. Not Lawrence. Back at the Villa Mirenda in October, he began the third and final version of Lady Chatterley’s Lover, rearranged and rewrote his Poems for the collected edition of 1928, and managed to find time for more painting. He finally completed the manuscript, which was to become the Orioli first edition, on January 10, 1928, an incredible three months later. With so much tiring work behind him, one would have hoped that the actual publishing, and subsequent public reception, would bring him satisfaction and pleasure. On the contrary, the composition of the novel, laborious and physically debilitating as it may have been, was the easiest part of the ordeal to come. The problems of Lady Chatterley’s Lover had only begun.

That Lawrence himself foresaw some of the trouble is suggested by Frieda, who recalls in her memoir that: “Lawrence asked me: ‘Shall I publish it, or will it only bring me abuse and hatred again?’ I said: ‘You have written it, you believe in it, all right, then publish it.’”

But Lawrence knew that it was not to be that simple. He wrote to one friend:


I’ve got on my conscience a novel I wrote, and which is much too shocking—verbally—for any publisher. Says shit! and fuck! in so many syllables. So if it’s going to be published I’ll have to do it myself…. But it’s a good novel—love, as usual—and very nice too, but says all the things it shouldn’t say.


The first difficulty came from an entirely unexpected quarter. A woman in Florence who had agreed to type the manuscript got as far as Chapter Six and then refused to go farther because she felt the book was too indecent. In some excitement, Lawrence wrote to Catherine Carswell in England asking that she find someone to complete the typescript for him on time. Unable to do so, Mrs. Carswell sat up nights, despite an influenza attack, and typed half the book. Maria Huxley volunteered to type the other half, against the objections of her Swiss sister-in-law, who was morally outraged and suggested with disgust that Lawrence call the novel John Thomas and Lady Jane, the terms he uses in the book to refer to the male and female sex organs. For a short time he did so. At last, on March 3, 1928, he could write to Pino Orioli, his Italian publisher, that he had the complete typescript of the novel ready for printing.

Since his British and American publishers could not legally release the unexpurgated text, nor could booksellers in those countries market it, Lawrence’s plan was, with Orioli’s help, to print Lady Chatterley’s Lover privately in Florence and distribute it by subscription only. There were to be 1,000 signed copies to be sold for £2 in the first edition, and another 200 copies to be printed on cheaper paper in a less expensive second edition. Order forms were sent to friends in Europe and America who circulated them to others who might be interested in buying the book. Lawrence himself wrote a receipt which was then printed: “Mr. Orioli begs to thank you for your order for Lady Chatterley’s Lover, with enclosed cheque for———, and will forward the book by registered post immediately it is ready.” In the light of Lawrence’s aversion to commerce and profit, and his long-standing feud with the business world, he proved, during this period, to be a surprisingly astute and successful businessman. With Orioli he handled all aspects of the printing, distribution, and finance of the book.

Giuseppe “Pino” Orioli was an Italian antiquarian bookseller, born in Alfonsine, Italy, who had met Lawrence in Cornwall during the war. In 1920 Orioli returned to Florence, where he opened a bookshop much frequented by the Lawrences. His exact function in the project was ambiguous, for he acted as manager, clerk, and errand boy, frequently losing half a day going out to the Villa Mirenda to consult Lawrence about some new problem. As with so many of Lawrence’s friends, considerable controversy and confusion have subsequently arisen about this relationship. In his autobiography, Adventures of a Bookseller, which appeared seven years after Lawrence’s death, Orioli expressed great bitterness and resentment:


Looking back at my long relationship with Lawrence I come to the conclusion that it was on the whole unsatisfactory. One had golden moments with him: no doubt of that. One had also the reverse…. In matters of business he was more troublesome than any one I have ever dealt with, and as a friend so incalculable and often so disappointing, so disheartening, that now and then I wonder how many of those who knew him well were really sorry when he died.


However, these remarks—hardly credible considering that Orioli remained Lawrence’s close friend for many years and, after Lady Chatterley’s Lover, published two more of his books—have since become suspect. Richard Aldington, in Pinorman, a book about Orioli and Norman Douglas, establishes that these statements do not give the publisher’s true feelings of affection and respect, but that those sections antipathetic to Lawrence were written into Orioli’s book by Douglas, who despised both Lawrences. However this may be, it was in the company of Frieda and Orioli that Lawrence went for the first time to the shop of the Florentine master-printer Franceschini.

Lawrence’s initial reaction to the shop was delight; it was only later that the difficulties of publishing an English novel in Italy became apparent. Lawrence described the establishment in a letter:


My novel, Lady Chatterley’s Lover, or John Thomas and Lady Jane, is at the printer’s in Florence: such a nice little printing shop all working away by hand—cosy and bit by bit, real Florentine manner—and the printer doesn’t know a word of English—nobody on the place knows a word—where ignorance is bliss! Where the serpent is invisible!


