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D. H. Lawrence's "John Thomas and Lady Jane" is an intriguing exploration of human sexuality, identity, and the complexities of love. Written in the early 20th century, the novella employs a candid and sometimes provocative literary style, characterized by Lawrence's poetic prose and psychological depth. The narrative unfolds as an intimate discourse on passion and eroticism, intertwined with themes of social constraint and individual desire. Through the experiences of the titular characters, the novella challenges contemporary notions of morality and explores the tension between primal urges and societal expectations. D. H. Lawrence, a pivotal figure in modernist literature, often drew upon his own experiences to infuse his works with emotional authenticity and psychological insight. Growing up in a working-class family in the industrial Midlands of England, Lawrence was acutely aware of the challenges posed by societal norms. His personal struggles with love and relationships, coupled with a profound interest in human nature, undoubtedly informed his candid approach in this novella, which seeks to uncover the deeper layers of human connection. Readers seeking a thought-provoking examination of the intersection between love and sexuality will find "John Thomas and Lady Jane" an essential addition to their literary repertoire. Lawrence's incisive exploration offers not only a reflection of its time but also timeless insights into human desire, making this novella a significant work in the canon of literary modernism.
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In "A Night in a Moorish Harem," the author, writing under the veil of anonymity, immerses readers in a tantalizing exploration of desire, exoticism, and the intricacies of romantic encounters within a harem setting. The narrative unveils the lives of women often relegated to the shadows of their richly detailed world, employing a vivid and immersive prose style that captures the lush landscapes and sensuous atmospheres of Moorish society. Set against the backdrop of 19th-century colonialism, this work reflects the era's fascination with the Orient while simultaneously challenging stereotypes through its nuanced portrayal of female agency. The author'Äôs anonymity serves to elevate the text'Äôs intrigue, allowing the work to exist as a commentary on social mores without the constraints of authorial identity. Little is known about the individual behind this evocative narrative, yet historical context suggests influences from both the Romantic and Victorian literary movements. The author deftly channels contemporary European sentiments about the East, weaving them into powerful depictions of intimacy and power dynamics, contributing to discussions around gender and cultural representation. For readers seeking a richly woven tale that combines elements of eroticism and social critique, "A Night in a Moorish Harem" is a compelling choice. As much a product of its time as it is a timeless exploration of the human condition, this book invites readers to question preconceived notions about female sexuality and cultural encounters, making it essential for enthusiasts of literary history and those interested in depictions of the harem trope.
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Excellent Women, a seminal work in the canon of 20th-century British literature, artfully intertwines elements of social commentary and character study within its narrative. Set in the post-World War II era, the novel delves into the lives of women navigating a patriarchal society, exploring themes of independence, societal expectation, and personal identity. Written in a sharp, observational style characteristic of its literary context, the book juxtaposes the mundane with the profound, often using wit and irony to critique the status quo. The protagonist, Millicent, embodies the tensions of 'excellent women''Äîthose who excel in their roles yet grapple with their own desires for fulfillment beyond domestic spheres. Authored by Barbara Pym, a notable figure in English literature, Excellent Women reflects her own experiences and observations as a single woman in a male-dominated literary world. Pym'Äôs keen insights were shaped by her extensive academic background, particularly her studies in anthropology, which equipped her with a profound understanding of human relationships. Throughout her life, Pym drew inspiration from her encounters with various social circles, infusing her narrative with authenticity and depth. This novel is highly recommended for those seeking to explore the complexities of gender roles and societal standards in mid-20th century Britain. Pym'Äôs deft characterizations and subtle humor invite readers to reflect on the nuances of everyday life, making Excellent Women a compelling read for scholars and casual readers alike.
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In 'The Man in the Queue,' Josephine Tey introduces readers to a compelling mystery imbued with rich characterization and an exploration of societal norms in early 20th-century England. The narrative unfolds when a man is murdered in a queue outside a theater, thrusting Inspector Alan Grant into a labyrinthine investigation where the public's perceptions and prejudices become critical to solving the crime. Tey's skilled use of dialogue and vivid descriptions paints a lively backdrop, while her innovative plotting invites readers to grapple with themes of justice and morality, establishing this work as a trailblazer in the detective fiction genre. Josephine Tey, a prominent figure in the crime literature sphere, was known for her keen psychological insight and ability to weave historical context into her narratives. Her background as an accomplished playwright undoubtedly contributed to her narrative flair, while her personal experiences with social dynamics would have sharpened her understanding of human behavior. 'The Man in the Queue' showcases her ability to comment on the intricate web of social interactions, revealing the interplay between individual motives and collective assumptions. This novel is recommended for readers who appreciate intricate plots laced with social commentary and character depth. Tey's debut not only engages with suspenseful storytelling but also provides a fascinating lens through which to examine societal constructs of her era. A must-read for mystery aficionados and scholars of literature alike.
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In "A Writer's Diary," Virginia Woolf presents a rich tapestry of her reflections on the writing process, weaving together personal insights and literary musings that illuminate the struggles and joys of the creative endeavor. Written with her characteristic stream-of-consciousness style, this collection showcases Woolf's profound understanding of the artistic psyche and the intricacies of literary craftsmanship. Set against the backdrop of early 20th-century modernism, the diary entries reveal Woolf's engagement with contemporary thought, as she grapples with themes of identity, gender, and the complexities of narrative form. Virginia Woolf, a central figure in modernist literature, was not only an accomplished novelist but also a keen observer of her own creative journey. The diary entries span a period of significant literary evolution, offering readers a glimpse into the mind of a writer who sought to challenge societal norms and elevate the voice of women in literature. Her own struggles with mental health and the constraints of her time shaped her perspectives, providing depth to her reflections on both the art of writing and its implications for personal and societal truth. "A Writer's Diary" is an essential read for anyone interested in the mechanics of writing and the inner workings of a literary genius. Woolf's poignant observations resonate with both aspiring writers and seasoned professionals, making this work a timeless exploration of creativity that encourages readers to ponder their own artistic journeys. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - An Author Biography reveals milestones in the author's life, illuminating the personal insights behind the text. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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    A woman in the iron hush of a mechanized estate reaches for a living pulse. From this image unfolds D. H. Lawrence’s most controversial and resilient novel, a work that confronts the frictions between body and mind, class and desire, nature and industry. Lady Chatterley’s Lover insists that emotional and physical vitality are not luxuries but necessities for a humane life. The narrative’s power lies not merely in its frankness, but in the moral and spiritual seriousness with which Lawrence treats intimacy, companionship, and the cost of modernity on the human spirit.

