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  About the Book


  Clifford Chatterley returns from the First World War as an invalid. Constance nurses him and tries to be the dutiful wife but begins to feel oppressed by their childless marriage and isolated life. Partly encouraged by Clifford to seek a lover, she embarks on a passionate affair with the gamekeeper, Oliver Mellors. Through their liaison Lawrence explores the complications of sex, love and class.


  Written in 1928 and subsequently banned, Lady Chatterley’s Lover is one of the pivotal novels of the twentieth century.


  About the Author


  David Herbert Lawrence was born 11 September 1885 in Eastwood, Nottinghamshire. His father was a miner and his mother was a schoolteacher. In 1906 he began studying to be a teacher at Nottingham University. His first novel, The White Peacock, was published in 1911, The Trespasser followed in 1912 and Sons and Lovers in 1913. In 1912 Lawrence met and fell in love with a married woman, Frieda Weekley, and eloped to Germany with her. They were married in 1914 and spent the rest of their lives together travelling around the world. The Rainbow was published in 1915 and was banned in Great Britain for obscenity. Women in Love continues the story of the Brangwen family begun in The Rainbow and was finished by Lawrence in 1916 but was not published until 1920. Another of Lawrence’s most famous works, Lady Chatterley’s Lover, was privately printed in Florence in 1928 but was not published in Britain until 1960, when it was the subject of an unsuccessful court case brought against it for obscenity. As well as novels, Lawrence also wrote in a variety of other genres and his poetry, criticism and travel books remain highly regarded. He was also a keen painter. D. H. Lawrence died in France on 2 March 1930.
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  Introduction


  Among Lawrence’s many reflections on the art of fiction, none is more revealing than the passage in Lady Chatterley’s Lover where Connie, the eponymous heroine, endures the gossip of Mrs Bolton, her husband’s housekeeper and carer. Gossip always makes us feel ashamed, Lawrence suggests, because it confirms existing prejudice; most conventional fiction does the same. By contrast, the novel when ‘properly handled … 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.’ The novel does this, Lawrence adds, by exploring ‘the most secret places of life’, in the hope of ‘cleansing and freshening’ them.


  For Lawrence the most secret place was sex, and he spent the last years of his life writing a novel that would bring it into the open. Two earlier versions were set aside before he completed Lady Chatterley’s Lover to his satisfaction. Even then he knew the novel had no prospect of finding a main-stream publisher, because of its explicit descriptions of sex and its four-letter words. But nor would he consider an expurgated edition: ‘I might as well try to clip my own nose into shape with scissors. The book bleeds.’ Privately printed and pirated versions of the book appeared from the late-1920s onwards, both in English and in translation. But it was not until the landmark trial of 1960, when a jury of nine men and three women found Penguin Books not guilty of breaching the Obscene Publications Act, that the book became legally available to the British public.


  Against the charge that the book would corrupt public taste, the 35 expert witnesses called by the defence during the trial  a collection of teachers, theologians, writers, politicians and critics including Richard Hoggart, (who wrote the introduction to the 1961 Penguin edition), E. M. Forster, Rebecca West, Roy Jenkins, Norman St John-Stevas, Raymond Williams, Cecil Day Lewis and the Bishop of Woolwich  all testified to the book’s moral rectitude. Far from promoting pornography and promiscuity, the novel upheld the institution of marriage and revered the sanctity of the body, they argued. Lawrence would have been pleased with their defence: he was not unserious when he suggested that one could ‘give all girls this book by the age of seventeen.’ But there was less enthusiasm for the novel’s artistic merits, the consensus being that it was, by his standards, a minor work and too preachy for its own good.


  How well does it stand up all these years later? Much better than they allowed, I’d say. After a dark and sometimes violent phase of his career, spanning the novels Aaron’s Rod, Kangaroo and The Plumed Serpent, Lady Chatterley’s Lover returns us to the industrial landscape and English class system Lawrence knows best. And despite an over-insistence on the role of the phallus as a bridge to a better world, what he finally affirms is tenderness between men and women. Tenderness was one projected title for the book, along with John Thomas and Lady Jane. And it’s the associations of tenderness  trust, honesty, intimacy, connection and ‘a sort of naïve kindness’  that he wishes to celebrate.


  Regeneration, rather than adultery, is the novel’s main theme. The opening chapters establish the sterility of Connie Chatterley’s existence: married to an impotent cripple, hemmed in by an ugly landscape, isolated by class privilege (‘It was like being inside an enclosure, always inside’). An affair with the ‘rat-like’ and ‘hang-dog’ Michaelis proves a dead end. And lively conversation with other weekend guests offers no escape. In the ‘depth within depth of grey, hopeless inertia, silence, nothingness’, all that sustains Connie is a stubborn stoicism  and a vague wish to have a child.


  Then Mellors appears. She has met him in passing before  his bright red and green colours erupting with ‘swift menace’ in the frosty grey air  but when she comes upon him washing himself in the yard outside his house it is a ‘visionary experience’, less because he’s physically attractive than because he’s ‘quick’, in both senses of the word  fast in his movements and full of life. After seeing him half-naked, Connie goes home, strips, and examines herself in the mirror, unsure what she’s looking for but finding a body that depresses her  ‘greyish’, sapless, unripe, astringent, slack, withered, dull, meaningless, opaque. A doctor diagnoses nervous exhaustion and depression. It’s recommended she take a holiday or find a new beau. Mellors is no beau, and his rough dialect seems calculated to alienate her. But there’s a ‘flame of life’ inside him, as there was in Walter Morel in Sons and Lovers, whose surname his resembles. Names are important in Lady Chatterley’s Lover. Place names, too: Wragby, the Chatterley home, implies rage, rancour and wrangle, and Tevershall, the local village where the family pit is located, interminable monotony. Connie’s name hints at sensuality (the French slang for vagina is con) but also constancy, once she finds the right man. The wordplay becomes crudely overt towards the end of the novel when Connie, visiting London, meets Mellors at the Golden Cock in Adam Street. But to begin with the names work more subtly. Mellors’s role, it emerges, will be to ameliorate Connie’s condition. It’s also crucial that he’s a keeper, a protector of fields and woods, of birds, beasts and flowers, in an age of encroaching industrialism. Slight in physique and still feeling the effects of a bout of pneumonia, he is no conventional romantic hero. But he embodies the return of spring and the birth of new life. The first sex scene begins after Connie ecstatically fondles one of the chicks he has reared.


