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ERRATA.

P. 474

Between lines 8 and 9, insert: "1-77 in lLawrence's
corrected hand, and 78-82 in 'B's hand,”

Line 28: for "not finishing a fair copy of" read
"leaving off her fair copy at"
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"One wouldn't write at all if one hadn't,
though perhaps subconsciously, the
presupposition of a reader. You can
despise your public as much as you like,
but to deny it is absurd ... You write
because you know instinctively that any
kind of human experience is the common
property of humanity."

(Derrick Hamilton in Neutral Ground)

"I cannot think of altering anything.
Why shd. I? I do not write for the
public. You are my public and I hope
to convert you."

(6. M. Hopkins to R. Bridges)

"One writes, even at this moment, to
some mysterious presence in the air.

If that presence were not there, and
one thought of even a single solitary
reader, the paper would remain for ever
blank,"

(D. H. lawrence,
Introduction to E. McDonald's 1925 Bibliography)

"I never wrote one single line of poetry
with the least shadow of public thought."

(J. Keats to F. Brawne)

"You don't write for anybody; you rather
write from a deep moral sense - for the
race, as it were."
( - remark to Kyle Crichton in 1925)
D. H. Lawrence.




Contents

Preface and Acknowledgements .. oo oo oo oo oo

A Note on References i 3 N % s i e

List of Abbreviations e e s o “a A 4

Chapter One:

Chapter Two:
(1)
(1)

(1ii)
(iv)

(v)

Chapter Three:

(1)
(i1)

(1ii)
(iv)
(v)

Chapter Four:

(1)

(i1)

Introduction: Lawrence and his Audience

Home and Nottingham, 1902-1908 I o
The Eastwood Circle, 1902-1908 e e

Lawrence's First Readers: Mrs Lawrence
and Jessie Chambers .in oo oo .o

Jessie Chambers as Audience .. oo oo
Qutside the Home Circle: Alice Dax,

Blanche Jennings and Louie Burrows %

Conclusions .. e - e e o'

Croydon, 1908-1 91 1 e . . e .o

The First Year: Agnes Mason, A. W. McLeod
and Agnes Holt . %% L i o'e

Ford Madox Ford and the Fringe of Literary

Society: Ezra Pound and Grace Crawford
Helen COI‘ke, 1 909“1 91 1 .e e .o .o

Louie Burrows in 1911 .. - o =

Austin Harrison, 1910-1917 .. .k e

Home and Abroad, 1912-191L .. o'e oo

'Sons and Lovers' and 'The Sisters':
(a) Bdward Garnett .. .. .. ..
(b) Frieda lawrence .. o - A

ILiterary Respectability: Edward Marsh as

Poetic Mentor 4 of A Ak e

L

LR

vi

ix

11
12

19
30

42
69

73
7h

83
113
133
148

155

156
217

225



Chapter Five: War, Rananim and Revolution, 1914-1915

(i) 'The Study of Thomas Hardy' and
'T}le Rainbow' LN 3 LR ] LR ] LR ] LN ] e

(ii) Revolution, Russell and 'The Signature' ..

Chapter Six: The Years of Separation, 1916-1919 .. i
(i) Intimate Art: Cornwall 1916-1917 R

(i1) Separate and Apart: Cornwall and Berkshire,
1917-1918 e e .o o . e e

(iii) The Changing Audience, 1918-1920 o i

Chapter Seven: Conclusions

Appendix A: Additional Notes o oW BT car e o

Appendix B: The Hands of 'The White Peacock' i A7 ool

BOOk List L .o .o e .. .o e o . .o L"79



vi

Preface

This thesis is constructed on the hypothesis that, firstly, the
relationship between D. H. Lawrence and his readers is an important
(and often misunderstood) part of our knowledge of his background, his
environment and his early writing career; and, secondly, that such a
relation - in a more impersonal sense - had a considerable influence
on the ways that his writing changed and matured, and especially on

his major works of fiction.
These hypotheses are examined in four ways.

Firstly, the early period of lawrence's creativity is studied
in chapters two and three, and the influence of people who can be
called the "intimate readers" examined. Elementary but previously
unattempted distinctions are drawn between the different people who
read and perhaps influenced his work, both in his Eastwood circle and
later in London. These chapters are concerned with the people who
were not only shown unpublished work in ms. and whose opinion was asked,

but those whom at various times Lawrence suggested his work was 'for'.

In chapters three and four, the thesis examines Lawrence's
relationship with those people in established literary and social
positions who helped and advised him. Again, vital but often ignored
distinctions are drawn between their relative importance to Lawrence.
The thesis further charts his development during these years towards a
career as a fully professionél writer, and draws attention to the
increasing value he himself set upon his role as a writer for a

particular audience.

The fifth chapter analyses Lawrence's involvement with politics,
and examines the other ways he adopted in 1914 and 1915 of approaching
his audience more directly than his creative writing ordinarily could.

It tries to establish his reasons for concentrating upon social issues,



and suggests that his involvement with social concerns to some
extent affected his writing, both fictional and philosophic.