This book is a classic because it altered the terms on which literature could speak about human experience. Its challenge to censorship reshaped the legal and cultural boundaries of the novel, while its sustained meditation on love, alienation, and renewal secured an enduring place in the canon. Far from being a scandal preserved in amber, it remains a searching, carefully built work of art whose influence echoes in later explorations of sexuality, class, and authenticity. Its prose blends lyric sensibility with psychological insight, distinguishing it as a formative text in twentieth-century English literature.

D. H. Lawrence wrote Lady Chatterley’s Lover during the late 1920s, completing the final version in 1928 after earlier drafts. The unexpurgated text first appeared in a private Italian printing that year and was subsequently banned in several countries. In the United States, unexpurgated publication was permitted by federal courts in 1959; in Britain, a landmark 1960 trial cleared Penguin Books to publish it freely. The edition you hold restores the novel as Lawrence intended, with its language, rhythms, and thematic architecture intact, illuminating his artistic aims without the distortions of prior censorship.

Set in post–First World War England, the novel centers on Constance (Connie) Chatterley, who lives with her husband, Sir Clifford, on a Midlands estate shaped by coal and industry. Their marriage, strained by his war-inflicted disability and his absorption in intellectual and industrial pursuits, becomes the still point around which Connie’s restlessness grows. Into this world comes the gamekeeper, Oliver Mellors, whose presence—earthbound, taciturn, and solitary—complicates the boundaries of class and feeling. From this premise Lawrence crafts a study of connection and estrangement without reducing any figure to a type or a thesis.

Lawrence wrote with a declared purpose: to portray the living relationship between persons in full, including the bodily and the tender, against the splintering pressures of modern life. He distrusted a purely cerebral culture and sought an art that could integrate thought, sensation, and environment. Lady Chatterley’s Lover advances this long-standing project by exploring how technological ambition, social hierarchy, and spiritual fatigue can isolate individuals from themselves and from one another. His aim was not provocation for its own sake, but a forthright language capable of telling the truth about intimacy, responsibility, and renewal.

The uncensored edition matters because it restores Lawrence’s chosen vocabulary, cadence, and dialogic textures, all of which bear on the book’s meaning. Euphemism or omission dulls the novel’s ethical inquiry: the precise words used in moments of tenderness or frustration register power, vulnerability, and consent. Lawrence also retains regional dialects and idioms that anchor class distinctions and character psychology. Reading the text as it first appeared invites a fuller encounter with its aesthetic and moral design, allowing the reader to weigh the book’s artistry rather than a mediated substitute shaped by past anxieties.

At its core the novel addresses embodiment, class division, and the costs of industrialization. It asks how people might remain whole when economic systems value extraction more than flourishing, and when social codes forbid honest speech about desire. The natural world serves as counterpoint to mechanical rhythms, suggesting possibilities for attention, reciprocity, and change. The book also examines language itself—how lovers speak, how society polices speech, and how words can either estrange or reconcile. In each case, the stakes are human: the capacity to feel, to choose, and to live without self-division.