  Critics of the novel, including the prosecution at the 1960 trial, have given the impression that the sex scenes are ‘repetitive’, by which they mean both numerous and undifferentiated. Neither allegation is true. There are only seven of them, and Lawrence is careful to chart the progress of Connie’s transformation. Though sexually experienced, having had her first love affairs at eighteen, she has reached the point of thinking the sex act ridiculous and demeaning: ‘Women had always known there was something better, something higher.’ With Mellors she moves from mild surprise and curiosity on the first occasion (the sex merely ‘lifts a cloud’), through alienation the second time (she feels left out, uninvolved) to mutual satisfaction (‘we came off together’) and cataclysmic, life-changing multiple orgasm (‘she was gone, she was not, and she was born: a woman’). Later, in a much ridiculed episode, she and Mellors frolic outdoors and sentimentally thread flowers in their pubic hair. Later still comes a scene that, as John Sparrow first pointed out, involves anal sex, as the lovers are depicted ‘burning out the shames, the deepest, oldest shames, in the most secret places … She had to be a passive, consenting thing, like a slave …’ The last scene, by which time Connie is pregnant, shows them at their gentlest, with Mellors an unabashed mouthpiece for Lawrentian ideology: ‘Sex is really only touch, the closest of all touch. And it’s touch we’re afraid of. We’re only half-conscious, and half-alive. We’ve got to come alive and aware. Especially the English have got to get into touch with one another, a bit delicate and a bit tender. It’s our crying need.’


  In his essay ‘A propos of Lady Chatterley’s Lover’ Lawrence is scornful of the young man who told him that he didn’t believe in national regeneration through sex; clearly the young man  a ‘poor, self-conscious, uneasy, narcissus-monk’  had no idea what real sex is like, he says. The young man had a valid point, though. Lawrence’s expectations of sex are apocalyptic, and they’re allied to some cranky ideas about how to revitalise the English proletariat: if working men wore scarlet trousers, Mellors proposes, and danced and skipped and sang, they wouldn’t care so much about money. Mellors himself comes from the working class but his experience as an army officer in India has given him a wider perspective. Even before she gets to know him, Connie perceives that there’s something special about him. He might almost be a gentleman, she says to Clifford, who  dismissive of the idea  treats Mellors no better than a paid servant deserves. When Connie eventually owns up to the affair, Clifford is outraged: ‘That scum! That bumptious lout!’ The indignation isn’t that of a cuckold but a snob, a man inflexibly wedded to class distinctions. Connie’s background is no less privileged than Clifford’s and she finds the masses intimidating. But she also believes in a ‘common humanity’, and isn’t afraid to migrate across class frontiers. Still, it’s questionable whether she could consider spending her life with Mellors was it not for him being déraciné and faintly bohemian  a man of ideas as well as a man of the soil.


  Attacked for his presentation of sex and social class, Lawrence was also criticised for making Clifford a cripple. He admitted to feeling uneasy about it: ‘I realized that it was perhaps taking an unfair advantage of Connie, to paralyse him technically. It made it so much more vulgar of her to leave him. Yet the story came as it did, by itself, so I left it alone.’ The treatment of Clifford is a test for liberal readers: we are invited to detest someone who’s disabled. But Lawrence is surely right to make the paralysis real (the result of a war wound) rather than a metaphor for impotence. If nothing else, it provides one of the novel’s best scenes, when Clifford, out in the woods in his motorized wheelchair, finds himself marooned, as if in punishment for his brutal mashing of bluebells. Yellow with anger (‘It’s obvious I’m at everybody’s mercy’), he summons Mellors to push him uphill; to Connie’s disgust, he shows little gratitude when rescued. The scene is a turning point, drawing the lovers closer. When they next have sex, Connie achieves a new intensity, ‘the curious molten thrilling that spread and spread till she was carried away with the last blind flush of extremity.’


  Since the 1960 obscenity trial, explicit accounts of sex are no longer novel in fiction. And by the standards of Philip Roth and John Updike, the language Lawrence uses for the body can seem dated. When I first came across Lady Chatterley’s Lover in my teens, hidden in my mother’s bed-side table, I struggled to understand what the fuss was about. Where was the information about sex, the practical guidance even, I was looking for? ‘She yielded with a quiver that was like death’, ‘In her womb and bowels she was flowing and alive’  what exactly was going on here? Weren’t the loins, flanks and haunches so often mentioned more to do with butcher’s shops than bed? Still, I couldn’t pretend Lawrence was tame. In his mission not just to de-censor four-letter words but to cleanse them of ugliness, he was courageous in transferring spoken demotic to the page: the words ‘cock’, ‘fuck’, ‘arse’, ‘shit’ and ‘cunt’ all took their place. Were he alive today, he would be disappointed to find that his mission has largely failed  that ‘fucking’ has become an innocuous catch-all adjective and that ‘cunt’ is used only abusively. He’d also be dismayed that prurience and voyeurism are still with us: ‘The man who finds a woman’s underclothing the most exciting part about her is a savage,’ he once said. Still, there’s no doubt that his novel did more than any other banned book of the twentieth century (Ulysses, Lolita, The Naked Lunch, Last Exit to Brooklyn) to change the moral climate. Sex may be as difficult to write about as ever, but only because any written approximation falls short, not because of the censor.


  In the 1970s, Kate Millett and Germaine Greer took Lawrence to task for the seeming misogyny of Mellors’s and Michaelis’s complaints about women who ‘want to be the active party’ in sex, rather than submitting to the man. There’s no question that the novel is phallocentric, and implies the supremacy of a (male-induced) vaginal orgasm over a ‘beaked’ (clitoral) one: it’s only when Connie gives up her ‘hard bright female power’ that she finds fulfilment. Anatomically at least, Lawrence can’t imagine a woman being on top. On the other hand, until Lady Chatterley’s Lover no literary novelist (male or female) had made such strenuous efforts to describe the female orgasm. And the imagery Lawrence used for it  waves, tides, ripples, rhythms, flames, feathers, whirlpools, etc  is still the imagery which predominates in discourse today and which novelists (male and female) find difficult to avoid. When, for example, one female character in A.S. Byatt’s The Children’s Book (Chatto & Windus, 2009) comes ‘to a quivering climax such as she had never before known, with a full-throated cry’, and another one finds ‘there were things he knew how to do that [she] had never imagined  places he brought into shivering excitement that had always been quiescent’, both the transformative experience and the language (‘quivering’, ‘quiescent’) bring Connie to mind.


