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 About The Modern Library

The Modern Library has played a significant role in American cultural life for the better part of a century. The series was founded in 1917 by the publishers Boni and Liveright and eight years later acquired by Bennett Cerf and Donald Klopfer. It provided the foundation for their next publishing venture, Random House. The Modern Library has been a staple of the American book trade, providing readers with affordable hardbound editions of important works of literature and thought. For the Modern Library's seventy-fifth anniversary, Random House redesigned the series, restoring as its emblem the running torch-bearer created by Lucian Bernhard in 1925 and refurbishing jackets, bindings, and type, as well as inaugurating a new program of selecting titles. The Modern Library continues to provide the world's best books, at the best prices.
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About the Book

Lady Chatterley’s Lover was inspired by the long-standing affair between Frieda, Lawrence’s aristocratic German wife, and an Italian peasant who eventually became her third husband; Lawrence’s struggle with sexual impotence; and the circumstances of his and Frieda’s courtship and the early years of their marriage. 

Constance Chatterley, married to an aristocrat and mine owner whose war wounds have left him paralyzed and impotent, has an affair with Mellors, a gamekeeper, becomes pregnant, and considers abandoning her husband. One of the seminal class novels of the century, it was considered flagrantly pornographic when first published in 1928. The book also exists in two other, completely different versions: The First Lady Chatterley and John Thomas and Lady Jane. Lawrence considered Lady Chatterley’s Lover to be definitive, and the one least likely to be prosecuted, and although its early banning proved him wrong, a famous obscenity trial some three decades after his death in 1930 finally cleared it for wider dissemination. 
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D. H. LAWRENCE

D. H. Lawrence was born on September 11, 1885, in Eastwood, Nottinghamshire, England. His father was a coal miner, his mother a former lace worker and unsuccessful haberdasher. He began school just before the age of four, but respiratory illness and a weak constitution forced him to remain home intermittently. Two months before his sixteenth birthday, He went to work as a clerk in a badly ventilated factory that made medical supplies, and eventually contracted pneumonia. After a long convalescence, he got a job as a student teacher, but privately he resolved to become a poet. He began writing seriously in 1906 and entered University College, Nottingham, to earn his teacher’s certificate. Two years later he started teaching elementary school full time. He published his first poems in the English Review in 1909. When he contracted pneumonia a second time, he gave up teaching. 

His first two novels, The White Peacock and The Trespasser, were published in 1911 and 1912. About three weeks after the publication of The Trespasser, he left England with Frieda Weekley, née von Richthofen, the German wife of Ernest Weekley, a British linguist who had been his French and German instructor at University College. He wrote the final version of his autobiographical novel Sons and Lovers (1913)—begun when his mother was dying of cancer in 1910—during their yearlong courtship in Germany and Italy. It was immediately recognized as the first great modern restatement of the oedipal drama, but, like most of Lawrence’s novels during his lifetime, sold poorly. They married in London in July 1914, immediately after Frieda’s divorce became final, and lived peripatetically and in relative poverty. 

They spent World War I in England, a country they both essentially disliked, and endured a series of clumsy surveillance and harassment campaigns by local police because of her nationality (several of her relatives were diplomats, statesmen, and politicians, and she was a distant cousin of Manfred von Richthofen, the “Red Baron”) and his apparent lack of patriotism (among other charges, The Prussian Officer, a collection of stories, published in November 1914, several months after Great Britain entered the war, was considered politically and morally offensive by conservative booksellers). Exempt from active service because of his health, he wrote The Rainbow and Women in Love, arguably his two greatest novels. The former was seized and burned by the police for indecency in November 1915, two months after publication; Lawrence was unable to find a publisher for the latter until six years later. Composition of these two novels coincided with bouts of erratic behavior in Lawrence that bordered on mental instability, sexual confusion and experimentation that threatened to undermine his marriage, and endless health reversals, including a diagnosis of tuberculosis. Twilight in Italy, a collection of acerbic travel essays believed by some to show a sympathy for fascism that became more explicit in, for example, his novel The Plumed Serpent (1926), was published in 1916. He recorded the vicissitudes of his marriage in an autobiographical poem cycle, Look! We Have Come Through (1917). 

The Lawrences departed for Europe in late 1919 and spent most of the next two years in Italy and Germany. The Lost Girl, a novel, was published in 1920 and received the James Tait Black Memorial Prize the following year, which also saw the publication of Movements in European History, a text for schoolchildren; Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious, an anti-Freudian tract; Tortoises, a collection of poems; Sea and Sardinia, a travel book; and, belatedly, Women in Love. Early in 1922 he and Frieda went around the world by boat. They visited Ceylon, lived in Australia for a month and a half, and in the summer sailed to America, where they settled in New Mexico. Aaron’s Rod, a novel; Fantasia of the Unconscious, am sequel to Psychoanalysis and the Unconscious; and England, My England, a collection of stories, were published that year. In the spring of 1923, after moving to Mexico, he and Frieda separated temporarily. He toured the western United States and briefly returned to Mexico; she moved to London. Kangaroo, his novel of Australia, and Birds, Beasts, and Flowers, a collection of poems, were published in the fall. He returned to Frieda in the winter. They went to New Mexico again in the spring of 1924; he suffered bouts of influenza, malaria, and typhoid fever the next year. The Lawrences eventually resettled in Italy in 1926. 

He began writing his last novel, Lady Chatterley’s Lover, in 1926. It was published two years later and banned in England and the United States as pornographic. An avid amateur painter, a selection of his paintings—grossly rendered, full-figured representational nudes—was exhibited in London in 1929. The show was raided on July 5 by the police, who removed thirteen of the canvases. Lawrence coincidentally suffered a violent tubercular hemorrhage in Italy the same day. He went to Bavaria to undergo a cure—it was unsuccessful—and in 1930 entered a sanatorium in Vence, France, where treatment similarly failed. He died in a villa in Vence on the night of March 2, a half year short of his forty-fifth birthday, and was buried in a local cemetery. His body was eventually disinterred and cremated, and his ashes transported to Frieda Lawrence’s ranch outside Taos, New Mexico. In addition to numerous plays, collections of poetry, and other, lesser known works published during his lifetime, his novels The Virgin and the Gypsy and Mr. Noon were published posthumously. 