But their ignorance was not bliss for the author. Not only did no one know any English; some of the compositors couldn’t read or write Italian. The result was both exasperating and amusing. Writing to Aldous Huxley, Lawrence remarked:


I’ve corrected 41 pages of proofs, and it was almost Maria’s typing all over again. Dear Maria, all those little mistakes you made, and I followed like Wenceslas’s page so patiently in your footsteps: now it’s a Florentine printer. He writes dind’t, did’nt, dnid’t, dind’t, din’dt, didn’t like a Bach fugue. The word is his blind spot.


Elsewhere he records that, “The printer would do fairly well for a few pages, then he would go drunk, or something. And then the words danced weird and macabre, but not English.” Although he managed to catch most of the errors, the book finally appeared full of spelling and punctuation mistakes.

There were those who, finding out that the printers knew no English, thought that Lawrence had deceived the poor men into publishing a book whose contents, had they been able to read it, would have shocked them. Lawrence answered any such criticism by carefully explaining to the master-printer what the book was about:


A white-moustached little man who has just married a second wife, he was told: Now the book contains such-and-such words, in English, and it describes certain things. Don’t you print it if you think it will get you into trouble! “What does it describe?” he asked. And when told, he said, with the short indifference of a Florentine: “O! ma! but we do it every day!” And it seemed, to him, to settle the matter entirely. Since it was nothing political or out of the way, there was nothing to think about. Every-day concerns, commonplace.


Unfortunately other readers, who did know English, were not to respond in such a sensible and honestly human way.

If the printer was sympathetic, however, he was to prove inefficient as well. It was soon clear that the little shop did not have enough type to print the entire book. Consequently the first half was set up, both the first and second editions run off, and then the type was distributed, and the second half printed. A further difficulty was that they ran out of the fine handmade paper for the first edition. Between the exceedingly slow hand setting of the type, and the delay waiting for more paper to be made, the production of the finished book took quite some time. When it at last appeared it was, considering the circumstances, an amazingly handsome edition. Lawrence was exceptionally pleased with it, and Orioli began sending out copies to subscribers at once. It was with the distribution of the novel that the difficulties which were most to sap Lawrence’s remaining strength began.

The first edition of Lady Chatterley’s Lover was published in the spring of 1928. Orioli had finished sending out all the orders by the end of July. However, Lawrence was not able to help him. Even during the printing he had been so ill that Orioli had often to stay overnight with him at the Villa Mirenda. By the spring his condition had so deteriorated that he decided to go with friends to Switzerland in June. Motoring north through France they stopped for a few days at a lovely inn in the mountain village of St. Nizier. After the first night they were asked to leave because of Lawrence’s coughing; consumptives were not allowed by law to stay at public hotels. He continued on to Gsteig-bei-Gstaad where, high in the Alps, he somewhat regained his strength. It was there that Lawrence learned of the first problems Orioli was having with distribution of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. He had written to his publisher from Switzerland a month earlier:


I’m so anxious to know what milady is doing, and what you are doing about her. People pelting me with letters now, to know when they’ll get her.—Somehow I feel it will be safe to post to England day by day: start about a week after the American copies have gone off. But once you start sending out, go straight ahead, until something stops you.


Now something had stopped him. Writing to Enid Hilton in London, Lawrence asked for help because:


A beastly firm of book-exporters ordered eighty copies of Lady Chatterley’s Lover—now it turns out they have a Wesleyan connexion—they’ve read the book—and cancelled the order hastily—after Orioli had already posted them seventy-two copies from Florence—may even refuse to accept them from the post-man.


Lawrence asked Mrs. Hilton to pick up the books and hide them in her own apartment, then to mail them, within England, to people who had previously ordered and paid for them. Soon Lawrence had asked other friends to do the same, until by August 15th all of the English subscribers had received their copies. But this was not to be the end of the trouble. In the United States, postal authorities were beginning to hold the books up and then sell them secretly for exorbitant prices. In England, where all the books had safely entered the country, policemen were searching the houses of Lawrence’s friends and confiscating copies of Lady Chatterley’s Lover when they could find them. The notoriety of the novel then led, a few months later, to frustrations of an entirely different kind.