  The novel’s other great innovation was to feature a heroine whose adultery doesn’t have mortal consequences, as it does for nearly all her predecessors in literature, including Anna Karenina and Emma Bovary. Whatever the future holds, Connie’s transgression has already liberated her: she’s pregnant, in love, and  metaphorically at least  has been reborn. Mellors, too, has been ‘broken open again’, re-entering a world he’d been fleeing from. But it’s Connie who is the focus. In Lawrence’s fiction, women often are the focus: Gudrun and Ursula in The Rainbow and Women in Love, Lou in ‘St Mawr’, Yvette in ‘The Virgin and the Gipsy’, Kate in The Plumed Serpent. ‘It seems to me that in a woman the need to feel that her life means something, stands for something, and amounts to something is much more imperative than in a man,’ Lawrence said, and perhaps that’s why the female quest, or the questing female, is so central to his work. Since Lawrence, novels and films centred on a woman’s sexual awakening have become commonplace. But Connie’s quest isn’t for pleasure so much as for the wholeness that lies beyond it. She may submit to Mellors in bed but she doesn’t sacrifice her independence. ‘He leaves me my own mistress entirely’, she tells her father, and she uses him to achieve what she wants: a child, a partner and an escape route from the prison of the English class system. Though Lawrence won’t allow her (or himself) an easy ending, and Mellors warns ‘There’s a bad time coming’ (an accurate prophecy, on the cusp of the 1930s), the novel signs off with cautious optimism, ‘a little droopingly, but with a hopeful heart.’


  Frieda Lawrence thought that it was living in Italy, and being exposed to ‘the different culture of another race’, that gave her husband the impetus to write the book. Equally important was a brief visit to his birthplace in September 1926  the disenchantment he felt infects his descriptions of the Midlands landscape and the working class. There may have been an emotional or psychological impetus too: while he wrote the book, Frieda was having an affair with an Italian neighbour, later her husband, Angelo Ravagli, and it’s arguable that Lawrence’s jealousy took the form of compensatory fantasies and a need to assert his potency. To English journalists, snapping up privately printed copies of the book in order to denounce it, the psychology behind the book was simpler: ‘Mr Lawrence has a diseased mind,’ said an article in John Bull under the headline ‘Famous Novelist’s Shameful Book: A Landmark in Evil’. The controversy did wonders for sales. But Lawrence had little time left to enjoy the profits. Within two years he was dead of tuberculosis, aged just forty-five.


  He had always feared he might not live long and must have suspected this would be his last novel. A desperation to get his message across explains the messianic tone. But there’s a spirit of calm at the end as well: Connie ‘feels inwardly at ease and happy’ as never before, and Mellors speaks of ‘peace’, ‘patience’ and ‘chastity’. The last of these words might seem surprising but it’s not. Though shocking to readers at the time, Lady Chatterley’s Lover is in essence an old-fashioned love story  the myth of a sleeping beauty being woken by a prince in disguise, and a tale of passion defeating convention as two lovers, through finding each other, also find themselves.


  Blake Morrison, 2011


  Apropos of Lady Chatterley’s Lover


  Apropos of Lady Chatterley’s Lover


  OWING TO THE existence of various pirated editions of Lady Chatterley’s Lover, I brought out in 1929 a cheap popular edition, produced in France and offered to the public at sixty francs, hoping at least to meet the European demand. The pirates, in the United States certainly, were prompt and busy. The first stolen edition was being sold in New York almost within a month of the arrival in America of the first genuine copies from Florence. It was a facsimile of the original, produced by the photographic method, and was sold, even by reliable booksellers, to the unsuspecting public as if it were the original first edition. The price was usually fifteen dollars, whereas the price of the original was ten dollars: and the purchaser was left in fond ignorance of the fraud.


  This gallant attempt was followed by others. I am told there was still another facsimile edition produced in New York or Philadelphia: and I myself possess a filthy-looking book bound in a dull orange cloth, with green label, smearily produced by photography, and containing my signature forged by the little boy of the piratical family. It was when this edition appeared in London, from New York, towards the end of 1928, and was offered to the public at thirty shillings, that I put out from Florence my little second edition of two hundred copies, which I offered at a guinea. I had wanted to save it for a year or more, but had to launch it against the dirty orange pirate. But the number was too small. The orange pirate persisted.


  Then I have had in my hand a very funereal volume, bound in black and elongated to look like a bible or 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. Altogether it is a sinister volume, like Captain Kidd with his face blackened, reading a sermon to those about to walk the plank. Why the pirate should have elongated the page, by adding a false page-heading, I don’t know. The effect is peculiarly depressing, sinisterly high-brow. For of course this book also was produced by the photographic process. 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.


  That makes three pirated editions in the United States for certain. I have heard mentioned the report of a fourth, another facsimile of the original. But since I haven’t seen it, I want not to believe in it.


  There is, however, the European pirated edition of fifteen hundred, produced by a Paris firm of booksellers, and stamped Imprimé en Allemagne: Printed in Germany. Whether printed in Germany or not, it was certainly printed, not photographed, for some of the spelling errors of the original are corrected. And it is a very respectable volume, a very close replica of the original, but lacking the signature, and it gives itself away also by the green-and-yellow silk edge of the back-binding. This edition is sold to the trade at one hundred francs, and offered to the public at three hundred, four hundred, five hundred francs. Very unscrupulous booksellers are said to have forged the signature and offered the book as the original signed edition. Let us hope it is not true. But it all sounds very black against the ‘trade’. Still there is some relief. Certain booksellers will not handle the pirated edition at all. Both sentimental and business scruples prevent them. Others handle it, but not very warmly. And apparently they would all rather handle the authorized edition. So that sentiment does genuinely enter in, against the pirates, even if not strong enough to keep them out altogether.


  None of these pirated editions has received any sort of authorization from me, and from none of them have I received a penny. A semi-repentant bookseller of New York did, however, send me some dollars which were, he said, my ten per cent royalty on all copies sold in his shop. ‘I know,’ he wrote, ‘it is but a drop in the bucket.’ He meant of course, a drop out of the bucket. And since, for a drop, it was quite a nice little sum, what a beautiful bucketful there must have been for the pirates!


  I received a belated offer from the European pirates, who found the booksellers stiff-necked, offering me a royalty on all copies sold in the past as well as the future, if I would authorize their edition. Well, I thought to myself, in a world of: Do him or you will done by him, why not?  When it came to the point, however, pride rebelled. It is understood that Judas is always ready with a kiss. But that I should have to kiss him back !


  So I managed to get published the little cheap French edition, photographed down from the original, and offered at sixty francs. English publishers urge me to make an expurgated edition, promising large returns, perhaps even a little bucket, one of those children’s sea-side pails, and insisting that I should show the public that here is a fine novel, apart from all ‘purple’ and all ‘words’. So I begin to be tempted and start in to expurgate. But impossible! I might as well try to clip my own nose into shape with scissors. The book bleeds.


  And in spite of all antagonism, I put forth this novel as an honest, healthy book, necessary for us today. The words that shock so much at first don’t shock at all after a while. Is this because the mind is depraved by habit? Not a bit. It is that the words merely shocked the eye, they never shocked the mind at all. People without minds may go on being shocked, but they don’t matter. People with minds realize that they aren’t shocked, and never really were: and they experience a sense of relief.