Conway, Massachusetts
January 15, 1959

DEAR MR. ROSSET:


You have asked my opinion of the frequently repeated charge that Lawrence’s Lady Chatterley’s Lover is obscene and should not be published. The copy of the book you have sent me makes it easy to reply because the printed text has been expurgated and the expurgated material has been supplied in interleaved typewritten pages. The result is that the case against the book, as one censor saw it, is spelled out in the most explicit way. It is not an impressive case. What has been excluded, as one can see simply by thumbing through the pages, is any passage which contains one of the old, familiar, four-letter Anglo-Saxon words which we all know but which the hypocrisy of censorship pretends we don’t, or any passage which describes the commonplace facts of sexual intercourse, or any passage which attempts to penetrate the mystery of human love which, as Yeats unanswerably puts it, has “raised its mansion in/The place of excrement.” No one, I think, could read through this cut and mended volume without concluding that the expurgated book is much more nearly obscene than the book as written which is not obscene at all in any meaningful sense. The book as expurgated is suggestive. The book as written is forthright and unashamed and honest. Only those to whom words can be impure per se, or those to whom “certain subjects” cannot be mentioned in print though they are constantly mentioned in life, or those to whom the fundamental and moving facts of human experience are “nasty” could conclude on the evidence of the text itself that Lady Chatterley’s Lover, as Lawrence wrote it, is obscene. 

For the test of obscenity, in good law and in good sense, is Judge Woolsey’s test in the Ulysses case: dirt for dirt’s sake. And there is no dirt for dirt’s sake in Lady Chatterley’s Lover. The purpose of the book is manifestly pure: pure as being the high purpose of a serious artist; pure as being the cleansing purpose of a social reformer who hates lechery and sexual morbidity as he hates the devil himself. Lawrence’s purpose here is the cleansing purpose of freeing humanity from the domination, which seemed to him evil, of the abstract intellect and sterile will by a return to the natural life of the body and the senses. His enemies are hypocrisy and intellectualism and sham. His admiration is for wholeness and awareness and life. One may or may not agree with Lawrence’s estimate of the saving power of the senses and of natural sex in particular, or with his judgment of the destroying power of “the life of the mind,” but it is impossible to question honestly the purity of his motive. 

And there is the further fact, which is highly relevant, as the Courts have held, that Lady Chatterley’s Lover is not only a work of serious purpose but also a work of high achievement. Whether it is as great a novel as some critics thought when it was first published is arguable. The characters are sometimes symbols rather than human beings and the propaganda purpose occasionally shows through. Also there is a cloudiness in the intention which must be set down as a defect. One is never left in doubt as to what Lawrence is against in the modern, industrialized world but it is less clear what he is advocating in its stead. But in spite of these reservations no responsible critic would deny the book a place as one of the most important works of fiction of the century, and no reader of any kind could undertake to express an opinion about the literature of the time or about the spiritual history that literature expresses without making his peace in one way or another with D. H. Lawrence and with this work. 

May I congratulate you on Mark Schorer’s introduction which you plan to publish. I am not sure, as the above suggests, that I agree with all his judgments but I am certain this is one of the most illuminating works of criticism I have read in a long time. 

truly yours 

ARCHIBALD MACLEISH



Introduction 
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by Mark Schorer 



I 

Lady Chatterley’s Lover came into being under the umbrella pines of an Italian wood where Lawrence liked to sit writing beside a spring of San Eusebio, before the cave where the saint had lived. The air was golden, wild flowers embroidered the ground, nightingales sang to him. He wrote: “Civilized society is insane.” He had put himself at last as far as possible “outside the mad world” in order to deliver this last judgment upon it, and yet, writing his condemnation of industrial society in the peace of this Tuscan pinèta, he was also closing a circle. 

As is known to all who read, D. H. Lawrence was born, the son of a coal miner and a schoolteacher, in the village of Eastwood in the English midlands of Nottinghamshire where they edge on Derbyshire. What the life of that countryside was like at the end of the last and the beginning of the present century, and what Lawrence’s youth, lived in that countryside, was like, is best told in his novel Sons and Lovers. The background of that novel, as of his first, The White Peacock, is a slow cultural convulsion about to reach its end, a convulsion in which the ancient pastoralism of the yeoman way of life yields to the new mechanization of the industrial way of life, and in which, incidentally, a lovely landscape yields itself to an iron horror. What was lovely and peaceful in that older life and landscape was Lawrence’s peculiar treasure; what was ugly and new, his special anathema. Just before his death (and very shortly after he had published Lady Chatterley’s Lover), as with a gasp of nearly desperate nostalgia, he wrote to a boyhood friend, J. D. Chambers, the younger brother of that girl “Miriam” who is at the center of the conflict in Sons and Lovers. 


Dear David,—


I hardly recognized you as J. D.—and you must be a man now, instead of a thin little lad with very fair hair. Ugh, what a gap in time! it makes me feel scared. 

Whatever I forget, I shall never forget the Haggs—I loved it so. I loved to come to you all, it really was a new life began in me there. The water-pippin by the door—those maiden-blush roses that Flower would lean over and eat and Trip floundering round.—And stewed figs for tea in winter, and in August green stewed apples. Do you still have them? Tell your mother I never forget, no matter where life carries us.—And does she still blush if somebody comes and finds her in a dirty white apron? Or doesn’t she wear work-aprons any more? Oh, I’d love to be nineteen again, and coming up through the Warren and catching the first glimpse of the buildings. Then I’d sit on the sofa under the window, and we’d crowd round the little table to tea, in that tiny little kitchen I was so at home in. 

Son’ tempi passati, cari miei! quanto cari, non saprete mai!—I could never tell you in English how much it all meant to me, how I still feel about it. 

If there is anything I can ever do for you, do tell me.—Because whatever else I am, I am somewhere still the same Bert who rushed with such joy to the Haggs. 


This recollection is in sharp contrast to a fresher one that appears in the second version of Lady Chatterley. There, late in the novel, Lawrence has his lovers go to the Eastwood country; they meet in the church at Hucknall where “the pinch of dust that was Byron’s heart” (Byron, “that fat lad”!) is enshrined, and they survey the old Lawrence landscape—Haggs Farm now deserted, Felley Mill still and abandoned, everything “dead as Nineveh,” all life sacrificed to “coal and iron.” This bitterly personal scene disappears from the final version of the novel, but here we have a comparable episode in the long motor trip that Constance Chatterley makes through Derbyshire: 


The car ploughed uphill through the long squalid straggle of Tevershall, the blackened brick dwellings, the black slate roofs glistening their sharp edges, the mud black with coal-dust, the pavements wet and black. It was as if dismalness had soaked through and through everything. The utter negation of natural beauty, the utter negation of the gladness of life, the utter absence of the instinct for shapely beauty which every bird and beast has, the utter death of the human intuitive faculty was appalling. The stacks of soap in the grocers’ shops, the rhubarb and lemons in the greengrocers’! the awful hats in the milliners’! all went by ugly, ugly, ugly, followed by the plaster-and-gilt horror of the cinema with its wet picture announcements, “A Woman’s Love” . . . Tevershall! That was Tevershall! Merrie England! Shakespeare’s England! No, but the England of to-day, as Connie had realized since she had come to live in it. It was producing a new race of mankind, over-conscious in the money and social and political side, on the spontaneous, intuitive side dead,—but dead! Half-corpses, all of them: but with a terrible insistent consciousness in the other half. There was something uncanny and underground about it all. It was an underworld. . . . This is history. One England blots out another. 