Stylistically, Lawrence fuses sensuous description with analytic clarity. Scenes in woods and weather move with a tactile immediacy that contrasts with the polished, constricted air of drawing rooms and industrial plans. Dialogue ranges from clipped exchanges to richly inflected regional speech, a technique that animates class dynamics without caricature. The erotic passages are integral to character and theme, not detachable ornament. Throughout, Lawrence’s narrative method privileges pattern over plot mechanics, approaching moments of crisis as culminations of felt experience rather than contrived turns, and trusting the reader to register subtleties of mood and conscience.

Within literary history, Lady Chatterley’s Lover occupies a distinct position in early twentieth-century modernism. While contemporaries experimented with fragmentation and radical form, Lawrence pursued a different modernist ambition: the recovery of wholeness amid disruption. His novel engages contemporary concerns—war trauma, industrial capitalism, shifting gender roles—yet resists purely intellectual solutions, insisting that the novel’s task is to render the lived textures of relation. This gives the book an unusual double aspect: historically situated and formally innovative, yet oriented toward perennial questions about freedom, responsibility, and the reconciliation of inner and outer life.

The book’s reception has been a drama in its own right. Banned, seized, and argued over, it became a touchstone in debates about obscenity, literary value, and the capacity of adults to read difficult material responsibly. The eventual courtroom vindications did more than permit sales; they affirmed a standard that considers context, intent, and overall merit. With time, readers and critics have turned from controversy to the novel itself, finding in it a sustained ethical inquiry and a daring, humane imagination. Its path to legitimacy is now part of its meaning, sharpening our attention to its choices.

The novel’s legacy reaches beyond the history of censorship. It broadened what English-language fiction could show and say about intimacy, strengthened arguments for evaluating art as a whole, and encouraged later writers to treat bodily life with candor and complexity. Its portrayal of class entanglements anticipates ongoing discussions about access, dignity, and agency. Crucially, it models how a novel can be both socially engaged and intimately attentive, refusing to sacrifice the nuances of feeling to programmatic claims. That balance remains a benchmark for subsequent explorations of desire, power, and the ethics of connection.

To read Lady Chatterley’s Lover today is to encounter a work that still questions how we live with machines, with class boundaries, with the language available for tenderness. Its themes—alienation, care, renewal, speech—are neither relics nor provocations for their own sake, but invitations to imagine more capacious forms of life. The uncensored edition restores the full timbre of Lawrence’s art, allowing its courage, beauty, and severity to register. In these pages, readers find not answers but a disciplined candor that remains bracingly contemporary, a classic’s lasting appeal: to unsettle, to clarify, and to quicken.
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    Set in post–World War I England, Lady Chatterley’s Lover follows Constance Reid, who marries Sir Clifford Chatterley shortly before he is wounded in the war and left paralyzed from the waist down. They return to Wragby, the Chatterley estate in the Midlands, where the surrounding coalfields symbolize a modern, industrial landscape. Clifford turns to literature and estate management, rallying his intellect while depending on others for physical needs. Constance, still young, confronts isolation and a sense of emotional and bodily stagnation. The novel opens by tracing their altered marriage, the heavy routines of Wragby, and the social backdrop of a country transformed by war and industry.

Clifford’s ambitions as a writer and landowner bring a stream of visitors to Wragby. He hosts conversations on art, politics, and the future of England, which highlight the divide between cultured talk and lived experience. Constance listens but grows increasingly disenchanted, sensing a gulf between the mind’s abstractions and the body’s needs. The mining village near the estate underscores class tensions and the cost of industrial progress. Mrs. Bolton, a capable nurse-companion, becomes indispensable to Clifford, easing his dependence while intensifying Constance’s loneliness. Concern for the Chatterley line’s continuation hovers in the background, adding pressure to a marriage already strained by physical limitations and emotional distance.

A celebrated dramatist, Michaelis, visits Wragby, and his brief intimacy with Constance functions as a first attempt to bridge her dissatisfaction. Their liaison, conducted discreetly, reveals the mismatch between a restless inner life and hurried, self-centered passion. Michaelis is preoccupied with his own success and leaves as quickly as he appears, reinforcing Constance’s isolation and the thinness of the social world orbiting Clifford. The episode establishes a pattern of incomplete encounters and clarifies Constance’s hunger for authenticity. It also sharpens the novel’s contrast between public achievements and private fulfillment, preparing the stage for a different kind of connection, one grounded not in status or talk but in felt experience.