The sixth chapter studies Lawrence's relationship with his
writing and with his audience after the turning point of the Rainbow
prosecution, and comments in detail on both the form and genre of his
work; it also draws conclusions about the significance his 'philosoph-
ical work' assumed during the war. The chapter ends with a stafement
of the position Lawrence felt he had reached in 1919, comments on his
sense of creative isolation, and links the direction and interests of
his writing with that sense of isolation. It attempts to establish
the real nature of the break he felt had occurred between his writing

and his audience.

A concluding chapter develops the study of that relation in a
literary critical argument, and concludes that such a relation can
and should be the subject of critical concern. As a test case, it

studies the relationship between writer and reader in Lady Chatterley's

Lover.

The length and detail of this study are designed to produce,
firstly, a coherent picture of Lawrence's literary relations; secondly
to demonstrate the kind of contact with advisers and friends he both
needed and established; thirdly, to indicate over a period of years
the changes that contact and that need underwent. The point throughout
has been to situate his most important work in the context of the
people who were a circle round him, who his work was for, who read it
because he wanted them to, who were an audience for it, or who belonged

to its wider public.
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A Note on References

References are here of three kinds.

1) Run-on references in the text to a number of repeatedly used works.
These are in lower-case form to distract the reader as little as
possible, and consist of a symbol, in some cases a volume number
(in small Roman numerals) and a page number (in Arabic numerals).
A list of the symbolic abbreviations (with the full titles of the
works referred to) will be found on p. X below. The works are also
listed in the Book List, with their abbreviations.

References at the foot of the page to other books, particular details
and other pages. Books referred to in this way are given with short

titles on subsequent occasions. All such works are included in the
Book List. :

References at the foot of the page to the Additional Notes at the
back of the thesis: these Notes mainly provide justification for
particular points, and are used to present necessary supporting

scholarship in a way that does not interfere with the narrative of
the text.
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Chapter One

Introduction: Lawrence's Approach to an Audience




Pirstly, we must explain the term "approach" as it is used
throughout this thesis to describe the nature of the link between
the author and his reader. We are not here concerned with
lawrence's feelings towards the reading public, or to its critical
organs in newspapers and periodicals. As with a great many creative
artists, the thought of the wider public very rarely entered Lawrence's
mind without a reaction of blankness or distaste. We are concerned
with his intimates and with the circle round him; and by "approach"
we mean the steps taken (or not taken) by the artist to ensure that
they really read as either he, or the work itself, demanded. He
commented to Miss Helen Corke in 1909 or 1910 that "one wouldn't
write at all if one hadn't, though perhaps subconsciously, the
presupposition of a reader. You can despise your public as much
as you like, but to deny it is absurd ..." ' The very act of putting
an experience into the form of a poem or story "presupposes a reader";
the form it is given is the author's way of making it accessible, even
if he does not realise it, with as much truth to the original conception
or experience as possible. This, we can call the author's approach;
it must not be confused with intention, which is always incalculable.

As illustrations of passages where an understanding of the
author's approach is helpful, there here follow four extracts from
novels written at different stages of Lawrence's career, each represent-
ing the first major appearance of a protagonist. Analysis of them
should advance a theory about the relation of a writer to his audience
to a practical level of critical interest.

(a) George Saxton in The White Peacock

He dropped on the sofa and began to read a novel. I
wanted to go, but his mother insisted on my staying.

"Don't go," she pleaded. "Emily will be so glad if
you stay - and father will, I'm sure. Sit down, now."

1. Helen Corke, Neutral Ground, (London, A. Barker, 1933), p.262.




I sat down on a rush chair by the long window
that looked out into the yard. As he was reading,
and as it took all his mother's powers to watch the
potatoes boil and the meat roast, I was left to my
thoughts. George, indifferent to all claims, con-
tinued to read. It was very annoying to watch him
pulling his brown moustache, and reading indolently
while the dog rubbed against his leggings and against
the knee of his old riding-breeches. He would not
even be at the trouble to play with Trip's ears, he
was so content with his novel and his moustache.
Round and round twirled his thick fingers, and the
muscles of his bare arm moved slightly under the
red-brown skin. 1

(b) Will Brangwen in The Rainbow

He appeared at the Marsh one Sunday morning: a
rather long, thin youth with a bright face and a
curious self-possession among his shyness, a native
awareness of what other - people might be, since he
was himself. ;

When Anna came downstairs in her Sunday clothes,
ready for Church, he rose and greeted her convent-
ionally, shaking hands. His manners were better than
hers. She flushed. She noticed now that he had a
black fledge on his upper lip, a black, finely-shapen
line marking his wide mouth. It rather repelled her.
It reminded her of the thin, fine fur of his hair.
She was aware of something strange in him.

His voice had rather high upper notes, and very
resonant middle notes. It was queer. She wondered
why he did it. But he sat very naturally in the
Marsh living-room. He had some uncouthness, some
natural self-possession of the Brangwens, that made
him at home there.

(¢) Richard Somers in Kangaroo

Somers sighed and shivered and went into the
house. It was chilly. Why had he come? Why, oh
why? What was he looking for? Reflecting a moment,
he imagined he knew what he had come for. But he
wished he had not come to Australia, for all that.