  And that is the whole point. We are today, as human beings, evolved and cultured far beyond the taboos which are inherent in our culture. This is a very important fact to realize. Probably, to the Crusaders, mere words were potent and evocative to a degree we can’t realize. The evocative power of the so-called obscene words must have been very dangerous to the dim-minded, obscure, violent nature of the Middle Ages, and perhaps are still too strong for slow-minded, half-evoked lower natures today. But real culture makes us give to a word only those mental and imaginative reactions which belong to the mind, and saves us from violent and indiscriminate physical reactions which may wreck social decency. In the past, man was too weak-minded, or crude-minded, to contemplate his own physical reactions that overpowered him. It is no longer so. Culture and civilization have taught us to separate the reactions. We now know the act does not necessarily follow on the thought. In fact, thought and action, word and deed, are two separate forms of consciousness, two separate lives which we lead. We need, very sincerely, to keep a connexion. But while we think, we do not act, and while we act we do not think. The great necessity is that we should act according to our thoughts, and think according to our acts. But while we are in thought we cannot really act, and while we are in action we cannot really think. The two conditions, of thought and action, are mutually exclusive. Yet they should be related in harmony.


  And this is the real point of this book. I want men and women to be able to think sex, fully, completely, honestly and cleanly.


  Even if we can’t act sexually to our complete satisfaction, let us at least think sexually, complete and clear. All this talk of young girls and virginity, like a blank white sheet on which nothing is written, is pure nonsense. A young girl and a young boy is a tormented tangle, a seething confusion of sexual feelings and sexual thoughts which only the years will disentangle. Years of honest thoughts of sex, and years of struggling action in sex, will bring us at last where we want to get, to our real and accomplished chastity, our completeness, when our sexual act and our sexual thought are in harmony, and the one does not interfere with the other.


  Far be it from me to suggest that all women should go running after game-keepers for lovers. Far be it from me to suggest that they should be running after anybody. A great many men and women today are happiest when they abstain and stay sexually apart, quite clean: and at the same time, when they understand and realize sex more fully. Ours is the day of realization rather than action. There has been so much action in the past, especially sexual action, a wearying repetition over and over, without a corresponding thought, a corresponding realization. Now our business is to realize sex. Today the full conscious realization of sex is even more important than the act itself. After centuries of obfuscation, the mind demands to know and know fully. The body is a good deal in abeyance, really. When people act in sex, nowadays, they are half the time acting up. They do it because they think it is expected of them. Whereas as a matter of fact it is the mind which is interested, and the body has to be provoked. The reason being that our ancestors have so assiduously acted sex without ever thinking it or realizing it, that now the act tends to be mechanical, dull and disappointing, and only fresh mental realization will freshen up the experience.


  The mind has to catch up, in sex: indeed, in all the physical acts. Mentally, we lag behind in our sexual thought, in a dimness, a lurking, grovelling fear which belongs to our raw, somewhat bestial ancestors. In this one respect, sexual and physical, we have left the mind unevolved. Now we have to catch up, and make a balance between the consciousness of the body’s sensations and experiences, and these sensations and experiences themselves. Balance up the consciousness of the act, and the act itself. Get the two in harmony. It means having a proper reverence for sex, and a proper awe of the body’s strange experience. It means being able to use the so-called obscene words, because these are a natural part of the mind’s consciousness of the body. Obscenity only comes in when the mind despises and fears the body, and the body hates and resists the mind.


  When we read of the case of Colonel Barker, we see what is the matter. Colonel Barker was a woman who masqueraded as a man. The ‘Colonel’ married a wife, and lived five years with her in ‘conjugal happiness’. And the poor wife thought all the time she was married normally and happily to a real husband. The revelation at the end is beyond all thought cruel for the poor woman. The situation is monstrous. Yet there are thousands of women today who might be so deceived, and go on being deceived. Why? Because they know nothing, they can’t think sexually at all; they are morons in this respect. It is better to give all girls this book, at the age of seventeen.


  The same with the case of the venerable schoolmaster and clergyman, for years utterly ‘holy and good’: and, at the age of sixty-five, tried in the police courts for assaulting little girls. This happens at the moment when the Home Secretary, himself growing elderly, is most loudly demanding and enforcing a mealy-mouthed silence about sexual matters. Doesn’t the experience of that other elderly, most righteous and ‘pure’ gentleman make him pause at all?


  But so it is. The mind has an old grovelling fear of the body and the body’s potencies. It is the mind we have to liberate, to civilize on these points. The mind’s terror of the body has probably driven more men mad than ever could be counted. The insanity of a great mind like Swift’s is at least partly traceable to this cause. In the poem to his mistress Celia, which has the maddened refrain ‘But  Celia, Celia, Celia s***s,’ (the word rhymes with spits), we see what can happen to a great mind when it falls into panic. A great wit like Swift could not see how ridiculous he made himself. Of course Celia s***s! Who doesn’t? And how much worse if she didn’t. It is hopeless. And then think of poor Celia, made to feel iniquitous about her proper natural function, by her ‘lover’. It is monstrous. And it comes from having taboo words, and from not keeping the mind sufficiently developed in physical and sexual consciousness.


  In contrast to the puritan hush! hush!, which produces the sexual moron, we have the modern young jazzy and high-brow person who has gone one better, and won’t be hushed in any respect, and just ‘does as she likes’. From fearing the body, and denying its existence, the advanced young go to the other extreme and treat it as a sort of toy to be played with, a slightly nasty toy, but still you can get some fun out of it, before it lets you down. These young people scoff at the importance of sex, take it like a cocktail, and flout their elders with it. These young ones are advanced and superior. They despise a book like Lady Chatterley’s Lover. It is much too simple and ordinary for them. The naughty words they care nothing about, and the attitude to love they find old-fashioned. Why make a fuss about it? Take it like a cocktail! The book, they say, shows the mentality of a boy of fourteen. But perhaps the mentality of a boy of fourteen, who still has a little natural awe and proper fear in face of sex, is more wholesome than the mentality of the young cocktaily person who has no respect for anything and whose mind has nothing to do but play with the toys of life, sex being one of the chief toys, and who loses his mind in the process! Heliogabalus, indeed!


  So, between the stale grey puritan who is likely to fall into sexual indecency in advanced age, and the smart jazzy person of the young world, who says: ‘We can do anything. If we can think a thing we can do it,’ and then the low uncultured person with a dirty mind, who looks for dirt  this book has hardly a space to turn in. But to them all I say the same: Keep your perversions if you like them  your perversion of puritanism, your perversion of smart licentiousness, your perversion of a dirty mind. But I stick to my book and my position: life is only bearable when the mind and the body are in harmony, and there is a natural balance between them, and each has a natural respect for the other.