Oliver Mellors, the estate gamekeeper, is introduced as a reserved, self-sufficient figure living in a cottage at the edge of the woods. A veteran of the war, he has returned to a quiet life close to nature. Constance notices his competence, his guarded independence, and the way his speech shifts across class lines. Their early exchanges are formal and wary, yet they linger in Constance’s mind. Walks in the woods become a refuge from Wragby’s heaviness, and the small, practical tasks of Mellors’s work stand in telling contrast to Clifford’s cerebral preoccupations. The forest, with its changing seasons, becomes a setting for tentative recognition and renewed vitality.

As Constance’s health and spirits improve outdoors, an unspoken bond deepens between her and Mellors. Their meetings in the woodland shelter the beginnings of a relationship that values tenderness, mutual attention, and a quiet trust. The novel emphasizes touch, gesture, and the rhythms of rural life to explore the body’s capacity for renewal. Language and class markers remain present, yet they soften inside a growing intimacy. The scenes unfold with an awareness of secrecy and risk, balancing practical realities with the promise of wholeness. Constance experiences a kind of awakening that stands apart from the verbal sparring and social maneuvering of Wragby’s drawing rooms.

External pressures intensify. Clifford’s dependence on Mrs. Bolton increases as he consolidates his role at Wragby and among local industrial interests. Gossip circulates among servants and villagers, reflecting the novel’s concern with surveillance and reputation. Mellors’s estranged marriage intrudes, bringing discord and the prospect of scandal. Class difference becomes not only an internal conflict for Constance but a public hazard with potential consequences for everyone involved. The estate’s machinery and the mines’ demands press in symbolically, challenging the fragile privacy of the woods. These developments raise the stakes of Constance and Mellors’s connection, forcing choices that cannot be resolved by discretion alone.

Travel and separation mark a new phase. Constance leaves England for a time with family, encountering a different social world and the offers it implies. Distance clarifies her desires and her doubts. Letters become central: she and Mellors exchange reflections on intimacy, trust, and the possibility of a life not dictated by class hierarchy or mechanized values. The correspondence presents the novel’s philosophical core, insisting on the dignity of bodily feeling alongside intelligence and will. While prospects appear uncertain, a shared vocabulary of tenderness and responsibility develops. This epistolary interlude reshapes the relationship from private refuge into a deliberate, examined commitment.

Returning pressures bring the conflict to a head. Practical questions arise about livelihood, social position, and the legal and moral constraints on the dissolution of marriages. Workplace instability and village talk complicate Mellors’s situation, while Constance faces the expectations of her class and the obligations of Wragby. Conversations with Clifford become more direct, testing the limits of accommodation and candor. The novel highlights institutional barriers that make any departure from convention arduous. Consequences of the affair become concrete, and both protagonists must weigh personal integrity against public judgment. Without resolving every uncertainty, their choices signal a decisive break from mere evasion or fantasy.

The closing movement looks toward an unsettled future shaped by patience and resolve. The novel’s central message emerges: the need to reunite body and spirit, challenging a culture of abstraction, industrial regimentation, and rigid class division. Love is portrayed not as escapism but as an ethical practice grounded in tenderness, reciprocity, and everyday care. The uncensored edition restores the frank language and full argument of this vision, including dialect, earthy speech, and unsparing social critique. While the narrative preserves ambiguities about outcomes, it affirms a possibility of wholeness against the pressures of modern life, asking what it would take to live honestly in the world as it is.
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    Set in the English Midlands just after the First World War, the novel unfolds around a country estate, Wragby, and the adjoining industrial mining town of Tevershall. This geography places the narrative at a frontier where aristocratic estates abut coal pits, slag heaps, and pit villages, a landscape characteristic of Nottinghamshire and Derbyshire in the early 1920s. The rhythm of rural woods and game preserves collides with the daily shift-whistles of collieries. Postwar Britain’s lingering shortages, wounded bodies, and strained class relations permeate the setting. The estate house, the pit lanes, and the woodland rides together create a compressed map of national tensions and social change.

The time period is one of reconstruction and disillusion. Demobilization brought millions of servicemen home between 1918 and 1920, straining labor markets and housing. Prices had risen sharply during the war; unemployment and industrial disputes intensified. Estates sought to extract revenue through timbering and rents, while colliery owners pushed productivity under competitive pressure. In the villages, women had taken wartime jobs and navigated new expectations amid persistent social constraints. The novel’s setting embodies the contest between inherited privilege and industrial capital, between estate quiet and the roar of pithead winding engines. It situates private relationships within a region saturated by national policy debates and economic recalibration.