1. D. H. ILawrence, The White Peacock, (London, Heinemann, 1911), p.6.
2. D. H. lawrence, The Rainbow, (London, Penguin Books, 1949), p.98.




He was a man with an income of four hundred a
year, and a writer of poems and essays. In Europe,
he had made up his mind that everything was done
for, played out, finished, and he must go to a new
country: The newest country: young Australia! Now
he had tried Western Australia, and had looked at
Adelaide and Melbourne. And the vast, uninhabited
land frightened him. It seemed so hoary and lost,
so unapproachable. The sky was pure, erystal pure
and blue, of a lovely pale blue colour: the air was
wonderful, new and unbreathed: and there were great
distances. But the bush, the grey, charred bush.

It scared him. As a poet, he felt himself entitled
to all sorts of emotions and sensations which an
ordinary man would have repudiated. Therefore he
let himself feel all sorts of things about the bush.
It was so phantom-like, so ghostly, with its tall
pale trees and many dead trees, like corpses, partly
charred by bush fires: and then the foliage so dark,
like grey-green iron. And then it was so deathly
still. Even the few birds seemed to be swamped in
silence. Waiting, waiting - the bush seemed to be
hoarily waiting. And he could not penetrate into
its secret. He couldn't get at it. Nobody could
get at it. What was it waiting for? !

(d) Connie Chatterley in Lady Chatterley's Lover

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 viilage. It was
not so at all. Her father was the once well-known
R. A., 0ld 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 had had what
might be called an aesthetically unconventional
upbringing. They had been taken to Paris and Flor-
ence and Rome to breathe in art, and they had been
taken also in the other direction, to the Hague
and Berlin, to great socialist conventions, where
the speakers spoke in every civilised tongue, and
no one was abashed.

1. D. H. lawrence, Kangaroo, (London, Secker, 1923), pp.8-9.

2. D. H. lawrence, lady Chatterley's Lover, (London, Heinemann,
1961), p.48.




The differences between the passages are best accounted for
by, firstly, examining the effect of the description on us; secondly
by trying to establish why it affects us as it does; and thirdly by
concentrating, not on the apparent intention of the passage, but on
the details of the narrator's art - this choice of words in this

manner.

Briefly: The White Peacock passage perhaps strikes us as

uncertain in tone, for all its simplicity. We get a first insizht
into George's physical indolence, and may indeed make an imaginative
leap to his spiritual condition; but the writing is not designed to
ensure that we do. George's physicality is conveyed by, in part,
the adjectival continuous: the thick fingers, red-brown skin, bare
arm, brown moustache; but the details tend to emerge as more
significant than the whole they might have built up. The same
applies to the passage in general: the sense of a multitude of

details hanging in a void is very strong.

Further, unlike the Rainbow passage, where Anna's reaction is
important as Anna's in that situation, Cyril in The White Peacock

only acts as an observer's eye; and, what is more, his reactions
are laid down as indications for the reader of how to feel. "It
was very annoying to watch him pulling his brown moustache and
reading indolently ..." No reader would have thought of being
annoyed if he hadn't been told to be. Since Cyril says that he

is annoyed, we realise in our turn that we are being alerted to
something interesting. As narrator, in fact, Cyril hangs in the
same void as the superabundant details. We don't know how to take
him - a common reaction to the self-conscious; we don't know if his
prompting of our attention is irritating or genuinely significant;
and at moments such as that in the passage above, he seems only a
convenient spy for the author, not a character in any sense. (When

Cyril has to act as a character elsewhere in the book, the inconsistency




is startling.) Cyril's function as observer and narrator is, in

fact, more than anything else what alienates us from the action of
such a passage as this, because all our experience of the narrated
passages is filtered through him. In so far as he is Lawrence's

agent for presenting The White Peacock, he actually stultifies

Lawrence's approach to his readers (as do almost all of Lawrence's
other first-person narrators.1 ) Only the fully dramatised passages
in the novel are free from the hindrance of this faltering, sensitive,
bodiless narrator. Most of the time, we are only allowed to see what
amounts to Lawrence's own private world, and to experience it in
terms of the author's imposition on us. This, we suggest, is one

of the major flaws of The White Peacock, and it is insufficient to

put it down to simply Lawrence's immaturity; this kind of authorial
imposition on his book's readers is a revelation of the kind of
approach he needed to overcome. The critical point is, however,
established: we need to be aware of the problem in some such terms

as "imposition" and "approach" if we are to make much headway.