  And it is obvious, there is no balance and no harmony now. The body is at the best the tool of the mind, at the worst, the toy. The business man keeps himself ‘fit’, that is, keeps his body in good working order, for the sake of his business, and the usual young person who spends much time on keeping fit does so as a rule out of self-conscious self-absorption, narcissism. The mind has a stereotyped set of ideas and ‘feelings’, and the body is made to act up, like a trained dog: to beg for sugar, whether it wants sugar or whether it doesn’t, to shake hands when it would dearly like to snap the hand it has to shake. The body of men and women today is just a trained dog. And of no one is this more true than of the free and emancipated young. Above all, their bodies are the bodies of trained dogs. And because the dog is trained to do things the old-fashioned dog never did, they call themselves free, full of real life, the real thing.


  But they know perfectly well it is false. Just as the business man knows, somewhere, that he’s all wrong. Men and women aren’t really dogs: they only look like it and behave like it. Somewhere inside there is a great chagrin and a gnawing discontent. The body is, in its spontaneous natural self, dead or paralysed. It has only the secondary life of a circus dog, acting up and showing off: and then collapsing.


  What life could it have, of itself? The body’s life is the life of sensations and emotions. The body feels real hunger, real thirst, real joy in the sun or the snow, real pleasure in the smell of roses or the look of a lilac bush; real anger, real sorrow, real love, real tenderness, real warmth, real passion, real hate, real grief. All the emotions belong to the body, and are only recognized by the mind. We may hear the most sorrowful piece of news, and only feel a mental excitement. Then, hours after, perhaps in sleep, the awareness may reach the bodily centres, and true grief wrings the heart.


  How different they are, mental feelings and real feelings. Today, many people live and die without having had any real feelings  though they have had a ‘rich emotional life’ apparently, having showed strong mental feeling. But it is all counterfeit. In magic, one of the so-called ‘occult’ pictures represents a man standing, apparently, before a flat table mirror, which reflects him from the waist to the head, so that you have the man from head to waist, then his reflection downwards from waist to head again. And whatever it may mean in magic, it means what we are today, creatures whose active emotional self has no real existence, but is all reflected downwards from the mind. Our education from the start has taught us a certain range of emotions, what to feel and what not to feel, and how to feel the feelings we allow ourselves to feel. All the rest is just non-existent. The vulgar criticism of any new good book is: Of course nobody ever felt like that!  People allow themselves to feel a certain number of finished feelings. So it was in the last century. This feeling only what you allow yourselves to feel at last kills all capacity for feeling, and in the higher emotional range you feel nothing at all. This has come to pass in our present century. The higher emotions are strictly dead. They have to be faked.


  And by higher emotions we mean love in all its manifestations, from genuine desire to tender love, love of our fellow-men, and love of God: we mean love, joy, delight, hope, true indignant anger, passionate sense of justice and injustice, truth and untruth, honour and dishonour, and real belief in anything: for belief is a profound emotion that has the mind’s connivance. All these things, today, are more or less dead. We have in their place the loud and sentimental counterfeit of all such emotion.


  Never was an age more sentimental, more devoid of real feeling, more exaggerated in false feeling, than our own. Sentimentality and counterfeit feeling have become a sort of game, everybody trying to outdo his neighbour. The radio and the film are mere counterfeit emotion all the time, the current press and literature the same. People wallow in emotion: counterfeit emotion. They lap it up: they live in it and on it. They ooze with it.


  And at times, they seem to get on very well with it all. And then, more and more, they break down. They go to pieces. You can fool yourself for a long time about your own feelings. But not for ever. The body itself hits back at you, and hits back remorselessly in the end.


  As for other people  you can fool most people all the time, and all people most of the time, but not all people all the time, with false feelings. A young couple fall in counterfeit love, and fool themselves and each other completely. But, alas, counterfeit love is good cake but bad bread. It produces a fearful emotional indigestion. Then you get a modern marriage, and a still more modern separation.


  The trouble with counterfeit emotion is that nobody is really happy, nobody is really contented, nobody has any peace. Everybody keeps on rushing to get away from the counterfeit emotion which is in themselves worst of all. They rush from the false feelings of Peter to the false feelings of Adrian, from the counterfeit emotions of Margaret to those of Virginia, from film to radio, from Eastbourne to Brighton, and the more it changes the more it is the same thing.


  Above all things, love is a counterfeit feeling today. Here, above all things, the young will tell you, is the greatest swindle. That is, if you take it seriously. Love is all right if you take it lightly, as an amusement. But if you begin taking it seriously you are let down with a crash.


  There are, the young women say, no real men to love. And there are, the young men say, no real girls to fall in love with. So they go on falling in love with unreal ones, on either side; which means, if you can’t have real feelings, you’ve got to have counterfeit ones: since some feelings you’ve got to have: like falling in love. There are still some young people who would like to have real feelings, and they are bewildered to death to know why they can’t. Especially in love.


  But, especially in love, only counterfeit emotions exist nowadays. We have all been taught to mistrust everybody emotionally, from parents downwards, or upwards. Don’t trust anybody with your real emotions: if you’ve got any: that is the slogan of today. Trust them with your money, even, but never with your feelings. They are bound to trample on them.


  I believe there has never been an age of greater mistrust between persons than ours today: under a superficial but quite genuine social trust. Very few of my friends would pick my pocket, or let me sit on a chair where I might hurt myself. But practically all my friends would turn my real emotions to ridicule. They can’t help it; it’s the spirit of the day. So there goes love, and there goes friendship: for each implies a fundamental emotional sympathy. And hence, counterfeit love, which there is no escaping.


  And with counterfeit emotions there is no real sex at all. Sex is the one thing you cannot really swindle; and it is the centre of the worst swindling of all, emotional swindling. Once come down to sex, and the emotional swindle must collapse. But in all the approaches to sex, the emotional swindle intensifies more and more. Till you get there. Then collapse.


  Sex lashes out against counterfeit emotion, and is ruthless, devastating against false love. The peculiar hatred of people who have not loved one another, but who have pretended to, even perhaps have imagined they really did love, is one of the phenomena of our time. The phenomenon, of course, belongs to all time. But today it is almost universal. People who thought they loved one another dearly, dearly, and went on for years, ideal: lo! suddenly the most profound and vivid hatred appears. If it doesn’t come out fairly young it saves itself till the happy couple are nearing fifty, the time of the great sexual change  and then  cataclysm!


  Nothing is more startling. Nothing is more staggering, in our age, than the intensity of the hatred people, men and women, feel for one another when they have once ‘loved’ one another. It breaks out in the most extraordinary ways. And when you know people intimately, it is almost universal. It is the charwoman as much as the mistress, and the duchess as much as the policeman’s wife.