The First World War (1914–1918) recast British society. Approximately 700,000 British servicemen were killed and over 1.6 million wounded; the Armistice arrived on 11 November 1918, followed by the Treaty of Versailles in June 1919. Trench warfare on the Western Front, mass mobilization, rationing, and state controls under the Defence of the Realm Act reshaped daily life. The war accelerated technological and administrative centralization, while widening class and gender debates. In the novel, Sir Clifford Chatterley’s grievous war injury, his social authority, and his reliance on mechanistic solutions echo the war’s trauma and the era’s managerial mindset. Veterans’ experiences shadow conversations about national vigor and social duty.

War disability defined post-1918 Britain. The Ministry of Pensions (created 1916) administered benefits, and the War Pensions Act 1921 standardized awards for amputees, paraplegics, blinded soldiers, and those suffering “shell shock” (with at least 80,000 documented cases). Public appeals and prosthetic innovations coexisted with underfunding and stigma. By the early 1920s, hundreds of thousands lived with permanent impairments, altering public space, employment, and family roles. In the novel, Clifford’s paralysis is not merely biographical detail; it illuminates the social politics of care, masculinity under strain, and the gap between patriotic rhetoric and the lived reality of damaged bodies returning to stratified communities.

Coal defined the Midlands and interwar Britain. In 1913, British coal output peaked at roughly 292 million tons, employing about 1.1 million miners. Nottinghamshire and Derbyshire were key fields, where new shafts, mechanized cutters, and conveyor systems advanced productivity but also deepened labor conflict. Coal Mines Acts in 1911 improved safety, yet disasters—such as Senghenydd (Wales, 1913; 439 dead)—symbolized persistent danger. After wartime controls, the 1919 Coal Mines Act introduced a seven-hour day. The Sankey Commission (1919) recommended nationalization, but the government declined. A temporary subsidy on wages in 1925 (“Red Friday,” 31 July) was followed by the Samuel Commission’s report (March 1926), urging reorganization without safeguarding wages. When the subsidy ended, the Trades Union Congress called a General Strike (3–12 May 1926) to support the miners against wage cuts and a return to an eight-hour day; the strike ended without concessions, and the miners endured a protracted lockout through autumn. Parliament then enacted the Eight Hours Act (1926), and wage reductions spread across districts. In the Midlands, owners’ associations pressed efficiency, while miners’ lodges defended pay, safety, and control over the pace of work. Pit villages, often owned by companies, intertwined housing with employment, making strikes existential. In the novel, Sir Clifford’s identity as a colliery owner, his discourse of rationalization and “efficiency,” and the palpable distance from the miners’ lives mirror the coalfield’s real conflicts. The air of unrest, the anxiety over wages, and the social chasm between the “big house” and the pit lanes are rendered in the terrain and conversations. The story’s woodland refuge stands in stark relief against the blast furnaces and spoil heaps, staging a critique of how coal capitalism reduces human intimacy to the logic of extraction.

The rise of organized labor shaped the period. The Trades Union Congress (founded 1868) grew rapidly during the war and immediate postwar years; union membership in Britain exceeded 8 million by 1920. The Miners’ Federation of Great Britain (established 1888) reached nearly 1 million members. The Triple Alliance of miners, railwaymen, and transport workers (1914) collapsed on “Black Friday,” 15 April 1921, when rail and transport unions did not strike with miners. These dynamics set precedents for 1926. The novel registers the fear and disdain with which many employers and gentry viewed unions, and it reflects how collective bargaining haunted private estate conversations.

The decline of the landed aristocracy accelerated after 1900. The 1909 People’s Budget raised estate duties; the Parliament Act 1911 weakened the House of Lords. War losses, inflation, and rising wages for servants destabilized household economies. Between 1918 and the mid-1920s, large estates were widely sold or fragmented at auction. Owners diversified into industrial shares, timber sales, or mineral leases. Wragby Hall’s anxious pursuit of profit and status through coal aligns with this shift from agrarian rents to industrial income. The novel’s portrayal of a grand house tethered to the pit economy captures the transition from landed paternalism toward managerial capitalism in rural counties.

Women’s political and social status changed markedly. The Representation of the People Act 1918 enfranchised most men over 21 and women over 30 meeting property criteria; the Sex Disqualification (Removal) Act 1919 opened professions; the Equal Franchise Act 1928 equalized the voting age at 21. Wartime labor participation shifted norms, though domestic service and wage gaps persisted. Divorce law reforms (1918–1923) modestly widened grounds for separation. In the novel, Constance Chatterley’s claims to desire, companionship, and autonomy resonate with these broader reforms, exposing the constraints of respectability and the slow, uneven translation of legal change into lived equality.