The extract from The Rainbow is remarkable, after that from

The White Peacock, for its entire absence of irrelevancies and

authorial intrusion; the local vividness is here uncluttered by

detail. And the passage's design on us does not impose the author

on us as well; indeed, its design on us is only visible in the response
it naturally elicits. The facts of Will's strangeness and attractiveness
to Anna, and his curious self-possession (also seen partly in terms of
its effect on her) are the point of it; but the authorial approach can
only be detected at second-hand, through our sense of so much being
achieved so economically and not through anything we can actually
observe. Lawrence himself seems entirely absent from the passage,
although it is only his authorial control that allows us such an

impression; as readers we are trusted, left alone to be drawn into the

1. The unnamed narrators of 'A Fragment of Stained Glass,' 'Wintry
Peacock' and 'None of That,' Morier in 'Glad Ghosts' and Bradley
in 'Rawdon's Roof'.'



birth of the relationship between Anna and Will. And it is very
hard to talk about the author's "approach" in such a passage as
that above, though (as seen later) that is not always true of The

Rainbow.1

The Kangaroo passage represents a complete volte-face.
Somers, as character, is barely presented; Somers is a mind, a
voice, a pair of ears, an insight into experience: an authorial
agent. Australia is not created as the Marsh Farm, or even the
particular Sunday morning in the second extract are created; we
are told things about it, we experience it with extreme vividness
for a moment; then, not Somers, but Lawrence, passes on. For a
moment Somers is, himself, objectively presented: a man of four
hundred a year. The next moment he is only important as a vehicle
for our own potential questioning of experience, or for what
Lawrence wants to tell us. The effect is sometimes exhilarating,
but the very fluidity of the experience is exhausting as we move
from pure experience to authorial insight and back again. And
even the exhilaration can begin to fade; in only the short passage
quoted here, Lawrence does tend to tail off into conventional
rhetorical questions, which we can only relate to him as author
since we have no fixed ground in the book. Strictly speaking, the
vividness of the experience is all the approach Lawrence makes to
us as readers; when he directs our attention explicitly we may

react against it as we probably do in The White Peacock, although

in the case of Kangaroo we will also be aware of the casualness of
his imposition. We can take it or leave it, the book seems to say;
there is almost no relationship established between writer and
reader because Lawrence is strictly avoiding it and is letting:;

"this gramophone of a novel"2 - as he calls it - play on at us,

1. See below, pp.271-272 & 276-286.
2. lLawrence, Kangaroo, p.314.




around us, away from us. All we have to do is switch off if we
get bored; and the book implies that it won't matter very much if
we do. The piece is a classic of lawrence's determination not to
approach us; and, again, we won't get very far as critics unless we

recognize that.

The passage from lady Chatterley's Lover is more enigmatic.
It develops rather as that from The Rainbow does, but it shows,

oddly, some of The White Peacock's inconsequential quality and

some of Kangaroo's casualness. The impression of Connie is not
very vivid - "slow movements, full of unusual energy" is, for
instance, not very telling; there are a lot of details, but the
astringent tone is more dry than acid, and a curious clumsiness
has invaded the prose which removes ita world away from the casual
raciness of Kangaroo. The description of conventional artiness
and socialism is awkwardly manoeuvred; the slangy tone is liable
not to set us right in our valuations, but instead to remind us

of an author asserting his opinions. For there is no real catch
at our responses (as there is, for instance, in a similarly plain
passage at the beginning of Middlemarch describing Celia and Dor-
othea1); mainly, a slightly tired assertiveness. As a result we
are left with very little to which to respond. We see Lawrence
confident in himself, but unable to approach us with much certainty

of success, and unsure of our response.

It is this kind of thing in Lawrence which has provided the
impetus for this study. Rather as Robert Garis has shown in The

Dickens Theatre, a concentration upon an author's attitude to his

audience, and upon his manipulation of it, is enormously helpful
in the case of some authors (amonz whom we can place Lawrence) to
understand what precisely they are doing. His analyses of George
Eliot and, of course, Dickens, make the point: to feel that Dickens

1. G. Eliot, Middlemarch, (Edinburgh, Blackwood, 1875), pp.1-2.




is so frequently "totally conscious of his audience,"1 and to
respond to his "insistent rhetoric,"2 is to read him as he needs

to be read and to have the right openness to him.

The change, in Lawrence's case, from The White Peacock to
Lady Chatterley's Lover, charts the change in his use of the
novel between 1910 and 1928, for one thing; but above all, it

should emphasize the importance in his case of being aware of
the relationship between author and audience. The changes in
Lawrence's writing habits, both in his novels and in his other

works, can in fact be usefully discussed in terms of it.

The thesis below, however, although occasionally using such
analysis of particular passages to establish the sense of such a
change, is not primarily a literary critical work; it attempts
to map the change through the first decade of Lawrence's writing
to a whole assessment of Lawrence's success and failure with his
audience. It is, for instance, in terms of "approach to an audience"
that much of the philosophical work can best be studied; the same
is true of Lawrence's involvement with politics in 1915, and of a
very great deal of his literary activity during the war. By
dealinzg with these, a broader and (it is hoped) more accurate
perspective of Lawrence's desire to influence people by his
writing can be established than by a sequence of analyses like
those above. It is always our intention here to present a coherent
picture of lawrence's writing activities; and if, as a result, the
thesis is sometimes as concerned with literary biography as with
literary criticism, this is because the relationship of writer to
audience, especially from 1914 on, really is the context in which
the particular analyses are best understood. Such a relationship,

in fact, was an essential modifier of his work: that is our contention.