  And it would be too horrible, if one did not remember that in all of them, men and women alike, it is the organic reaction against counterfeit love. All love today is counterfeit. It is a stereotyped thing. All the young know just how they ought to feel and how they ought to behave, in love. And they feel and they behave like that. And it is counterfeit love. So that revenge will come back at them, tenfold. The sex, the very sexual organism, in man and woman alike accumulates a deadly and desperate rage, after a certain amount of counterfeit love has been palmed off on it, even if itself has given nothing but counterfeit love. The element of counterfeit in love at last maddens, or else kills, sex, the deepest sex in the individual. But perhaps it would be safe to say that it always enrages the inner sex, even if at last it kills it. There is always the period of rage. And the strange thing is, the worst offenders in the counterfeit-love game fall into the greatest rage. Those whose love has been a bit sincere are always gentler, even though they have been most swindled.


  Now the real tragedy is here: that we are none of us all of a piece, none of us all counterfeits, or all true love. And in many a marriage, in among the counterfeit there flickers a little flame of the true thing, on both sides. The tragedy is that, in an age peculiarly conscious of counterfeit, peculiarly suspicious of substitute and swindle in emotion, particularly sexual emotion, the rage and mistrust against the counterfeit element is likely to overwhelm and extinguish the small, true flame of real loving communion, which might have made two lives happy. Herein lies the danger of harping only on the counterfeit and the swindle of emotion, as most ‘advanced’ writers do. Though they do it, of course, to counterbalance the hugely greater swindle of the sentimental ‘sweet’ writers.


  Perhaps I shall have given some notion of my feeling about sex, for which I have been so monotonously abused. When a ‘serious’ young man said to me the other day: ‘I can’t believe in the regeneration of England by sex, you know,’ I could only say: ‘I’m sure you can’t.’ He had no sex, anyhow: poor, self-conscious, uneasy, narcissus-monk as he was. And he didn’t know what it meant, to have any. To him, people only had minds, or no minds, mostly no minds, so they were only there to be gibed at, and he wandered round ineffectively seeking for gibes or for truth, tight shut in inside his own ego.


  Now when brilliant young people like this talk to me about sex; or scorn to: I say nothing. There is nothing to say. But I feel a terrible weariness. To them, sex means, just plainly and simply, a lady’s underclothing, and the fumbling therewith. They have read all the love literature, Anna Karenina, all the rest, and looked at statues and pictures of Aphrodite, all very laudable. Yet when it comes to actuality, to today, sex means to them meaningless young women and expensive underthings. Whether they are young men from Oxford, or working-men, it is the same. The story from the modish summer-resort, where city ladies take up with young mountaineer ‘dancing partners’ for a season  or less  is typical. It was the end of September, the summer visitors had almost all gone. Young John, the young mountain farmer, had said good-bye to his ‘lady’ from the capital, and was lounging about alone. ‘Ho, John! you’ll be missing your lady!’ ‘Nay!’ he said. ‘Only she had such nice underclothes.’


  That is all sex means to them: just the trimmings. The regeneration of England with that? Good God! Poor England, she will have to regenerate the sex in her young people, before they do any regenerating of her. It isn’t England that needs regeneration, it is her young.


  They accuse me of barbarism. I want to drag England down to the level of savages. But it is this crude stupidity, deadness, about sex which I find barbaric and savage. The man who finds a woman’s underclothing the most exciting part about her, is a savage. Savages are like that. We read of the woman-savage who wore three overcoats on top of one another to excite her man: and did it. That ghastly crudity of seeing in sex nothing but a functional act and a certain fumbling with clothes is, in my opinion, a low degree of barbarism, savagery. And as far as sex goes, our white civilization is crude, barbaric and uglily savage: especially England and America.


  Witness Bernard Shaw, one of the greatest exponents of our civilization. He says clothes arouse sex and lack of clothes tends to kill sex  speaking of muffled-up women or our present bare-armed and bare-legged sisters: and scoffs at the Pope for wanting to cover women up; saying that the last person in the world to know anything about sex is the Chief Priest of Europe: and that the one person to ask about it would be the Chief Prostitute of Europe, if there were such a person.


  Here we see the flippancy and vulgarity of our chief thinkers, at least. The half-naked women of today certainly do not rouse much sexual feeling in the muffled-up men of today  who don’t rouse much sexual feeling in the women, either. But why? Why does the bare woman of today rouse so much less sexual feeling than the muffled-up woman of Mr Shaw’s muffled-up ’eighties? It would be silly to make it a question of mere muffling.


  When a woman’s sex is in itself dynamic and alive, then it is a power in itself, beyond her reason. And of itself it emits its peculiar spell, drawing men in the first delight of desire. And the woman has to protect herself, hide herself as much as possible. She veils herself in timidity and modesty, because her sex is a power in itself, exposing her to the desire of men. If a woman in whom sex was alive and positive were to expose her naked flesh as women do today, then men would go mad for her. As David was mad for Bathsheba.


  But when a woman’s sex has lost its dynamic call, and is in a sense dead or static, then the woman wants to attract men, for the simple reason that she finds she no longer does attract them. So all the activity that used to be unconscious and delightful becomes conscious and repellent. The woman exposes her flesh more and more, and the more she exposes, the more men are sexually repelled by her. But let us not forget that the men are socially thrilled, while sexually repelled. The two things are opposites, today. Socially, men like the gesture of the half-naked woman, half-naked in the street. It is chic, it is a declaration of defiance and independence, it is modern, it is free, it is popular because it is strictly a-sexual, or anti-sexual. Neither men nor women want to feel real desire, today. They want the counterfeit, mental substitute.


  But we are very mixed, all of us, and creatures of many diverse and often opposing desires. The very men who encourage women to be most daring and sexless complain most bitterly of the sexlessness of women. The same with women. The women who adore men so tremendously for their social smartness and sexlessness as males, hate them most bitterly for not being ‘men’. In public, en masse, and socially, everybody today wants counterfeit sex. But at certain hours in their lives, all individuals hate counterfeit sex with deadly and maddened hate, and those who have dealt it out most perhaps have the wildest hate of it, in the other person  or persons.


  The girls of today could muffle themselves up to the eyes, wear crinolines and chignons and all the rest, and though they would not, perhaps, have the peculiar hardening effect on the hearts of men that our half-naked women truly have, neither would they exert any more real sexual attraction. If there is no sex to muffle up, it’s no good muffling. Or not much good. Man is often willing to be deceived  for a time  even by muffled-up nothingness.


  The point is, when women are sexually alive and quivering and helplessly attractive, beyond their will, then they always cover themselves, and drape themselves with clothes, gracefully. The extravagance of 1880 bustles and such things was only a forewarning of approaching sexlessness.