While Lady Chatterley’s Lover was being distributed, Lawrence had been working on a volume of poems, Pansies, and the introduction to a volume of reproductions of his paintings which were to be exhibited in London the following spring. In January, 1929, as Lady Chatterley’s Lover was being suppressed and confiscated in England and America, Lawrence sent the manuscripts of his poems and essay to his agents in London. Three weeks later, having received no reply, he began to worry about them. Upon investigation it was found that, under the orders of the Home Secretary, Sir William Joynson-Hicks, the man who had taken it upon himself to conduct a moral crusade against Lady Chatterley’s Lover, the manuscripts had been seized by the postal officials and held by Scotland Yard. Obviously anything written by the author of Lady Chatterley’s Lover was suspect and must be pornographic. This time the matter was introduced in Parliament, where Joynson-Hicks claimed that a manuscript could be censored before publication if the Home Secretary, without seeking any literary advice as to whether the material was obscene, decided that it should be censored. After a good deal of acrimonious debate the subject was dropped, and the poems, when published, sold much better than had been expected.

As a result of his concern about the suppression and confiscation of Lady Chatterley’s Lover in England and America, and as a consequence of the enormous correspondence he was forced to keep up at this time, Lawrence suffered another lung hemorrhage in Gsteig-bei-Gstaad. He again moved, once he had sufficiently recovered, to Baden-Baden. In an attempt to provide a place where Lawrence could find peace and quiet, as well as a magnificent Mediterranean setting, Richard Aldington invited him to spend two months at a Vigie, or small fort and lookout, on the coast of the island of Port-Cros. As Aldington reports:


Poor Lawrence! He was far too ill to enjoy a place more delicately beautiful and undisturbed even than his New Mexico ranch…. It was a bitter heart-break to realise that it had come to him too late, and to find that he had to spend his days in bed or in a deckchair, so weak that he could pass the drawbridge only for a few yards, and was almost too weak to climb to the glassed-in look-out.


It was here, in this condition, that Lawrence received the first reviews of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. Representative of the general critical reaction, if more hysterical and vulgar, was the article from John Bull in London. The review, titled “Famous Novelist’s Shameful Book—A Landmark in Evil,” was accompanied by an almost unidentifiable photograph of the “bearded satyr” and “world-famous novelist, who has prostituted art to pornography.” The article went on, with the rabid intensity which often seems to distinguish the morally righteous, to announce that Lady Chatterley’s Lover was:


…the most evil outpouring that has ever besmirched the literature of our country. The sewers of French pornography would be dragged in vain to find a parallel in beastliness. The creations of muddy-minded perverts peddled in the back-street bookstalls of Paris are prudish by comparison…. Unfortunately for literature Mr. Lawrence has a diseased mind. He is obsessed by sex.


Lawrence, “Great” but “sex-sodden,” had created a “fetid masterpiece,” an “abysm of filth” and “the foulest book in English literature.” This is the book that Lawrence had originally planned to entitle Tenderness. And this from the magazine whose editor, Bottomley, was about to go to prison for seven years for fraud.

Although the other reviews were not as virulent, they were equally shocked and condemnatory. Many of Lawrence’s friends also disapproved, as Frieda mentioned in a letter to Richard Aldington, one of the few supporters: “Your appreciative letter of Lady C came at the right moment. Lawrence was lying on his bed looking furiouser and furiouser every minute—People seem so horrified at it!…Yours was the first pleased letter and only about 4 more.” Lawrence himself added a note: “…the rest a few pellets of icy disapproval, and the most, frost bound silence. Oh I am so glad to lose the fag end of my friends! especially the old maidy sort.” One of the only laudatory reviews was quickly suppressed and cost the writer his job. An American friend, Herbert J. Seligmann, wrote a complimentary review for the New York Sun of September 1,1928. As he later recalled:


It was deleted from later editions. Henry Hazlitt, the literary editor, told me he had never seen a piece of reading matter in the paper so blue-and-red-pencilled by the editors. The Sun went to the unheard-of length of remaking the literary page to get rid of my contaminating essay…. It ended my reviewing for the Sun.


The reviews were far more costly for Lawrence, who began to hemorrhage so badly that he was taken, as soon as he was able to travel, back to the French mainland to recover.

Although Lady Chatterley’s Lover was to cause even further pain, there was at least one pleasant incident during this period. An American expatriate friend of Lawrence’s, the poet Harry Crosby, decided to pay for his copy of the novel with three gold pieces and a snuffbox that had belonged to the Queen of Naples. Crosby, who was in Paris, wanted to get the payment to Lawrence as soon as possible. Hurrying to the railway station, he reached the Gare de 1’Est as the train to Italy was just about to leave. Frantic, he ran up to an honest looking stranger about to board the train, handed him the box of gold coins with the explanation, “Not a bomb, but gold for a poet,” and instructed him to deliver them to Orioli in Florence. At the last moment, as the train moved out of the station, the man introduced himself as the Duke of Argyll. The coins and snuffbox arrived, as Crosby was certain they would, and Lawrence, although embarrassed by the enormity of the gift, was so delighted that he promised to buy snuff immediately. Such moments were rare, however.