Constance Chatterley’s drive, we may assume, duplicates in fact and feeling a drive through the same countryside that Lawrence made in 1925. “Been motoring all over my well-known Derbyshire,” he wrote mildly enough to Martin Secker. “But I can’t look at the body of my past, the spirit seems to have flown.” The Lawrences had been living above Taos and in Oaxaca; now they had paused in England on their way to Italy again. For a few months they settled at Spotorno (where Angelo Ravagli, the “Tenente” of Lawrence’s letters, was their landlord). Lawrence was weary and felt no incentive to write a long book, but he did, during this period, write in its rough form the novelette, The Virgin and the Gypsy, which returns him to the English setting and is in some ways a thematic anticipation of Lady Chatterley as well. Then they moved south to Florence and the Villa Mirenda. In the summer of 1926 they made one more visit to England, and late in that year, after the composition of Lady Chatterley was well under way, Lawrence wrote to Rolf Gardiner about this visit. In this letter he tells Gardiner in explicit detail of the familiar landmarks in Eastwood and its environs—the houses in which he lived as a boy, Haggs Farm and Felley Mill and other places that had figured prominently in the first half dozen novels and in so many of his stories. “That’s the country of my heart,” he writes; but painfully, for he concludes as follows: 


I was at my sister’s in September, and we drove round—I saw the miners—and pickets—and policemen—it was like a spear through one’s heart. I tell you, we’d better buck up and do something for the England to come, for they’ve pushed the spear through the side of my England. 


What he could do for “the England to come” was to write Lady Chatterley, and we are reminded of a letter from as far back as 1913: 


Pray to your gods for me that Sons and Lovers shall succeed. People should begin to take me seriously now. And I do so break my heart over England when I read the New Machiavelli. And I am so sure that only through a readjustment between men and women, and a making free and healthy of this sex, will she get out of her present atrophy. Oh, Lord, and if I don’t “subdue my art to a metaphysic,” as somebody very beautifully said of Hardy, I do write because I want folk—English folk—to alter, and have more sense. 


Fourteen years after his death, his widow said of Lawrence and Lady Chatterley and the English people, “he spoke out of them and for them, there in Tuscany, where the different culture of another race gave the impetus to his work.” 

Between the cottage on Walker Street in Eastwood, or Haggs Farm outside it, and the Villa Mirenda outside Florence, lay a long history. In that history, three items loom large: Lawrence’s marriage to Frieda von Richthofen, the First World War, and travels all over the globe. His marriage is one of the most exploited subjects in our memoir literature, and all one need say of it here is that, whatever stresses it may have undergone, it had more of blessedness, and that without that blessedness, the lyrical portions of Lady Chatterley, which comprise a great hymn to true marriage, could not have been written. Lawrence’s personal experiences in the war are the subject of the chapter called “The Nightmare” in the novel, Kangaroo, and the atmosphere of the war and of a war-made world hangs over all his works from 1916 on but is most prominent in the quality of that social world that threatens the lyrical world of Lady Chatterley, for Lawrence felt as early as 1916 what we all feel today, “the violence of the nightmare released now into the general air.” The travels (southern and central Europe, the Far East, Australia, the United States and Mexico, Europe again) not only provided him with a series of settings through which his novels make their march and so lead him to their end at the Villa Mirenda, but also provided him with images of utopia (always smashed) that would give him the community relationship that he sometimes desperately felt he needed. It was only when he gave up that hope, and the programs that his novels sometimes developed out of that hope, that he could have come to rest in Lady Chatterley, where there is no program at all, only the inspired plea that the human being become what he already is, that is, human. The journey from the humanity and the inhumanity of his youth, to his discovery at the end of the essentially human as it could be defined in drama against that background—this is another circle that his last novel closes. 

There were times in Lawrence’s career when the whole beautiful line of it, as it was finally drawn, threatened to blow up completely. After the purely autobiographical novel, Sons and Lovers, Lawrence wrote his two most complex works, The Rainbow and Women in Love. These were novels that attempted to seize directly on the psychic realities. They end with regenerate heroes who have experienced visions of human felicity for which they can find no place either in this world or in the realistic convention of the novel. Then begins a period for which bitter, surely, is a mild word—bitter, galled, the withers wrung. And yet, in this period, where Lawrence tries to bring his characters into vital social relationships, we are at the center of the most fascinating and alarming elements in Lawrence, the artist. 

Aaron’s Rod (the novel that, in its first paragraph, announces the end of the war, the violence released now into the general air) was published in 1922, the year of Mussolini’s coup d’état; Kangaroo, in 1923; The Plumed Serpent, in January 1926. Unable to see any but negative virtues (that is, vices) in democracy, which seemed to Lawrence a means of freeing the individual to mediocrity and a numbed anxiety only, he was still fairly desperate to find some means of satisfying what he himself called his “societal impulse” and of making his novels end positively in this world. So he turned to undemocratic ideas, a part of the violence released now; and in these three novels, in three different ways, tried them out to see if they would work either for the novel or for life. They did not. This is the imaginative test of theoretical abstraction, and Lawrence’s greatness of mind shows in the necessity he felt to reject the abstraction when it would not work for the imagination. The first two of these novels are fragmentary, implosive structures because the author, while he cannot prove the abstraction right, is unwilling to let his story prove it wrong and so lets the story jar to a stop in negation. The third is a unified work because the lives of the characters, in the actualities of the plot, prove that the abstraction is merely abstract, that is, wrong, and the novel ends in its rejection. 

Aaron’s Rod presents Lawrence in the character of Lilly, who assures Aaron Sisson that he will not find himself until he finds a greater man to whom he can submit his partial individuality; but in the end, Lilly can produce no such leader, not even himself. In Kangaroo, Lawrence puts himself in Aaron’s position, as the man who seeks the leader; but, confronted by the alternative of the socialist, Struthers, and the fascist, Kangaroo, the Lawrentian hero departs for America, where he hopes to find a more plausible choice. Then, in The Plumed Serpent, Lawrence tries still another device: he transforms his seeker into a woman, a jaded European who has severed her connections with her own social past and seeks fulfillment in Mexico through the leadership of two men who are trying to institutionalize a primitive religion which is not in the least unlike Lawrence’s own religion of “the dark gods”; but it will not work. As the two leaders fail her, so she fails them, and discovers, with Lawrence, that there are two kinds of power: the power to dominate others, and the power to fulfill oneself. “The leader-cum-follower relationship is a bore,” Lawrence wrote then, in a letter. “And the new relationship will be some sort of tenderness, sensitive, between men and men, and between men and women.” Lady Chatterley’s Lover, and last novel, was first to be called Tenderness. 

