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D. H. LAWRENCE

¢ Born in 1885 in Nottinghamshire, in a collier’s family; attended Nottingham University
College and began publishing short stories and poems in English journals in the 1900s

¢ Married Frieda Weekley (#ée von Richthofen) in 1914, the German aristocratic wife of
Lawrence's former language professor, and had a tumultuous, controversial marriage

¢ First novel, The White Peacock, published in 1911; acclaimed for autobiographical third
novel Sons and Lovers (1913), while fourth novel The Rainbow (1915) was banned and
burned during WWT for its sexual explicitness, and its sequel, Women in Love (1920),
delayed publication; last novel Lady Chatterley's Lover (1928) is also banned; also wrote
major poetry like Birds, Beasts, and Flowers (1923) and criticism like Studies in Classic
American Literature (1923)

¢ Traveled extensively throughout his life, living in Italy, Australia, the United States,
and Mexico, and produced both travel writing and novels, stories, and poems
influenced by experiences in these locales, especially his time in Mabel Dodge Luhan’s
New Mexico artist’s colony

¢ Died in 1930 in France from tuberculosis

¢ Initially considered a prophet of love and a great novelist in the midcentury, he was
later denounced by feminists in the late 2o0th century; is now largely considered a
major writer, less for his novels per se than for a body of vital and complex writing
across genres
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E‘T‘R@M REALISM TO MODERNISM:
ODOUR OF CHRYSANTHEMUMS"

THE SMALL LOCOMOTIVE €ngine, Number 4, came clanking, stumbling
down from Selston with seven full waggons. It appeared round the corner
with loud threats of speed, but the colt that it startled from among the
gorse, which still fickered indistinctly in the raw afternoon, outdistanced
it at a canter. A woman, walking up the railway line to Underwood, drew
back into the hedge, held her basket aside, and watched the footplate of
the engine advancing. The trucks thumped heavily past, one by one,

with slow inevitable movement, as she stood insignificantly trapped

between the jolting black waggons-and the hedge; then they curved away

towards the coppice where the withered oak leaves dropped noiselessly,
while the birds, pulling at the scarlet hips beside the track, made oft into
the dusk that had already crept into the spinney. In the open, the smoke
from the engine sank and cleaved to the rough grass. The fields were
dreary and forsaken, and in the marshy strip that led to the whimsey,
reedy pit-pond, the fowls had already abandoned their run among th
alders, to roost in the tarred fowl-house. The pit-bank loomed up beyon
the pond, flames like red sores licking its ashy sides, in the afternoon
stagnant light. Just beyond rose the tapering chimneys and the clums
black headstocks of Brinsley Colliery. The two wheels were spinning fas
up against the sky, and the winding-engine rapped out 1ts little spasm
The miners were being turned up. ' ' 3

The engine whistled as it came into the wide bay of railway lines besid
the colliery, where rows of trucks stood in harbour.
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What wrong have I done? What was that I have been living with? There

lies the reality, this njan.”»——/\nd her soul died in her for fear: she knew
che had never seen him, he had never seen her, they had met in the dark
ind had fought in the dark, not knowmg whom they met nor whom they
fought. And now she saw, and turned silent in seeing. For she had been
wrong. She had said he was something he was not; she had felt familiar
with him. Whereas he was apart all the while, living as she never lived
feeling as she never felt. '
In fear and shame she looked at his naked body, that she had known
falsely. And he was the father of her children. Her soul was torn from her
hody and stood apart. She looked at his naked body and was ashamed, as
.f she had denied it. After all, it was itself. It seemed awful to her. She
looked at his face, and she turned her own face to the wall. For his look
was other than hers, his way was not her way. She had denied him what
he wals]———lsli}e sa“;] i}t] no]v\f'. SheS]';fld refused him as himself. —And this had
been her life, and his life.— She was grateful to dea '
truth. And §he k.nc:w she was not deagd. L awhich restored e
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ALLOTROPIC STATES:
"THE PRUSSIAN OFFICER’

B
ense of the youth’s person, while he was in attendance. It was like a warm
o flame upon the older man’s tense, .ngld body, that had beco.me almost
B living, fixed. There was something so f,ree and self-contained about
B, and something in thq young fellow’s m(.)vement,.that made the
" officer aware of him. And this irritated the Prussian. He did not choose to
" be touched into life by his servant. He might ea.snly havg changed his
" man, but he did not. He now very rarely looked direct at his orderly, but
" kept his face averted, as if to avoid seeing him. And yet as the young
fi‘,i‘soﬁlier moved unthinking about the apartment, the elder watched him,
" and would notice the movement of his strong young shoulders under the
" blue cloth, the bend of his neck. And it irritated him. To see the soldier’s
" young, brown, shapely peasants hand grasp the loaf or the wine-bottle
* gent a flash of hate or of anger through the elder man’s blood. It was not
 that the youth was clumsy: it was rather the blind, instinctive sureness of
ﬁ?mbvement of an unhampered young animal that irritated the officer to
X&uch a degree.