Barely a month after the first copies of the first edition had reached America, pirated editions began to appear at tremendous prices. Because Lawrence had been unable to secure an international copyright, and because the genuine Florence edition had been limited to only 1,000 copies, themselves difficult to obtain, thousands of unauthorized facsimile copies, produced by the photographic process, were sold to an unsuspecting public by unscrupulous booksellers. In New York alone, in 1928–1929, five different pirated editions were produced, from the sale of which Lawrence received nothing. One edition, bound in dull orange cloth with a bright green label, and containing smeared, almost illegible pages, bore Lawrence’s forged signature on each copy. Another edition was described by Lawrence as:


…A very funereal volume, bound in black and elongated to look like a Bible or a long hymn-book, gloomy. This time the pirate was not only sober, but earnest. He has not one but two title-pages, and on each is a vignette representing the American Eagle, with six stars round his head and lightning splashing from his paw all surrounded by a laurel wreath in honour of his latest exploit in literary robbery…. The signature anyhow is omitted. And I am told this lugubrious tome sells for ten, twenty, thirty, and fifty dollars, according to the whim of the bookseller and the gullibility of the purchaser.


Some of the pirates added insult to injury by offering to give Lawrence royalties on their edition if he would authorize it. He considered it briefly, thinking, “…in a world of: Do him or you will be done by him—why not?” But he finally recoiled from the idea, preferring to lose thousands of dollars rather than endorse a pirated edition. He was also urged, by his English publisher, to do an expurgated edition which could capitalize on the reputation of the original. Again he was tempted, but concluded that it was impossible to expurgate the book, that “I might as well try to clip my own nose into shape with scissors. The book bleeds.” In a letter to Orioli, who had asked if he would do an expurgated edition, he allowed the bitterness and disgust to come out: “Of course I still don’t want to make a castrato public edition, and doubt if I shall bring myself to it. If the dirty public haven’t the guts to get hold of the existing edition, let them do without.” But they did not do without, for the pirates supplied as many copies as were demanded.

For this reason Lawrence decided to publish, in Paris, an inexpensive, pocket-sized popular edition which would under-sell the unauthorized copies. Supervising this business, he remained in Paris for almost a month in March, 1929, and, of course, became very ill. The rumor went out to his friends that he was dying. He returned slowly to Florence and then, when he was slightly better, went on to the healthier climate of Baden-Baden. Finally, too late, as a result of his Paris exertions, he admitted to himself that he was soon going to die. On February 6, 1930, he entered the Ad Astra tuberculosis sanitorium in Vence, France. It was there that he gave to his doctor, Andrew Morland, as his last gift, a signed copy of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. It was about this matter that he wrote to Orioli for the last time on February 21: “Will you send me a copy of the first edition of Lady C—I want to give it to my English doctor—he won’t take a fee.” A week later, on March 2, 1930, he was dead.

In a way it was a particularly symbolic gift, for the writing and publishing of the novel had hastened the end of his life. His reward was not to come from the public who eagerly paid high prices for a book they hoped was pornographic, nor from the pirates who made a fortune from unauthorized editions, nor from the book reviewers who considered the novel ugly and obscene. His reward was to come, although he did not live long enough to know it, from the many readers of Lady Chatterley’s Lover who have found it to be what he meant it to be:


It is—in the latter half at least—a phallic novel, but tender and delicate. You know I believe in the phallic reality, and the phallic consciousness: as distinct from our irritable cerebral consciousness of today. That’s why I do the book—and it’s not just sex. Sex alas is one of the worst phenomena of today: all cerebral reaction, the whole thing worked from mental processes and itch and not a bit of the real phallic insouciance and spontaneity. But in my novel there is.




CHAPTER I
[image: image]

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 habitats, 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 realised 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, paralysed 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-chair 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. 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 unusual 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., old Sir Malcolm Reid. Her mother had been one of the cultivated Fabians in the palmy, rather pre-Raphaelite days. Between artists and cultured socialists, Constance and her sister Hilda 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 civilised 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, 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 sentimentalise 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 realised 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 par là, 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 “fulfil 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 their 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. 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-trousers 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 just a little bit frightened of middle and lower class humanity, and of foreigners not of his own class. He was, in some paralysing way, conscious of his own defencelessness, though he had all the defence 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 duffers of generals altogether, the red-faced Kitchener supremely. 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 colliery 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, 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, 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. 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 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. 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 defencelessness, 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 II
[image: image]

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 Scotch 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-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 sulphureous 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 hobnailed 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 motorcar 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 facade, 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 sympathised 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 Chatterly 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 defence, 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 every thing 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 parlourmaid, or even a woman…who waited at table, had been in the house for forty years. Even the very housemaids, 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
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