This is the final Lawrence, the Lawrence who kicked out, although with a dragging reluctance, the hypothetical fragments that he had tried to shore against the world’s ruin and his own, and who was determined to attempt still to be free in the actualities of human relationship. He was an artist who had gone through a purgatorial period that sought escapes from freedom, and then settled with small content and no complacency into the paradise that knows what freedom is, or at least where it begins. This is the paradise that is allowed to human life when human beings can recognize that after all the sweat for something else, for something either more or less, the value of life exists in the act of living; that living means full living, or the life of the full and not the partial self, the self that realizes its powers rather than the self that seeks power or submits to it. And this is, after all, the beginning of the true democracy, as it is of the true marriage, because it is total integration, and therefore makes possible the only creative spontaneity, even though that be in isolation, in an Italian wood. 

At the Villa Mirenda—a great square block of whitish-gray stone that stands, like the typical farm villa of Tuscany, alone on its hill, its clusters of cypresses thrusting up blackly green against the blue, its fields and vineyards falling away from it in all directions, and the matchstick dwellings of the contadini scattered here and there among the fields—here, the Lawrences saw few people. Chiefly they had the peasants and themselves. One reason that they took the place was because this was “a region of no foreigners.” Lawrence knew quite well what he was facing (“Have you built your ship of death, oh, have you?”) and he was trying to face it. “. . . people don’t mean much to me, especially casuals; them I’d rather be without,” he wrote; and, “the Florence society is no menace.” He did not want what he could have, and he could not have what he felt that he needed. He took his isolation, then, with small content and no complacency. In July of 1926 he wrote to Rolf Gardiner as follows: 

I believe we are mutually a bit scared. I of weird movements, and you of me. I don’t know why. But if you are in London even for a couple of days after the 30th, do come and see us, and we can talk a little, nervously. No, I shall ask you questions like a doctor of a patient he knows nothing about. 

But I should like to come to Yorkshire, I should like even to try to dance a sword-dance with ironstone miners above Whitby. I should love to be connected with something, with some few people, in something. As far as anything matters, I have always been very much alone, and regretted it. But I can’t belong to clubs, or societies, or Freemasons, or any other damn thing. So if there is, with you, an activity I can belong to, I shall thank my stars. But, of course, I shall be wary beyond words, of committing myself. 

Everything needs a beginning, though—and I shall be very glad to abandon my rather meaningless isolation, and join in with some few other men, if I can. If only, in the dirty solution of this world, some new little crystal will begin to form. 


And even after he had finished the second version of Lady Chatterley (and among the truths that this novel most forcibly urges is the meaning and the necessity of isolation), he could still write as follows to Dr. Trigant Burrow: 


I suffer badly from being so cut off. But what is one to do? One can’t link up with the social unconscious. At times, one is forced to be essentially a hermit. I don’t want to be. But anything else is either a personal tussle, or a money tussle; sickening: except, of course, just for ordinary acquaintance, which remains acquaintance. One has no real human relations—that is so devastating. 


Better to have no social relationships at all than to have them and pretend that they are real! So he wrote disgustedly to Huxley of Beethoven, whose letters he was reading, “always in love with somebody when he wasn’t really, and wanting contacts when he didn’t really—part of the crucifixion into isolated individuality—poveri noi.” Every future holds only one final fact, and what Lawrence loved about Villa Mirenda was that it served to school him in that ultimate isolation. 


I never know what people mean when they complain of loneliness.

To be alone is one of life’s greatest delights, thinking one’s own thoughts,

doing one’s own little jobs, seeing the world beyond and feeling oneself uninterrupted in the rooted connection with the centre of all things. 


In those barely furnished rooms, in that quiet country landscape, the rooted connection might yet be found. 


There is nothing to save, now all is lost,

but a tiny core of stillness in the heart

like the eye of a violet. 


Violets grew there in profusion, and Lawrence was dying among them. He was ill much of the time at the Mirenda, and his was an illness that could only be alleviated, not cured. If illness and the image of a black ship lay under his isolation, they affected in a curious way Lawrence’s attitude toward his work. During the months at Spotorno, after the English visit of 1925, he wrote only a few stories, his longest effort being that piece about an English girl called The Virgin and the Gypsy, which is preparatory to Lady Chatterley. At Villa Mirenda, the lethargic indifference, a weary kind of rest after all the high-strung battles, grew in him. He wrote his British publisher: 


In the real summer, I always lose interest in literature and publications. The cicadas rattle away all day in the trees, the girls sing, cutting the corn with sickles, the sheaves of wheat lie all afternoon like people dead asleep in the heat. E più non si frega. I don’t work, except at an occasional scrap of an article. I don’t feel much like doing a book, of any sort. Why do any more books? There are so many, and such a small demand for what there are. So why add to the burden, and waste one’s vitality over it. 


But news of the General Strike in England renewed the images of iron and of an “underground humanity” in his mind. 


I feel bad about that strike. Italian papers say:
“The government will maintain an iron resistance.” Since the war, I’ve no belief in iron resistances. Flesh and blood and a bit of wisdom can do quite enough resisting and a bit of adjusting into the bargain—and with iron one only hurts oneself and everybody. Damn iron! 


Then, once more, with the visit to England in the summer of 1926, mere images of iron became the monstrous realities of the senses, and soon after his return to Italy, he writes, “I’ve nearly done my novel.” 

II 

The story of Lady Chatterley’s Lover is among the simplest that Lawrence devised: Constance Chatterley, the frustrated wife of an aristocratic mine owner who has been wounded in the war and left paralyzed and impotent, is drawn to his gamekeeper, the misanthropic son of a miner, becomes pregnant by him, and hopes at the end of the book to be able to divorce her husband and leave her class for a life with the other man. Through all his career Lawrence had been concerned with the general theme of this book—the violation or the fulfillment of individuality in relationship—and many times he had handled the theme in the concrete terms here presented where fulfillment involves the crossing either of class or cultural lines, and often of both, where violation results from resisting this necessity. The familiar construction, then, is of a woman in a relatively superior social situation who is drawn to an “outsider” (a man of lower social rank or a foreigner) and either resists her impulse or yields to it. The two possibilities are embodied, of course, and respectively, in the situation into which Lawrence was born and in the situation into which he married. Inevitably, it became a favorite situation of his fiction. 