1. R. Garis, The Dickens Theatre, (London, Uxford University Press,
1965), p.65.

2. Idem, p.68.
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The study of Lawrence's early intimate readers, and of his literary
circles, is an important part of the whole picture; and if we some-
times offer the appearance of biography, it is because Lawrence was

influenced by more than isolated exchanges.

The thesis tends to fall into two halves, 1904-1913 and
1914-1920; the first mainly concerned with the people around lLawrence,
and the second mainly with Lawrence himself. This does not imply
that the "intimate readers" discussed in chapters 2 and 3 did not
exist after 1913. Lists of them could be drawn up and their
relationship to Lawrence's work described. That is actually done
on occa.sions.1 What matter most, however, are the reasons why
Lawrence's friends and circle read his work in mss.; and that is
why the later "intimate readers" are rarely as important as the
earlier. These reasons go better in a sustained narrative (as in
chapters 5 and 6) than in sections on individuals (as in chapters
2, 3 and 4), because it is upon Lawrence's relationship with such
individuals and with a wider audience that we must concentrate, and

not so much on their reaction to his work.

1. See below, pp. 376, 377-378, 405, 413.




Chapter Two

Home and Nottingham

1902 - 1908
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(i) The Eastwood Circle, 1902-1908

Thé convenient word "circle" can mean several things. It can refer
to a barely definable ambient environment or to the contact of a group of
people; in the case of a writer, it may mean "audience". What it must
not do in the case of D. H. Lawrence is suggest a movement that centred
on him. The various people with whom his literary career began in his
home town, whether we refer to his circle of friends comprising the
Pagans, or to the Fabian Socialist and feminist circle around W. E.
Hopkin, provided in both cases an environment, not an admiring circle
where Lawrence was any leading light in literary discussion. And each
time we consider one of these circles, it is in terms of one or two
people in them that they are important; Jessie Chambers, Louie Burrows,
Alice Dax, Blanche Jennings are the names standing out when all ideas of
Pagans and Socialists have faded. We find that, in early life, Lawrence's
literary activities involved a special kind of audience, a special contact
between author and reader, to which any understanding of his circle is
really irrelevant. But we need to consider these environments if we are

to understand Lawrence's role - and that of his writing - inside them.

The Pagans made up an actual, self styled "circle" to which Lawrence
belonged as much as anybody did. Its members were Alan and Jessie Chamb-
ers, (May Chambers was really a different generation), Gertrude and Frances
Cooper - Lawrence's neighbours in Lynncroft Road; Alice Hall, Kitty Holder-
ness, Ada and Bert Lawrence, George Neville and - perhaps - Richard Pogmore
and Louie Burrows. They were all, at one time or another (except Alan
Chambers) pupil teachers; as a group they walked and talked together, they
went to Chapel in each others' company, and it seems clear that they were
responsible for a good deal of each others' intellectual development.

Sons and Lovers contains passages suggesting what their earlier outings

were like;1 passages of The White Peacock give an idea of their social

style - at the party for Lettie's coming of age, for instance, and in
their discussions.2 This intellectual tone attracted the attention

1. D. H. Lawrence, Sons and Lovers, (London, Duckworth, 1913), pp. 165-9.

2. lawrence, The White Peacock, pp. 43-4k4, 129-133, 171-187, 243-246.
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of several of the book's early reviewers:

In what milieu does the author live? are these people, who
seem so real, pure puppets of his imagination, or do they
really discuss Ibqen and Aubrey Beardsley in farmhouses in
the Trent Valley?

A good deal of the conversation is quite banal, despite
its suggestion of advanced culture; for when such names
as Ibsen, Gorki, Schopenhauer, Maupassant, Claussen,
Debussy, and others startle the stillness of the wood-
land, as they frequently do, we have a feeling that it is
not the characters but the author who is uttering them.

But the reviewer for the Manchester Guardian, Allan Monkhouse,
understood the real reason for the oddity of these conversations:
some of the characters struck him as "a family party talking, not too

good-mannerly, a kind of shorthand or coterie slang which leaves the
reader out in the cold."3 In such passages Lawrence reproduces what
we may assume to be the style of the Pagans: bright, in-group, with
artistic and philosophic overtones; the style, for instance, which led
Lawrence to invite Louie Burrows to visit the Haggs in the Christmas
holidays of 1907 because "we" - Ada, Alan, Jessie and Lawrence

propose having a discussion among ourselves on the
ultimate questions of philosophy raised in the education
class - a discussion of a 'Universal Consciousness' for
instance - the matter with which we left off last

Wednesday. (1il 7)

The earnestness at which the reviewers scoffed was genuine enough.

Again, an account of a week at the end of July 1908 shows what the
Pagans' group life was like, which is something practically undocu-
mented in Jessie Chambers' memoir. Involved in this episode appear

to be Alan ("George") and Jessie ("Emily"), Louie Burrows, George Neville
("something like Leslie") and Alice Hall ("Gall").