Debates over sexual health and birth control intensified. Marie Stopes’s Married Love (1918) and her first birth control clinic (Holloway, 1921) brought contraception into public discourse, meeting church opposition and medical controversy. By 1920, voluntary clinics multiplied, though official policy remained cautious; a 1930 Ministry of Health memorandum later permitted municipal clinics to advise for medical indications. Eugenic ideas also circulated in elite policy circles. The novel’s candid depiction of female desire, infertility anxiety, and conception outside a socially approved union reflects and challenges these debates, aligning private choices with a contested public agenda on reproduction, morality, and health.

Mining communities faced stark housing and health conditions. Company-owned “two-up, two-down” terraces concentrated families near pits, with shared privies and limited sanitation. The Addison Act (Housing, Town Planning, &c. Act 1919) subsidized local authorities to build new “homes fit for heroes,” producing over 200,000 dwellings by 1923; the Wheatley Housing Act 1924 sustained large-scale council house construction. Yet interwar pit villages remained crowded, and occupational diseases—pneumoconiosis, silicosis—took a toll. In the novel, the contrast between Wragby’s rooms and the cramped miner cottages illuminates class geography, while incidental visits to the village sketch the material ground of social distance and resentment.

Industrialization reconfigured the environment. In the Midlands, colliery spoil heaps, railway sidings, and coke ovens reshaped valleys; smoke and particulates darkened towns. Woodland belts around estates survived as buffers between pits and fields, fostering elite sport and gamekeeping amid broader degradation. Debates over public health and smoke control unfolded through local bylaws rather than national statute. The novel’s devotion to birdsong, rain, and the tactile textures of wood and soil counters the sulfurous landscape of furnaces and waste tips. Nature is not background but a historical witness, juxtaposing an older ecological rhythm with the extractive, modern energy regime.

Postwar economic policy heightened tensions. Britain returned to the gold standard at the prewar parity in April 1925 under Chancellor Winston Churchill, overvaluing sterling and squeezing export industries like coal, steel, and shipbuilding. Deflationary pressure encouraged wage cuts and unemployment in tradable sectors. The 1920–1921 slump and subsequent doldrums entrenched regional depression, particularly in the coalfields and North. Employers sought longer hours and “rationalization”; labor demanded national agreements and social insurance. In the novel, discussions of cost, output, and mechanization echo the macroeconomic squeeze, situating intimate choices within a policy framework that privileges price stability over community welfare.

Censorship battles framed the book’s public life. The Obscene Publications Act 1857 empowered seizures; unexpurgated editions of the novel were privately printed in Florence in 1928 and suppressed in Britain. In the United States, postal bans persisted until a federal decision in Grove Press, Inc. v. Christenberry (1959) deemed it not obscene. In the United Kingdom, the landmark R v Penguin Books Ltd (1960), under the Obscene Publications Act 1959, ended with acquittal on 2 November; when Penguin released the paperback, over 200,000 copies reportedly sold on the first day. These legal contests confirmed the work’s position at the center of modern debates over public morality and the state.

Wartime surveillance and xenophobia left aftershocks. The Defence of the Realm Act (1914) instituted wide powers of censorship and movement control; “enemy aliens,” including Germans, were interned or monitored. D. H. Lawrence’s German-born wife, Frieda, drew scrutiny; in September 1917, the couple was expelled from Zennor, Cornwall, amid baseless suspicion of signaling U-boats. Their passports were restricted until 1919. The novel’s distrust of official authority and its sympathy for those marginalized by rumor and policy reflect this climate. It positions intimate life as a refuge from, and a rebuke to, bureaucratic intrusion and the politics of suspicion.

Rural economy and land use also shifted. Agriculture suffered a postwar slump after guaranteed prices were withdrawn in 1921; wages fell and laborers left the land. The Forestry Commission, founded in 1919 to address wartime timber shortages, expanded conifer plantations, changing British woodlands’ composition. Estates reoriented toward cash-generating game shooting, timbering, and smallholdings. In the novel, the gamekeeper’s role embodies this reconfiguration of estate purpose—managing wildlife and woods at the edge of industrial zones. The woods function historically as a managed landscape under economic pressure, even as they stand symbolically for continuity, privacy, and an alternative to the machine.

The book operates as a social critique by mapping the moral psychology of an industrial society onto bodies, work, and speech. It indicts a managerial ethos that treats labor and intimacy as variables in a productivity equation. By staging the collision of a colliery owner’s technocratic ambitions with the sensuous life of the woods, it exposes how policies—from gold-standard deflation to eight-hour shifts—descend into households and bedrooms. The depiction of a war-disabled aristocrat dependent on machines illustrates how national myths of vigor coexist with broken men, while the miners’ precarious livelihoods underscore the costs of energy to human communities.