Among the short stories, one might mention five as clear illustrations: one of his juvenile works, A Fragment of Stained Glass, deals with a medieval serf who flees his bondage with a miller’s daughter; in The Daughters of the Vicar, one daughter chooses to defy her family in order to marry a miner; in The Shades of Spring, a Miriam-like girl reveals to her old, poetic lover that a gamekeeper has taken his place; in Mother and Daughter, the daughter chooses to upset her mother’s values and her own by committing the absurdity of going off with an Armenian known to the mother as “the Turkish Delight”; in None of That, an enormously wealthy daughter of the jazz age invites an involvement (to her destruction) with a Mexican bullfighter. 

Among the novelettes, one might again mention five. In The Fox, a constrictive relationship between two girls is shattered by the intrusion of a farmer-soldier and his passion for one of them; in The Ladybird, an aristocratic Englishwoman yields to a mysterious central European, Dionys Psanek; in St. Mawr, Mrs. Witt and her daughter Lou are attracted by a Welsh groom and a half-breed Navajo; in The Princess, a New England virgin wishes to yield to a Mexican guide and discovers only too late that she cannot truly yield; in The Virgin and the Gypsy, an English virgin yields to a gypsy. 

From the ten novels, we can once more chose five, although the situation is omnipresent. There is Lady Chatterley’s Lover itself. In Sons and Lovers, the parental situation is not only an obvious example but the archetype. In The Lost Girl, a middle-class English girl leaves the comforts ( and depredations ) of home for a rigorous life with an Italian peasant. In The Plumed Serpent, Kate Forrester, a refined European, yields (temporarily) to the intellectual leadership of one Mexcican and the physical leadership of another. And in the very first novel, The White Peacock, the situation not only presents itself in the Lettie-George relationship, but a gamekeeper, Annable, appears briefly but volubly as the earliest version of Parkin-Mellors, the gamekeeper of the last novel. 

Such a catalogue as this takes two risks: it suggests a limited imaginative range, and it seems to denigrate the subject by a tone of frivolity. Neither risk is serious, for the theme itself, however baldly one may state the situations that embody it, is pushed into every area that concerns us most seriously in this century. Lady Chatterley’s Lover, like everything that Lawrence wrote, is an affirmation of life values as against the mechanization of human nature. This, his general subject matter, may be broken down into two major themes; the relation of men and women, and the relation of men and machines. In the works as they are written, the two are one, and his most subtle and penetrating perception, the knowledge that social and psychological conflicts are identical, is so firmly integrated in the structure of his books that it is almost foolhardy to speak of his having two themes when in fact he had one vision. But a vision has both a background and a foreground, and one may say, perhaps without distortion, that the men and machines relationship is the background, the man and woman relationship, the foreground. This division does not mean that the first determines the second, for it would be just as true to say that the second determines the first. They are, in fact, inextricable. We might say that one provides the scene, and the other, the drama enacted on that scene. 

Who was Annable? One must remind oneself of the British novel as it was in the year 1911 to recognize what an extraordinary figure he is, standing there so clearly from the beginning, in that first novel, written when Lawrence was a very young man. Whether he had some prototype in actuality we will probably never know, and it is of no importance that we should know; certainly he had none in fiction. What is important is simply to observe that he was uniquely there—there from the beginning in Lawrence’s imagination as the figure who asserts that modern civilized society is insane, and who without compromise rejects it. Nothing that one might say of ideas of primitivism and of the natural man as these had been used in the writing of the two preceding centuries would in any way reduce his uniqueness. 


He was a man of one idea:—that all civilization was the painted fungus of rottenness. He hated any sign of culture. I won his respect one afternoon when he found me trespassing in the woods because I was watching some maggots at work in a dead rabbit. That led us to a discussion of life. He was a thorough materialist—he scorned religion and all mysticism. He spent his days sleeping, making intricate traps for weasels and men, putting together a gun, or doing some amateur forestry, cutting down timber, splitting it in logs for use in the hall, and planting young trees. When he thought, he reflected on the decay of mankind—the decline of the human race into folly and weakness and rottenness. “Be a good animal, true to your animal instinct,” was his motto. With all this, he was fundamentally very unhappy—and he made me also wretched. 


Annable’s difficulty is that he is not only an animal (as his name is not quite that word), but also a human being with a civilized experience behind him. The son of a prosperous father, he had been enrolled at Cambridge, had taken orders and served as curate to a fashionable rector, and had married (unhappily, in the end) a lady; yet now he lives in brutish squalor, amid a swarm of soiled children and a slatternly, illiterate woman, and strives not to lift his mind above these chosen circumstances. He does not manage to survive his choice. Yet he serves his function in providing a kind of choral emphasis in a novel that is concerned with the thinning out of human relationship amid a general deterioration of life. He serves no less to emphasize Lawrence’s success in developing the character and situation of his last gamekeeper. His success with this figure is Lawrence’s vindication of his crude attempt with Annable, just as it is the payment of his longstanding debt to the humanity of his own father. This is not so much a matter of psychological as it is of aesthetic maturity; Lawrence had found precisely the way that he wished to speak. For if Lady Chatterley’s Lover concludes a long thematic history, it concludes no less a history of forms. 

Lawrence was, of course, three things: he was a man in search of a life; he was a prophet in search of a revelation; and he was an artist in search of a convention. The first formed the second, and the second created the problems of the third, but it is only the third, finally—or the third as containing the others—that we can with much profit consider in the name either of criticism or of thought. 

In a recent enthusiastic book on Lawrence by an Anglican priest who writes under the name of Father Tiverton, we are shown that the spirit of Lawrence’s work was not at all inimical to much that is central in Christian thought, and also that this spirit makes him the kind of artist that he is. And how simply Father Tiverton puts it! “He reached the point in imaginative being at which the preacher and the poet coincide, since the poem is the sermon.” The whole poem, of course, or the whole story, or the whole novel, not any set of extractable words or scenes that exist only as a portion of those wholes. This primary axiom of all reading and all criticism applies nowhere more drastically than to Lady Chatterley’s Lover. 

To reach the point where the preacher and the poet coincide formally was not a simple matter. We have already observed something of Lawrence’s intellectual progress, how in novel after novel, the imaginative test qualifies the theoretical conviction. Thus Lawrence’s mind constantly moved as each novel shrugged off its predecessor, at the same time that his techniques moved through a wide range of fascinating experimentation (still almost entirely unexamined by criticism) in his attempt to accommodate what was theoretically dear to him to the dearer forms of fiction. In both the broadest and the most special sense, Lawrence is first of all the artist: he gives primacy to the “living tissue” of imaginative experience and his craft is constantly moving and moving always on a dynamic base. 