1. Anon., The Morning Post, 9 February 1911, p.2.
2. Anon., The Times Literary Supplement, 26 January 1911, p.35.
3. A.M. ((Allan Monkhouse)), The Manchester Guardian, 8 February 1911, p.5.
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Today - Bank Holiday ((3rd August)), we are having a picnic
at Beauvale Abbey - not far away ... Tomorrow we shall be

in the fields again, pulling and finishing the stacks; Louie,
Emily and George will be there ... we will have some fun;
Wednesday we shall walk to Codnor castle - we shall be out
all day, returning to the Haggs (a farm, the home of my
friends) - where, in the low parlour, I shall read Verlaine

to the girls (in French - the nut-brown eyes of Louie will
laugh and scold me;1 the soft dark eyes of Emily will look

at me, pensive, doubtful - not quite sure what I mean) - and
perhaps I'll read Whitman; we shall walk arm in arm through
the woods home in the moonlight. Thursday we have a party

at home, when we sing; we learn then our songs, our Schumann,
Giordani, Schubert and the song classics; we shall play bridge
and be jolly. Friday is left for packing, and for escorting
Louie to the station; Saturday we go to Flamboro. A good week,

eh? (lm i 24-25)
Certainly, as Lawrence said in the same letter to Blanche Jennings,

We are not conventional. Our set is a bit astonishing.
Mr Dax is qulte shocked when he goes out with us - Mrs
Dax also. (Im i 26)

But what is lacking in all reminiscences of members of the group,
and both in Iawrence's own letters and suggestions of the group in his
novels, is any discussion of "Pagan" writing. As a group, they probably
thought of Lawrence as a potential writer; W. E. Hopkin recalled an
occasion probably nearer 1905 than 1908, when a Pagan walk was in

progress:

.. We came across an old Farmhouse with moss-grown tiles

near a brook ... Lawrence looked at it for a few seconds, and
then said, "That house is brooding over its past." In the next
field we sat down to rest and Lawrence, with half-closed eyes,
told us what incidents the old house was recalling. One of the
girls exclaimed, "Why don't you write stories, Bert?" (nehls i 24)

By the winter of 1907, probably a number of people knew that he was
writing, to judge by the "many inquirers" May Holbrook mentioned in her

account of the controversy over "A Prelude to a Happy Christmas" in

1907 (nehls iii 609).

1. c.f. Lawrence to Louie Burrows, 10th July 1908: "I want to read
some Verlaine to you - fun! I shall see your eyes swing round." (1il 10)
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But apart from Lawrence's discussion of his Education Course
essays with Louie Burrows, there is no record of members of the group
discussing writing; this fact is conspicuous by its absence, and by the
presence of documentary evidence of the group's interest in music, art
and poetry. And still odder is the fact that, by his own confession,
Lawrence began to write poetry in 1904; and the nucleus of the Pagans
was forming as early as 1903. Further, no record survives of Lawrence
discussing his own work with any of the group except Jessie Chambers,
let alone of his actually reading any of it to them. If we look further,
however, that is not after all surprising. George Neville, one of
Lawrence's closest men friends, recalls going to the Haggs in search of
Lawrence at a date that must be around 1905:

I would usually find Lawrence and the "Princess" ((Jessie
Chambers)) with their heads close together and the crumpled
papers spread out in front of them; but the papers soon
disappeared with my arrival.

The explanation of that is to be found in the fact
that the "Princess" was the only one of all the "Pagans"
who did anything at all to encourage Lawrence in his

writings. (nehls i 46)

Helen Corke independently confirmed this: "She was the only member of

his environment who fed the literary appetite in him at all."1 May

Holbrook's account of the admirers of Lawrence's painting points the
difference still more precisely:

There is one more memory of that kitchen: the table littered
with water-colours and autograph albums, and Bert in his shirt-
sleeves painting furiously, surrounded by an admiring group of
half a dozen girls and one boy ... Each of us wanted a painting
done for every one in the group, and Bert ran his fingers through
his hair excitedly ... Bert was the centre of the gay crowd, and
we took it for granted that he liked to do us such favours.

(nehls iii 597)

George Neville sums it up: "We were enthusiastic on the subject of his
sketches and paintings, but we all realised the danger of a literary
career for him" (nehls i 46). BEven if they realised it, they were
never in a position to advise or encourage Lawrence over it - although,
1. H. Corke & M. Muggeridge, The Dreaming Woman, BBC 2 TV, 22 June 1968.
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as May Chambers remembered about 1906,

it was soon apparent that Bert's thoughts had turned to
writing, as well as reading, books ... (nehls iii 600)

Yet "the actual fact was not mentioned," although "the signs were

many" (ibid).

All this must make us distinguish between an intellectual or
friendly environment in which Lawrence grew up, and the response of two
or three individuals to whom alone he showed his earliest writing. So
far as his writing was concerned, we see the "circle" reduced to the
encouragement of Jessie Chambers. And this was the case from the time
he began, in 1904, at least to the time he went to Nottingham University
in the autumn of 1906; and probably well into 1907 too.