  While sex is a power in itself, women try all kinds of fascinating disguise, and men flaunt. When the Pope insists that women shall cover their naked flesh in church, it is not sex he is opposing, but the sexless tricks of female immodesty. The Pope, and the priests, conclude that the flaunting of naked women’s flesh in street and church produces a bad, ‘unholy’ state of mind both in men and women. And they are right. But not because the exposure arouses sexual desire: it doesn’t, or very rarely: even Mr Shaw knows that. But when women’s flesh arouses no sort of desire, something is specially wrong! Something is sadly wrong! For the naked arms of women today arouse a feeling of flippancy, cynicism and vulgarity which is indeed the very last feeling to go to church with, if you have any respect for the Church. The bare arms of women in an Italian church are really a mark of disrespect, given the tradition.


  The Catholic Church, especially in the south, is neither anti-sexual, like the northern churches, nor a-sexual, like Mr Shaw and such social thinkers. The Catholic Church recognizes sex, and makes of marriage a sacrament based on the sexual communion, for the purpose of procreation. But procreation in the south is not the bare and scientific fact, and act, that it is in the north. The act of procreation is still charged with all the sensual mystery and importance of the old past. The man is potential creator, and in this has his splendour. All of which has been stripped away by the northern Churches and the Shavian logical triviality.


  But all this which has gone in the north, the Church has tried to keep in the south, knowing that it is of basic importance in life. The sense of being a potential creator and law-giver, as father and husband, is perhaps essential to the day-by-day life of a man, if he is to live full and satisfied. The sense of the eternality of marriage is perhaps necessary to the inward peace, both of men and women. Even if it carry a sense of doom, it is necessary. The Catholic Church does not spend its time reminding the people that in heaven there is no marrying nor giving in marriage. It insists: if you marry, you marry for ever! And the people accept the decree, the doom, and the dignity of it. To the priest, sex is the clue to marriage and marriage is the clue to the daily life of the people and the Church is the clue to the greater life.


  So that sexual lure in itself is not deadly to the Church. Much more deadly is the anti-sexual defiance of bare arms and flippancy, ‘freedom’, cynicism, irreverence. Sex may be obscene in church, or blasphemous, but never cynical and atheist. Potentially, the bare arms of women today are cynical, atheist, in the dangerous, vulgar form of atheism. Naturally the Church is against it. The Chief Priest of Europe knows more about sex than Mr Shaw does, anyhow, because he knows more about the essential nature of the human being. Traditionally, he has a thousand years’ experience. Mr Shaw jumped up in a day. And Mr Shaw, as a dramatist, has jumped up to play tricks with the counterfeit sex of the modern public. No doubt he can do it. So can the cheapest film. But it is equally obvious that he cannot touch the deeper sex of the real individual, whose existence he hardly seems to suspect.


  And, as a parallel to himself, Mr Shaw suggests that the Chief Prostitute of Europe would be the one to consult about sex, not the Chief Priest. The parallel is just. The Chief Prostitute of Europe would know truly as much about sex as Mr Shaw himself does. Which is not much. Just like Mr Shaw, the Chief Prostitute of Europe would know an immense amount about the counterfeit sex of men, the shoddy thing that is worked by tricks. And just like him, she would know nothing at all about the real sex in a man, that has the rhythm of the seasons and the years, the crisis of the winter solstice and the passion of Easter. This the Chief Prostitute would know nothing about, positively, because to be a prostitute she would have to have lost it. But even then, she would know more than Mr Shaw. She would know that the profound rhythmic sex of a man’s inward life existed. She would know, because time and again she would have been up against it. All the literature of the world shows the prostitute’s ultimate impotence in sex, her inability to keep a man, her rage against the profound instinct of fidelity in a man, which is, as shown by world history, just a little deeper and more powerful than his instinct of faithless sexual promiscuity. All the literature of the world shows how profound is the instinct of fidelity in both man and woman, how men and women both hanker restlessly after the satisfaction of this instinct, and fret at their own inability to find the real mode of fidelity. The instinct of fidelity is perhaps the deepest instinct in the great complex we call sex. Where there is real sex there is the underlying passion for fidelity. And the prostitute knows this, because she is up against it. She can only keep men who have no real sex, the counterfeits: and these she despises. The men with real sex leave her inevitably, as unable to satisfy their real desire.


  The Chief Prostitute knows so much. So does the Pope, if he troubles to think of it, for it is all in the traditional consciousness of the Church. But the Chief Dramatist knows nothing of it. He has a curious blank in his make-up. To him, all sex is infidelity and only infidelity is sex. Marriage is sexless, null. Sex is only manifested in infidelity, and the queen of sex is the chief prostitute. If sex crops up in marriage, it is because one party falls in love with somebody else, and wants to be unfaithful. Infidelity is sex, and prostitutes know all about it. Wives know nothing and are nothing, in that respect.


  This is the teaching of the Chief Dramatist and Chief Thinkers of our generation. And the vulgar public agrees with them entirely. Sex is a thing you don’t have except to be naughty with. Apart from naughtiness, that is, apart from infidelity and fornication, sex doesn’t exist. Our Chief Thinkers, ending in the flippantly cock-sure Mr Shaw, have taught this trash so thoroughly that it has almost become a fact. Sex is almost non-existent, apart from the counterfeit forms of prostitution and shallow fornication. And marriage is empty, hollow.


  Now this question of sex and marriage is of paramount importance. Our social life is established on marriage, and marriage, the sociologists say, is established upon property. Marriage has been found the best method of conserving property and stimulating production. Which is all there is to it.


  But is it? We are just in the throes of a great revolt against marriage, a passionate revolt against its ties and restrictions. In fact, at least three-quarters of the unhappiness of modern life could be laid at the door of marriage. There are few married people today, and few unmarried, who have not felt an intense and vivid hatred against marriage as an institution and an imposition upon human life. Far greater than the revolt against governments is this revolt against marriage.


  And everybody, pretty well, takes it for granted that as soon as we can find a possible way out of it, marriage will be abolished. The Soviet abolishes marriage: or did. If new ‘modern’ states spring up, they will almost certainly follow suit. They will try to find some social substitute for marriage, and abolish the hated yoke of conjugality. State support of motherhood, State support of children, and independence of women. It is on the programme of every great scheme of reform. And it means, of course, the abolition of marriage.


  The only question to ask ourselves is, do we really want it? Do we want the absolute independence of women, State support of motherhood and of children, and consequent doing away with the necessity of marriage? Do we want it? Because all that matters is that men and women shall do what they really want to do. Though here, as everywhere, we must remember that man has a double set of desires, the shallow and the profound, the personal, superficial, temporary desires, and the inner, impersonal, great desires that are fulfilled in long periods of time. The desires of the moment are easy to recognize, but the others, the deeper ones, are difficult. It is the business of our Chief Thinkers to tell us of our deeper desires, not to keep shrilling our little desires in our ears.