All this is to say nothing at all about those sporadic bursts of “genius” (“A great genius, but no artist,” runs the cliché) that even the unfriendliest critics grant, those “fitful and profound insights” that even Mr. Eliot, for example, finds it possible to allow; it is only to say that in the one important way that a man is an artist, Lawrence was an artist: that he knew where his real life was lived. Once this obvious matter can be established (and Father Tiverton went far in doing just that), we can begin to analyze the spurts of genius and their place in the whole art, or even, conceivably, to describe the constant artist. 

Lawrence, the constant artist, made constant demands on the forms of fiction that had not been made in the past. “It is the way our sympathy flows and recoils that really determines our lives,” he wrote in the famous ninth chapter of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. 


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


Among the “things gone dead” (and it is only one) is the conventionalized, the calcified ethic of Christianity, and it was Lawrence’s belief that the human consciousness was capable of regeneration if only it could be led away from the rubble into “new places.” “. . . for wide masses of people,” John Lehmann wrote in 1947, in a plea for a renewal of “the world of love,” 


the Christian symbols as they have known them have ceased to be significant, and their desperate need is to find new symbols—even if those symbols should lead us back to a rediscovery of the central meaning of Christianity, restored through the discarding of outworn and corrupted images, and irrelevant accretions of fact. 


Although Mr. Lehmann himself found the mass of Lawrence’s symbols inadequate to this end, one can argue—and so Father Tiverton argued—that this attempt was precisely Lawrence’s. His wish was to take the sacraments out of their merely institutional bindings and to reassert the sacramental nature of life itself. 


The old Church knew best the enduring needs of man, beyond the spasmodic needs of today and yesterday. . . . For centuries the mass of people lived in the rhythm, under the Church. And it is down in the mass that the roots of religion are eternal. When the mass of a people loses the religious rhythm, that people is dead, without hope. But Protestantism came and gave a great blow to the religious and ritualistic rhythm of the year, in human life. Nonconformity almost finished the deed. Now you have a poor, blind, disconnected people with nothing but politics and bank-holidays to satisfy the eternal human need of living in ritual adjustment to the cosmos in its revolutions. . . . Mankind has got to get back to the rhythm of the cosmos, and the permanence of marriage. 


“I am a profoundly religious man,” Lawrence once said of himself, and when Father Tiverton comes to the concluding point in his discussion, where he wishes to state the central fact about Lawrence’s view and his art, he writes: “I should claim that one of the great virtues of Lawrence was his sense of the ISness rather than the OUGHTness of religion . . . he believed in his dark gods not because they ‘worked,’ but because they were true.” 

But how, in the realistic tradition of the British novel, was the artist to communicate the “ISness of religion”? Of the first three novels, where the content is suited to the realistic convention, Sons and Lovers is successful even though it is in that work that Lawrence discovers that what he wants his work to communicate is a more essential reality than “that hard, violent style full of sensation and presentation” (as Lawrence himself described it) was capable. The Rainbow and Women in Love are his extended attempt at a form that will accomplish this end. The first begins as a traditional family chronicle and ends in a Blakean vision; the second consolidates the visionary and the hallucinatory effects of the first, and they dominate the whole. Neither is a novel in any traditional sense, not even a “psychological novel.” They are psychic dramas in which primary human impulses rather than human personalities struggle and embrace, and they end with heroes who have made a journey of the soul and whose regeneration puts them beyond the conditions of that social world out of which the novel as we have known it has always come and in which it has always been rooted. In Aaron’s Rod and Kangaroo the strenuous formal attempt is relinquished; these are rather rough chronicles of real journeys in which the soul’s journey is discussed but in which no attempt is made to embody its destination in the drama. In The Plumed Serpent, an extremely ambitious work, the myth of the soul’s journey coalesces happily with the primitive Mexican myth that the heroes are attempting to revitalize in Mexican political life and that makes up the bulk of the story; it ends with the European heroine’s conclusion that the Mexican myth may be good for the Mexicans but that it is of small use to her, and she lapses back into the condition of her social world, saying, “But I can fool them so they shan’t find out.” She will take from them what is of use to her, for as long as may be. 

In many of his short stories and in his short novels, Lawrence managed to maintain a realistic framework within which rich symbolic modulations that far transcend realism could be beautifully contained. In the shorter fiction, too, he could break into pure symbolic forms, as in The Woman Who Rode Away, or into splendid fable, as in The Man Who Died. But even as he managed more and more successfully to handle action that in itself was ritualistic and prose that was liturgical, the convention of the realistic novel could not be made wholly to yield. The progress from the first through the third version of Lady Chatterley is the history of an effort to make the events at once maximumly plausible in realistic terms and maximumly meaningful in psychic terms. The result in the third version is a novel in a solid and sustained social context, with a clear and happily developed plot, in which the characters function fully and the author allows them to speak for themselves; at the same time it is a novel in which everything is symbolic, in which “every bush burns,” and which in itself finally forms one great symbol, so that one can easily remember it as one remembers a picture. In the background of this picture black machinery looms cruelly against a darkening sky; in the foreground, hemmed in and yet separate, stands a green wood; in the wood two naked human beings dance. 


III 

The first Lady Chatterley is a relatively short, dark, and above all rough sketch written under the pall of recently experienced English gloom; the second, written after the Etruscan adventure, is much longer and leaps out of the dreariness of the first, with a strong infusion of lyric feeling and natural vitality that must derive from Lawrence’s experience of the brilliantly sensuous tomb paintings at Tarquinia and elsewhere; the third, written after a hard and alarming illness, is about the same length as the second, but there is a sharpening of intellectual issues and a deepening of pathos. These are the large general changes, and if we add to them the fact that in each version as it succeeds an earlier, the treatment of the sexual act becomes more and more explicit, a development as necessary to the achievement of the four qualities just listed as it was to the full dramatization of Lawrence’s theme, we have encompassed the major changes in tone and feeling. At the other end of the scale of revision are thousands of alterations in technical detail, and a systematic analysis of these changes would tell us a great deal about Lawrence the writer, but the place and time for such an analysis is a scholarly monograph that could best be published when all three texts of the novel are available to interested readers. Between these two extremes of revisionary method are a variety of changes in dramatic structure, many of which have been observed by E. W. Tedlock, Jr., in an appendix to his The Frieda Lawrence Collection of D. H. Lawrence Manuscripts (1948). It is in the interest of the present account to observe a few of these. 

Lawrence’s first problem in revision seems to have been to tell his story in such a way as to achieve maximum plausibility within the terms of his own aspiration: he had to make the love of the lady and the gamekeeper convincing, and he had also to give their love a chance for survival in the world as he saw it. If we follow the alterations in the character of the keeper, in the character of Constance, and finally, in the nature of the resolutions, we will be able to see how he achieved his end. 