It also advances a political critique of class and gender power. By aligning a woman’s claim to pleasure and choice with the era’s suffrage and birth-control debates, the narrative challenges a legal order that modernizes economy faster than it modernizes intimacy. The stark environmental contrast between slag heaps and woodland dramatizes a critique of extractive policy, while the coarse language and frankness challenge censorship as an instrument of classed respectability. In insisting that humane relations outrank profit and status, the work confronts the interwar settlement’s failures: social hierarchy, economic austerity, and the policing of speech that sustained them.
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    D. H. Lawrence (1885–1930) was an English novelist, poet, short story writer, essayist, and travel writer whose work became central to debates about modernity, sexuality, and censorship in the early twentieth century. Emerging from the industrial Midlands, he developed a distinctive voice that blended psychological insight with lyrical attention to place and the natural world. His novels—often focused on relationships under pressure from class, technology, and social convention—challenged prevailing moral codes and narrative forms. Although he is frequently grouped with modernist writers, his commitment to the moral seriousness of fiction and to vitality in human experience set him apart, making him an enduringly controversial and influential figure.

Lawrence’s upbringing in a coal-mining environment shaped his lifelong interest in class dynamics, labor, and the costs of industrialization. Educated locally, he later trained as a teacher at University College Nottingham. Teaching in the late 1900s and early 1910s, he simultaneously pursued literary ambitions, publishing early poems and his first novels, including The White Peacock and The Trespasser. The material and psychological textures of working life, the pressures of social aspiration, and the pull of landscape and bodily instinct quickly became hallmarks. From the start, he sought a prose style responsive to living energies rather than accepted decorum, a commitment that would both define and trouble his reception.

Sons and Lovers brought him significant recognition in the early 1910s, with its probing portrait of family tensions, class aspiration, and the formation of an artist. He moved toward greater stylistic risk and thematic candor in The Rainbow and Women in Love, companion works that explore intimacy, power, and the search for authentic relation against the backdrop of modern industrial life. The Rainbow was prosecuted for obscenity in Britain, constraining his publishing prospects and intensifying official scrutiny. During World War I he faced suspicion for his outspoken views and was restricted in his movements, circumstances that deepened his sense of estrangement and accelerated his departure from England.

The postwar years became a sustained period of travel and prolific output—what he memorably called a “savage pilgrimage.” He lived and wrote in Italy, visited Ceylon (Sri Lanka) and Australia, spent time in the American Southwest, and traveled in Mexico. These journeys produced travel books such as Twilight in Italy, Sea and Sardinia, and Mornings in Mexico, and informed novels including Kangaroo and The Plumed Serpent. He also reflected on American writing in Studies in Classic American Literature, a bracing set of essays on authors like Hawthorne, Melville, and Whitman. Movement across cultures sharpened his critique of industrial modernity and fueled experiments in form and voice.

Alongside the novels, Lawrence built a substantial body of poetry and short fiction. Birds, Beasts and Flowers exemplifies his vivid, sensuous verse, attentive to creatures, plants, and elemental processes. Earlier and later poems alike trace the interplay of desire, mortality, and moral inquiry. His short stories—among them The Prussian Officer, The Horse Dealer’s Daughter, and The Rocking-Horse Winner—distill conflicts of class, sexuality, authority, and instinct into taut narrative encounters. He also wrote plays and literary criticism, and painted, though prose remained his central medium. Across genres, his prose rhythms and symbolic patterning aim to register states of feeling more directly than traditional realist description typically allowed.

Lawrence’s work repeatedly tests the boundaries of what could be said about erotic life, spiritual longing, and the pressures of mechanized society. He engaged critically with contemporary psychology and philosophy, and admired writers such as Thomas Hardy and Walt Whitman. His defense of the novel’s ethical scope—articulated in essays like Why the Novel Matters and Morality and the Novel—framed fiction as a means to explore lived complexity rather than deliver tidy lessons. Censorship shadowed his career and afterlife. Lady Chatterley’s Lover, first published unexpurgated outside Britain in the late 1920s, became the focus of a landmark obscenity trial in the United Kingdom decades after his death, transforming the conditions of literary publication.

Lawrence’s health was fragile for much of his adult life, and tuberculosis worsened in his final years. Seeking milder climates, he spent extended periods in Italy and the south of France, where he continued to write until his death in 1930. Posthumously, his reputation has oscillated between celebration and critique, yet his influence on the modern novel, travel writing, and lyric poetry remains durable. He is read today for his daring treatment of intimacy and consciousness, his visionary sense of nature, and his searching analyses of modern life. Ongoing debates about gender, desire, and freedom keep his work a touchstone in classrooms and critical discourse.
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Ours is essentially a tragic age, so we refuse to take it tragically. The cataclysm has happened, we are among the ruins, we start to build up new little habitats, to have new little hopes. It is rather hard work: there is now no smooth road into the future: but we go round, or scramble over the obstacles. We’ve got to live, no matter how many skies have fallen.[1q]