%«%Once, when a bottle of wine had gone over, and the red gushed out on
' to the tablecloth, the officer had started up with an ocath, and his eyes,
%f‘;@uey like fire, had held those of the confused youth for a moment. It was
 ashock for the young soldier. He felt something sink deeper, deeper into
* his soul, where nothing had ever gone before. It left him rather blank and
~ wondering. Some of his natural completeness in himself was gone, a
little uneasiness took its place. And from that time an undiscovered
feeling had held between the two men.

them alone—he wanted to leave himself and be jdep,

. : tihed
They did not move, they were still and soft, with white ed wig,

| . : : vhite pep, il
of snow. He stood still, n}ad w!th suffering, his hani ctlf Mar,
clutching. Then he was twisting in a paroxysm on the grass "Ping o

He lay still, in a kind of dream of anguish. His thirst seerh
separated itself from him, and to stand apart, a single demap, ] ed to |,
pain he felt was another single self. Then there was the clog of ;e p e
another separate thing. He was divided among all kinds of lsb"“!,
beings. There was some strange, agonized connection betwee,s,ep%°
but they were drawing further apart. Then they would all split Ththe"'vf
drilling down on him, was drilling through the bond. Then the - o
all fall, fall through the everlasting lapse of space. Then 1 Ziwoul!]:.'
consclousness reasserted itself. He roused on to his elbow andgst;:'d-;
the gleaming mountains. There they ranked, all still and wonde 3
between earth and heaven. He stared till his eyes went black, and the

mountains, as they stood in their beauty, so clean and cool, seemed fo ?ﬁ'
have it, that which was lost in him. -




FICTION MANIFESTO:
"WHY THE NOVEL MATTERS”

7"r;] is the one bright book of life. Books are not life. They
. .‘.,_74 tremulations on the ether. But the novel as a tremulation
nake the whole man alive tremble. Which is more than poetry,
ssophy, science, or any other book-tremulation can do.
: f_ovel is the book of life. In this sense, the Bible is a great
sed novel. You may say, it is about God. But it is really about
alive. Adam, Eve, Sarai, Abraham, Isaac, Jacob, Samuel, David,
heba, Ruth, Esther, Solomon, Job, Isaiah, Jesus, Mark, Judas,
eter: what 1s it but man alive, from start to finish? Man alive,
| :;‘j bits. Even the Lord is another man alive, in a burning
rowing the tablets of stone at Moses's head. B
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POETRY MANIFESTO:
"THE POETRY OF THE PRESENT"
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) ;t.he ever-present, knows no finality, no finished crystalliza B sy
‘he perfect rose is only a running fla ;

TE . me, emergin and 3
f, and never in any sense at rest, static, ging flow

anscendent loveliness.
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The whole tide of 2;;“1',‘:“ Herein lies b fracments as a new substance, called vers b

; e and all time oz P = ot T ) S i R
‘heaves, and appears before us as an apparition, a revela- k. the free-versifiers.accomplish. ‘They do not &i
Ve look at the very white quick of nascent creation’. A water- ” = ; ‘
aves herself from the flood, looks around, gleams, and is gone
e seen the incarnation, the quick of the ever-swirling ﬂood:
ave seen the invisible. We have seen, we have touched, we
artaken of the very substance of creative change, creative
n If you tell me about the lotus, tell me of nothing change-
eternal. Tell me of the mystery of the inexhaustible, forever-
1g creative spark. Tell me of the incarnate disclosure of the
’ tion in blossom, laughter and decay,,}ﬁe_ljhf_gg,tlymopen in
ansit, nude in their movement before us‘@mﬁiﬁ%;% 3
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BECOMING ANIMAL:
SONAKE"

; pdlately 1 regr tf,ed‘dt 7.' i

| ‘ht how paltry how Vﬁlg

pisec ffmyself and the voices
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Orpheus, anq the winding, leaf-

TRANSYALUATION OF VALUEE%
"MEDLARS AND SORB-APPLES

ing down the strange lanes of hell, m
i intensely alone, ¢ and more

The fibres of the heart Parting one after the other
And yet the soul continuing, naked

-foot £t
e ed, ever more Vividly
Like a flame blown whiter ang whiter
In a deeper and deeper darkness
Ever more exquisite, distilled in s€paration,

50, In the strange retorts of

medlars and sorb-apples
The distilled essence of hell.

The exquisite odour of leave-taking.

Jamque vqle!

clogged, silent lanes of hell.