In all three versions, the gamekeeper (called Parkin in the first two, Mellors in the third) is a man of about forty, a miner’s son who has misanthropically withdrawn from the industrial world into work in the wood. In the first and second versions, he is of medium height, with reddish-brown eyes and a shaggy mustache; in the third, he is taller, with blue eyes. In the first version he is physically strong; in the second, not so strong; in the third, sometimes rather frail. The Parkin of the first version speaks only in the vernacular; the second uses the Derbyshire dialect in scenes of affection and the king’s English when he wishes; Mellors speaks more or less like the second Parkin but is capable of much more conceptual language. The Parkin of the first version has least motivation for his misanthropy but is the most violent in asserting it. He delights in trapping poachers and getting summonses for them; to Mellors, this is an unpleasant part of his work. Where Parkin is positively churlish with Constance, Mellors is ironical and mildly derisive. The first Parkin’s motivation lies in a smashed marriage with a brutish woman; the second Parkin’s motivation lies in the same marriage, but with a background of an awkward sexual trauma that unfits him for any other woman and yet does not fit her for him. In Mellors, the sexual background is amplified but the traumatic experience disappears: he has had love affairs with young women drawn exactly on the models of the Helena and Miriam of Lawrence’s second and third novels—romantic, “spiritual’’ women who offended his manhood, and from these he had turned to the “common” girl, Bertha, whom he married, but who revealed at once a ferocious sexual will under the force of which the marriage passed swiftly into brutish deterioration. From this marriage, Mellors escaped into the world, and the world of gentlemen: he had become an officer’s aide in India. Now, in his cottage, he has books that he can read and talk about, and he is Constance’s equal in all but birth. The original Parkin is something of a clown as well as a boor: “The skirts of his big coat flapped, his brown dog ran at his heels. He was once more going to take the world by the nose. . . . He strode with a grand sort of stride, baggy coat-tails flapping. The son of a man goes forth to war! She smiled to herself grimly.” The second Parkin still has “a rather sticking-out brown mustache,” but “His bearing had a military archness and resistance that was natural to him.” Mellors has not only the military background itself, but, along with “a certain look of frailty,” natural gentility, and when Constance sees him in town, “tall and slender, and so different, in a formal suit of thin dark cloth,” she reflects that “he could go anywhere. He had a native breeding which was really much nicer than the cut-to-pattern class thing.” 

In Constance Chatterley, the changes are perhaps less drastic, but they are no less important to her motivation. In the first version, she has had a certain continental experience but it has hardly made her worldly; in the second version, she has had a continental education; in the third version, she has not only had a continental education but also a series of casual, “intellectual” love affairs before her marriage. She is still “a ruddy, country-looking girl with soft brown hair and a sturdy body, and slow movements, full of unused energy,” but she is also a woman whose experience has equipped her to take the full measure of her world. Her marriage ruined by Clifford’s physical incapacity, she has, in her third figuration, a casual postmarital affair (and is encouraged in this conduct by her friends, her father, even her husband). In the third version, Lawrence introduces the character of Michaelis, a successful, trivial playwright, to put Constance at the very center of the full emptiness of this social-intellectual world. This motivation is of first importance, for it places Mellors and Constance in precisely the same situation: an experienced man and woman, both disillusioned with their experience, both capable of a better experience. With the minimization of the class barrier between Connie and Mellors and the amplification of their similar sexual defeat, Lawrence achieves the psychological realism of the final version. 

If they are ready for one another, they still face the problem of finding a world that is ready for them. As only a glance at the variation in the three endings will show, Lawrence had solved this problem only in part by the alterations that we have already observed. In the first version, where class barriers are strongest, and where Lawrence is still hoping for some social role for his characters, Parkin ends as a worker in a Sheffield steel mill and as the secretary of the local branch of the Communist party. Just before the end, after Constance is shown in an impossible scene in a worker’s home, she and Parkin quarrel, and the likelihood of their finding any way out is small. In the final scene, she hopes to become his wife, simply his wife, living in his terms, sharing his interests, politics included; but our hope for her is small. In the second version, Parkin is no longer a political man and the Sheffield mills are an abomination to him; he plans to leave them for farm work. He is perhaps a little less unwilling to spend some of Connie’s money in order to find a life for themselves, if she is so determined. The novel ends with his promising to “come to Italy” in her wake, when she needs him. But here Lawrence has tried to write out the class barrier by fiat. While Constance is visiting on the Continent, she has this revelation: 


Class is an anachronism. It finished in 1914. Nothing remains but a vast proletariat, including kings, aristocrats, squires, millionaires and working-people, men and women alike. And then a few individuals who have not yet been proletarianised. . . . 

It was a great relief to her that that vague, yet very profound class-mistrust which had lain like a negating serpent at the bottom of her soul, was now gone. Vitally, organically, in the old organic sense of society, there were no more classes. That organic system had collapsed. So she need not have any class-mistrust of Parkin, and he need have none of her. 


This discovery presumably frees them to live in the world as it is, on their terms. The end of the second version is very explicitly uninterested in any retreat to the colonies. It is the world or nothing, this time. “To Connie, the wood where she had known Parkin in the spring had become the image of another world,” but the implication is that she can make that world bloom in this one, probably in Italy. On this subject, Lawrence had taken his personal stand, and interested readers should examine his Autobiographical Sketch, written at this time and published posthumously in Assorted Articles. There he writes: 


Class makes a gulf, across which all the best human flow is lost. It is not exactly the triumph of the middle classes that has made the deadness, but the triumph of the middle-class thing. . . . the middle class is broad and shallow and passionless. Quite passionless. At the best they substitute affection, which is the great middle-class positive emotion. . . . Yet I find, here in Italy, for example, that I live in a certain silent contact with the peasants who work the land of this villa. I am not intimate with them . . . and they are not working for me; I am not their padrone. Yet it is they, really, who form my ambiente. . . . I don’t expect them to make any millennium here on earth, neither now nor in the future. But I want to live near them, because their life still flows. 


But Connie and Mellors are not Frieda and D. H. Lawrence and Lawrence has the dramatic tact to recognize as much in the third version. While the entire implication (underlined by the rapport that develops between Mellors and Connie’s father) is that class is an anachronism, and that the moment we can make better assumptions about what we are in the potential human facts, this will be the first of many anachronisms to vanish from the actual social facts, Lawrence wisely allows the matter to remain in the realm of implication rather than forcing it to solve his dramatic problem. Again, with the question of marriage as it is versus marriage as it should be, the second version is as explicit as this: 


So it must be: a voyage apart, in the same direction. Grapple the two vessels together, lash them side by side, and the first storm will smash them to pieces. This is marriage, in the bad weather of modern civilization. But leave the two vessels apart, to make their voyage to the same port, each according to its own skill and power, and an unseen life connects them, a magnetism which cannot be forced. And that is marriage as it will be, when this is broken down. 