Lack of evidence makes certainty about his literary relations at
the University impossible. He continued to show his mss. to Jessie
Chambers; he submitted a poem to the college magazine; he may have
discussed some writing with Louie Burrows - she was close enough to him
to discuss his university essays and for him to comment on hers.1 But
college provided Lawrence with no congenial environment for literary
companionship - only for creative work. He made few friendships there,
and apparently none which involved his writing; he always gave the
impression that he lived a rather solitary existence at college, his
social life remaining centred on Eastwood: at college he was "at first
quite happy, then utterly bored" (HEE ii 300). In 1908 he told Blanche
Jennings that

I was bored until college became a disease. It was imperative
that I should do something, so I began to write a novel ...
College gave me nothing, even nothing to do - I had a damnable
time there, bitter so deep with disappointment ... (Ilm i 8)

And he "used to write bits and poems & patches of The White Peacock
during lectures ..." (phx ii 300) But he "wrote for her ((Jessie

1. For further details of these, see below, pp.23, 42 and 60
respectively.
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Chambers)) - still without any idea of becoming a literary man at
all" (phx ii 301). This confirms that Lawrence was never involved in
a literary circle at college - as James Joyce was, for instance - and

that Jessie Chambers remained the important focus of his writing life.

But it is clear that as his novel, lLaetitia 'A'1 grew, it was by

its very nature a different proposition from the poetry, or even short
stories, Lawrence had written up to then; it did not exist simply as an
interest of Lawrence and Jessie Chambers, and Lawrence wanted other
people to see it and to criticise it. After the completion of
laetitia 'B' in the early summer of 1908, at least three people apart

from Jessie saw it; and at least another three were to see Nethermere.

This points the issue: until roughly 1908, Lawrence's writings were
distinetly private in character; his friends, the people in his circle,
knew what he was doing, but they never saw what he wrote. William Hopkin

remembered how, probably near or in 1906, Lawrence

startled me by suddenly leaning across and exclaiming,

"Willie, I am going to be an author." I said, "Are you,

Bert? Well, if you think you have a gift for writing, go

ahead. You must be prepared to have your manuscripts returned

a few times, but if you have talent some publisher will discover
it." His face flushed slightly as he replied, "I have genius! I
know I have." I treated it as the pardonable conceit of a clever
youth who knew he was clever, and told him I wished him the
success he hoped for. (nehls i 70-71)

But, despite the confession, Lawrence never took the next step and
showed Hopkin the work he reckoned would prove his genius. We have seen
how May Chambers knew lawrence was writing, although she never saw any-
thing; Mrs Chambers, Jessie and May's mother, who had been Lawrence's
particular confidante for a number of years, did not discover that he

was writing Laetitia 'A' for more than a year after he had begun it
nehls iii 601).

1. In this thesis, the early versions of The White Peacock will be

referred to as follows:
1st version (1906-1907) Laetitia 'A'

rd version
th version

2nd version §1907-1908) Laetitia 'B'

Spring 19093 Nethermere

Spring 1910) The White Peacock




The only exceptions to this rule before 1908 were, apparently,

Lawrence's mother, Jessie Chambers, and possibly Louie Burrows at
college. As these three (perhaps only two) constituted Lawrence's
first audience, we should understand what their relation was to his
work and how they constituted a unique audience, in the sense that

they were to Lawrence what no other readers ever were. In the first
place, Jessie read his work over his shoulder, as he wrote; only Frieda
Lawrence ever did that again. Secondly, Lawrence's requirements of his
audience in these very early years were different from any need he
evinced later. He demanded advwice and criticism, in part, because he

was uncertain of his own measure. Laetitia 'A' and 'B', in particular,

had to be worked over time and again in consultation with his intimates;
and though he wrote the novel when one period of particular intimacy
with Jessie was ending, she was probably closer to it than anyone else.
In the third place, his readers' function as critical audience was
doubled by their closeness to Lawrence himself; and the fact that some-
times he wrote for them was not to be repeated at any later stage of his
life, even with Frieda.
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(ii) Lawrence's First Readers: Mrs Lawrence and Jessie Chambers

What we know about Lawrence's early readers - those people who
saw and perhaps commented on his mss. - has survived fortuitously, and
incompletely. We know a lot, for instance, about the opinions of
Blanche Jennings, and how Lawrence reacted to them. But before the
discovery of his letters to her in 1959, there was nothing even to
suggest her existence in connection with him. It could never have
been known that both she and Alice Dax saw the ms. of ILaetitia 'B’',

for example; and obviously, other even more significant information

could still either come to light, or remain permanently hidden.
Equally by chance, we know far less of Helen Corke's opinions of
Nethermere (as by then it was) in the matter of the detailed criticism
she gave Lawrence about it than we do of Blanche Jennings': yet the
relative importance of the two women's criticism is almost certainly

in inverse proportion to our documentary evidence of it.

This study of the first readers has, therefore, to proceed on
the understanding that its source material is (perhaps misleadingly)
incomplete, and as a result, has to direct its attention not on to a
broad exposition of (say) "Response to Lawrence in the Early Years" -
but to the kind of reading his friends gave him, and to the importance
to him of those criticisms of which we do know. A careful handling of
the evidence as it stands should give us a clue to the questions: "Why
did Lawrence show his mss. to people? What did he expect from them?
What (in the case of those we know about) did he get from them?" We
should then see general tendencies that allow us to become acquainted

with what cannot be known for certain.