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

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

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

This was in 1920. They returned, Clifford and Constance, to his home, Wragby Hall[1], the family ‘seat’. His father had died, Clifford was now a baronet, Sir Clifford, and Constance was Lady Chatterley. They came to start housekeeping and married life in the rather forlorn home of the Chatterleys on a rather inadequate income. Clifford had a sister, but she had departed. Otherwise there were no near relatives. The elder brother was dead in the war. Crippled for ever, knowing he could never have any children, Clifford came home to the smoky Midlands to keep the Chatterley name alive while he could.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They were rather earnest about the Tommies[2], and the threat of conscription, and the shortage of sugar and toffee for the children. In all these things, of course, the authorities were ridiculously at fault. But Clifford could not take it to heart. To him the authorities were ridiculous ab ovo, not because of toffee or Tommies.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But early in 1918 Clifford was shipped home smashed, and there was no child. And Sir Geoffrey died of chagrin.
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Connie and Clifford came home to Wragby in the autumn of 1920. Miss Chatterley, still disgusted at her brother’s defection, had departed and was living in a little flat in London.

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

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

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

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

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

There was no communication between Wragby Hall and Tevershall village, none. No caps were touched, no curtseys bobbed. The colliers merely stared; the tradesmen lifted their caps to Connie as to an acquaintance, and nodded awkwardly to Clifford; that was all. Gulf impassable[4], and a quiet sort of resentment on either side. At first Connie suffered from the steady drizzle of resentment that came from the village. Then she hardened herself to it, and it became a sort of tonic, something to live up to. It was not that she and Clifford were unpopular, they merely belonged to another species altogether from the colliers. Gulf impassable, breach indescribable, such as is perhaps nonexistent south of the Trent. But in the Midlands and the industrial North gulf impassable, across which no communication could take place. You stick to your side, I’ll stick to mine! A strange denial of the common pulse of humanity.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was in her second winter at Wragby her father said to her: ‘I hope, Connie, you won’t let circumstances force you into being a demi-vierge[3].’

‘A demi-vierge!’ replied Connie vaguely. ‘Why? Why not?’

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

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

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

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

‘She’s getting thin… angular. It’s not her style. She’s not the pilchard sort of little slip of a girl, she’s a bonny Scotch trout.’

‘Without the spots, of course!’ said Clifford.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Time went on. Whatever happened, nothing happened, because she was so beautifully out of contact. She and Clifford lived in their ideas and his books. She entertained… there were always people in the house. Time went on as the clock does, half past eight instead of half past seven.
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Connie was aware, however, of a growing restlessness. Out of her disconnexion, a restlessness was taking possession of her like madness. It twitched her limbs when she didn’t want to twitch them, it jerked her spine when she didn’t want to jerk upright but preferred to rest comfortably. It thrilled inside her body, in her womb, somewhere, till she felt she must jump into water and swim to get away from it; a mad restlessness. It made her heart beat violently for no reason. And she was getting thinner.

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

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

Vaguely she knew herself that she was going to pieces in some way. Vaguely she knew she was out of connexion: she had lost touch with the substantial and vital world.[2q] Only Clifford and his books, which did not exist… which had nothing in them! Void to void. Vaguely she knew. But it was like beating her head against a stone.

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

That winter Michaelis[5] came for a few days. He was a young Irishman who had already made a large fortune by his plays in America. He had been taken up quite enthusiastically for a time by smart society in London, for he wrote smart society plays. Then gradually smart society realized that it had been made ridiculous at the hands of a down-at-heel Dublin street-rat, and revulsion came. Michaelis was the last word in what was caddish and bounder[6]ish. He was discovered to be anti-English, and to the class that made this discovery this was worse than the dirtiest crime. He was cut dead, and his corpse thrown into the refuse can.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘But you’ve got to begin,’ said Clifford.

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

‘But could you have made money except by plays?’ asked Clifford.

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘And are you alone?’ asked Connie.

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

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

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

‘Try an American,’ said Clifford.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Yes, I think so,’ she said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He gave the wry, quick hiss of a laugh.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Why should I?’ she asked.

‘They mostly do,’ he said; then he caught himself up. ‘I mean… a woman is supposed to.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘Why?’ asked Connie.

‘He’s such a bounder underneath his veneer… just waiting to bounce us.’

‘I think people have been so unkind to him,’ said Connie.

‘Do you wonder? And do you think he employs his shining hours doing deeds of kindness?’

‘I think he has a certain sort of generosity.’

‘Towards whom?’

‘I don’t quite know.’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

‘May I come?’

‘I’ll come to you,’ she said.

‘Oh, good!’

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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