In the third version, the dramatic presentation of a true marriage is permitted to speak for itself, and the fact that this true marriage must exist in a wasteland leaves the end of the third version in some uncertainty, which is supremely right. The whole seems to slow down into a decrescendo as it begins to breathe out an uneasiness that is aesthetically fine, among Lawrence’s really great effects. Political affirmations (and some impossible scenes) vanish, both the earliest assertions of class war and the middle assertions of the absence of class, and the novel ends with a long letter from Mellors to Constance, written from a farm where he is working, as both characters await their divorces and Connie awaits her child. Mellors hoped to find a farm of his own, perhaps in Canada, where they can make their life; but he does not hope for more, and he is hardly bold in the hope he has. 


. . . what I live for now is for you and me to live together. I’m frightened, really. I feel the devil in the air, and he’ll try to get us. Or not the devil, Mammon: which I think, after all, is only the mass-will of people, wanting money and hating life. Anyhow I feel great grasping white hands in the air, wanting to get hold of the throat of anybody who tries to live, live beyond money, and squeeze the life out. There’s a bad time coming! If things go on as they are, there’s nothing lies in the future but death and destruction, for these industrial masses T feel my inside turn to water sometimes, and there you are, going to have a child by me. But never mind. All the bad times that ever have been, haven’t been able to blow the crocus out: not even the love of women. So they won’t be able to blow out my wanting you, nor the little glow there is between you and me. We’ll be together next year. And though I’m frightened, I believe in your being with me. A man has to fend and fettle for the best, and then trust in something beyond himself. You can’t insure against the future, except by really believing in the best bit of you, and the power beyond it. So I believe in the little flame between us. For me now, it’s the only thing in the world. I’ve got no friends, not inward friends. Only you. 


Earlier in the novel, we encounter this exchange between the lovers: 


“I would like to have all the rest of the world disappear,” she said, “and live with you here.” 

“It won’t disappear,” he said. 

They went almost in silence through the lovely wood. But they were together in a world of their own. 


In the end, Lawrence permits them to meet the world as it is with the only armor that they have: the courage of their own tenderness. But the reader remembers, perhaps, for his comfort and theirs, the echoing promise of Clifford himself, meant with such an ironic difference and delivered in the cadences of the later T. S. Eliot, that “every parting means a meeting elsewhere. And every meeting is a new bondage.” 

If Lawrence’s first problem in revision was to achieve maximum plausibility within the terms of his aspiration, his second problem was to achieve maximum meaning through the amplification of his symbols. If the first problem involved him primarily in the solid realities of a class situation, the second involved him in the modulations of psychic reality. The basic contrast between life-affirming and life-denying values between “tenderness” and the “insentient iron world” is the sole subject of Lawrence’s symbolic amplifications, and nearly any line of revision, no matter how minor, that we chose to follow through the three versions of his novel would demonstrate the swelling connotative richness with which this contrast is presented. 

Perhaps the most obvious development over the three texts is Lawrence’s increase in descriptions of both the mechanical world and the wood on the Chatterley estate, for this juxtaposition in the setting of the novel is the first symbolic form of the basic thematic contrast of the novel. It is developed until the new consciousness of the lovers is itself like a wood in flower, and the shrinking consciousness of Clifford is itself like a machine in gear. 


She was like a forest, like the dark interlacing of the oak wood, humming inaudibly with myriad unfolding buds. Meanwhile the birds of desire were asleep in the vast interlaced intricacy of her body. 

But Clifford’s voice went on, clapping and gurgling with unusual sounds. 


Hardly less obvious is Lawrence’s development of two kinds of scene—the intimate sexual scenes between the lovers in the wood and the intellectual and abstract discussions (including discussions of sex) inside Wragby Hall. This development is important not only in that it dramatizes the two ways of life but more especially in that it presents symbolically two ways of conceiving life. Incidentally, one might observe that in his amplification of the Wragby scenes, Lawrence also benefits the dramatic force of his novel, for insofar as the character of Clifford undergoes changes through these revisions, the physical barrier between him and his wife, which was the only real barrier in the first version, takes on relative unimportance as the temperamental and intellectual barrier between them becomes much more important. Again, in this whole growth, one might observe that changes in characterization are likewise in symbolic support of the basic thematic contrast of the book, for as Constance, in the third version, grows into the mature woman with a consciousness like a flowering wood, so Clifford, at the very height of his industrial efficiency, sags into a horrible infantilism, and the whole relationship of Clifford and Mrs. Bolton becomes an enormously subtle trope of class relations. Finally, one might view the alterations in Lawrence’s language, from text to text, as integral to his symbolic intentions, and the contrast in language between the two kinds of scene as absolutely primary to the whole aesthetic purpose of the work. In the Hall, language is over-intellectualized, abstract, polite, and cynical; in the wood, it is intuitive, concrete, coarse, and earthy. “We have no language for the feelings,” Lawrence wrote in his essay, The Novel and the Feelings, “because our feelings do not even exist for us.” In a novel which attempts to direct the consciousness to its source in the feelings, Lawrence necessarily employed the only language that English convention provides. 

Whatever one may feel as to Lawrence’s success, one cannot for a moment question the purity of his intention. Lawrence, who is perhaps the only important puritan in his generation, is eloquent and complete in his remarks on this novel in A Propos of Lady Chatterley’s Lover. To those remarks one might add only a few observations that he made in other places. His purpose, he always asserted, was “to make the sex relation valid and precious, not shameful,” and sex, he said, “means the whole of the relationship between man and woman.” Given his intention, he could quite rightly say that “anybody who calls my novel a dirty sexual novel is a liar,” and, “It’ll infuriate mean people; but it will surely soothe decent ones.” 

With one friend, Lady Ottoline Morrell, who was apparently disturbed by the novel, he debated in calm protest: 


About Lady C.—you mustn’t think I advocate perpetual sex. Far from it. Nothing nauseates me more than perpetual sex in and out of season. But I want, with Lady C., to make an adjustment in consciousness to the basic physical realities. . . . God forbid that I should be taken as urging loose sex activity. There is a brief time for sex, and a long time when sex is out of place. But when it is out of place as an activity there still should be the large and quiet space in the consciousness where it lives quiescent. Old people can have a lovely quiescent sort of sex, like apples, leaving the young quite free for their sort. 


The basic physical realities have, as any thoughtful reading of this novel will reveal, enormous reverberations throughout the whole of life. The urgency for the modern world no less than the precise descriptive relevance of Lawrence’s vision is constantly brought home to us by psychologists. Erich Fromm, for example, in that notable book, Escape from Freedom, writes: 


The word “power” has a twofold meaning. One is the possession of power over somebody, the ability to dominate him; the other meaning is the possession of power to do something, to be able, to be potent. The latter meaning has nothing
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