  Now the Church is established upon a recognition of some, at least, of the greatest and deepest desires in man, desires that take years, or a lifetime, or even centuries to fulfil. And the Church, celibate as its priesthood may be, built as it may be upon the lonely rock of Peter, or of Paul, really rests upon the indissolubility of marriage. Make marriage in any serious degree unstable, dissoluble, destroy the permanency of marriage, and the Church falls. Witness the enormous decline of the Church of England.


  The reason being that the Church is established upon the element of union in mankind. And the first element of union in the Christian world is the marriage-tie. The marriage-tie, the marriage bond, take it which way you like, is the fundamental connecting link in Christian Society. Break it, and you will have to go back to the overwhelming dominance of the State which existed before the Christian era. The Roman State was all-powerful, the Roman Fathers represented the State, the Roman family was the father’s estate, held more or less in fee for the State itself. It was the same in Greece, with not so much feeling for the permanence of property, but rather a dazzling splash of the moment’s possessions. The family was much more insecure in Greece than in Rome.


  But, in either case, the family was the man, as representing the State. There are States where the family is the woman: or there have been. There are States where the family hardly exists, priest States where the priestly control is everything, even functioning as family control. Then there is the Soviet State, where again family is not supposed to exist, and the State controls every individual direct, mechanically, as the great religious States, such as early Egypt, may have controlled every individual direct, through priestly surveillance and ritual.


  Now the question is, do we want to go back, or forward, to any of these forms of State control? Do we want to be like the Romans under the Empire, or even under the Republic? Do we want to be, as far as our family and our freedom is concerned, like the Greek citizens of a City State in Hellas? Do we want to imagine ourselves in a strange priest-controlled ritual-fulfilled condition of the earlier Egyptians? Do we want to be bullied by a Soviet?


  For my part, I have to say NO! every time. And having said it, we have to come back and consider the famous saying, that perhaps the greatest contribution to the social life of man made by Christianity is  marriage. Christianity brought marriage into the world: marriage as we know it. Christianity established the little autonomy of the family within the greater rule of the State. Christianity made marriage in some respects inviolate, not to be violated by the State. It is marriage, perhaps, which had given man the best of his freedom, given him his little kingdom of his own within the big kingdom of the State, given him his foothold of independence on which to stand and resist an unjust State. Man and wife, a king and queen with one or two subjects, and a few square yards of territory of their own: this, really, is marriage. It is a true freedom because it is a true fulfilment, for man, woman, and children.


  Do we then want to break marriage? If we do break it, it means we all fall to a far greater extent under the direct sway of the State. Do we want to fall under direct sway of the State, any State? For my part, I don’t.


  And the Church created marriage by making it a sacrament, a sacrament of man and woman united in the sex communion, and never to be separated, except by death. And even when separated by death, still not freed from the marriage. Marriage, as far as the individual went, eternal. Marriage, making one complete body out of two incomplete ones, and providing for the complex development of the man’s soul and the woman’s soul in unison, throughout a lifetime. Marriage sacred and inviolable, the great way of earthly fulfilment for man and woman, in unison, under the spiritual rule of the Church.


  This is Christianity’s great contribution to the life of man, and it is only too easily overlooked. Is it, or is it not, a great step in the direction of life-fulfilment, for men and women? Is it, or is it not? Is marriage a great help to the fulfilment of man and woman, or is it a frustration? It is a very important question indeed, and every man and woman must answer it.


  If we are to take the Nonconformist, Protestant idea of ourselves: that we are all isolated individual souls, and our supreme business is to save our own souls; then marriage surely is a hindrance. If I am only out to save my own soul, I’d better leave marriage alone. As the monks and hermits knew. But also, if I am only out to save other people’s souls, I had also best leave marriage alone, as the apostles knew, and the preaching saints.


  But supposing I am neither bent on saving my own soul nor other people’s souls? Supposing Salvation seems incomprehensible to me, as I confess it does. ‘Being saved’ seems to me just jargon, the jargon of self-conceit. Supposing, then, that I cannot see this Saviour and Salvation stuff, supposing that I see the soul as something which must be developed and fulfilled throughout a lifetime, sustained and nourished, developed and further fulfilled to the very end; what then?


  Then I realize that marriage, or something like it, is essential, and that the old Church knew best the enduring needs of man, beyond the spasmodic needs of today and yesterday. The Church established marriage for life, for the fulfilment of the soul’s living life, not postponing it till the after-death.


  The old Church knew that life is here our portion, to be lived, to be lived in fulfilment. The stern rule of Benedict, the wild flights of Francis of Assisi, these were coruscations in the steady heaven of the church. The rhythm of life itself was preserved by the Church hour by hour, day by day, season by season, year by year, epoch by epoch, down among the people, and the wild coruscations were accommodated to this permanent rhythm. We feel it, in the south, in the country, when we hear the jangle of the bells at dawn, at noon, at sunset, marking the hours with the sound of mass or prayers. It is the rhythm of the daily sun. We feel it in the festivals, the procession, Christmas, the Three Kings, Easter, Pentecost, St John’s day, All Saints, All Souls. This is the wheeling of the year, the movement of the sun through solstice and equinox, the coming of the seasons, the going of the seasons. And it is the inward rhythm of man and woman, too, the sadness of Lent, the delight of Easter, the wonder of Pentecost, the fires of St John, the candles on the graves of All Souls, the lit-up tree of Christmas, all representing kindled rhythmic emotions in the souls of men and women. And men experience the great rhythm of emotion man-wise, women experience it woman-wise, and in the unison of men and women it is complete.


  Augustine said that God created the universe new every day: and to the living, emotional soul, this is true. Every dawn dawns upon an entirely new universe, every Easter lights up an entirely new glory of a new world opening in utterly new flower. And the soul of man and the soul of woman is new in the same way, with the infinite delight of life and the ever-newness of life. So a man and a woman are new to one another throughout a lifetime, in the rhythm of marriage that matches the rhythm of the year.


  Sex is the balance of male and female in the universe, the attraction, the repulsion, the transit of neutrality, the new attraction, the new repulsion, always different, always new. The long neuter spell of Lent, when the blood is low, and the delight of the Easter kiss, the sexual revel of spring, the passion of midsummer, the slow recoil, revolt, and grief of autumn, greyness again, then the sharp stimulus of winter, of the long nights. Sex goes through the rhythm of the year, in man and woman, ceaselessly changing: the rhythm of the sun in his relation to the earth. Oh
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