For instance: central to a study of these first readers is the
extent to which lirs Lawrence read her son's work. Yet in this matter,
where one might have thought certainty assured, the evidence conflicts

and we cannot (on the face of it) say for certain whether she did read




much of ILawrence's work. William Hopkin said, in 1949, about a
period when he and his wife saw a lot of Lawrence:

I have mentioned the profound influence his mother had on

his whole life. She dominated every side of it, and her one
desire was to see him become a great writer ... When he was
writing The White Peacock, he and his mother criticised it
together, and he re-wrote parts of it until it satisfied them.

(nehls i 72)

Hopkin certainly knew the young Lawrence very well. But Lawrence's
'Autobiographical Sketch' of 1928 is explicit on the subject of his

mother and his writing:

«es His own family strictly "natural" looked on such performance
as writing as "affectation." Therefore wrote in secret at home.
Mother came upon a chapter of White Peacock - read it quizzically,
& was amused. "But my boy, how do you know it was like that?
You don't know —" She thought one ought to know - and she hoped
her son, who was "clever," might one day be a professor or a
clergyman or perhaps even a little Mr Gladstone. That would have
been rising in the world ... Miriam read all his writings - she
alone. His mother, whom he loved best on earth, he never spoke
to, about his writing. It would have been a kind of "showing-
off" or affectation. (phx ii 300-301)

Evidence from another source confirms that Mrs Lawrence read some, at

least, of his first novel: Jessie Chambers wrote of laetitia 'A':

I think Lawrence despised the story from the bottom of his
heart, for he immediately started to re-write it. He must
have shown it to his mother because when we were on Holiday at
Robin Hood's Bay ((August 1907)) I asked her what she thought
of it, and she replied, in a pained voice:

'To think that my son should have writtem such a story,’
referring presumably to Letty's situation. (et 117)

(In this version, Lettie had been seduced and abandoned by Leslie

(et 116)). Ilawrence himself reported the same reaction in a letter

to Blanche Jennings of May 1908: "laetitia, of whom my mother will

say nothing except 'I wish you had written on another line'..." Cyg i8)

1. Confirmed, incidentally, by Jessie Chambers: during his college

career, 1906-8, Lawrence "passed all his writings on to me, se%iffly;
et 81).



And in the winter of 1910, just before Mrs Lawrence died, Lawrence
told May Chambers Holbrook that "She didn't like it. Even disliked
it." May Chambers remonstrated: "It can't help but be a source of pride."
"!'No,' he insisted miserably, 'she doesn't like what I write. Perhaps
if it had been romance ... But I couldn't write that'" (22215 iii 618).
These quotations suggest that more than a chapter had been seen by lirs

Lawrence: we know the book's proofs were sent on to her in September,
though it seems unlikely that she actually read them (li; 53-54). But
together, again, they effectively contradict William Hopkin's two
statements - that Lawrence's mother wanted him to be a writer, and that
they worked at the laetitias together. Lawrence's 1928 statement is,
in fact, reinforced by & number of passing references, mainly in his
letters to Blanche Jennings, that his mother was against the idea of his
following a literary career. Since the entire correspondence between
Lawrence and his mother has disappeared, it is impossible to state this
more definitively, or deny that Mrs Lawrence did not talk over other
examples of his work with her son. But - relying mainly on the 1928
statement - perhaps the descriptions of Paul working at his painting

in Sons and Lovers give some idea of the difference (ignored by William

Hopkin) between the roles 'Miriam' (Jessie Chambers) and Mrs Lawrence

played in Lawrence's early work.

He was studying for his painting. He loved to sit at
home, alone with his mother, at night, working and working.
She sewed or read. Then, looking up from his task, he would
rest his eyes for a moment on her face, that was bright with
living warmth, and he returned gladly to his work.

'T can do my best things when you sit there in your
rocking-chair, mother,' he said.

'I'm sure!' she exclaimed, sniffing with mock scepticism.
But she felt it was so, and her heart quivered with brightness.
For many hours she sat still, slightly conscious of him labouring
away, whilst she worked or read her book. And he, with all his
soul's intensity directing his pencil, could feel her warmth
inside him like strength. They were both very happy so, and both
unconscious of it. These times, that meant so much, and which
were real living, they almost ignored.

He was conscious only when stimulated. A sketch finished,
he always wanted to take it to Miriam. Then he was stimulated
into knowledge of the work he had produced unconsciously. In



contact with Miriam he gained insight; his vision went
deeper. From his mother he drew the life-warmth, the
strength to produce; Miriam urged this warmth into
intensity like a white light.!

Admittedly, this is a situation in a novel - not in Lawrence's life.
And even if some relationship to Lawrence's biography is granted, then
the purist might affirm that the passage only records a transmuted
memory of the time in his life when Ilawrence was toying with the idea
of painting as a career - around 1903. But since painting is Paul's

real "art" in Sons and Lovers, it seems more realistic to see in Paul's

relation with his mother and with Miriam some of the truth of the
relationship, in respect of his writing, which Lawrence saw between
himself, Mrs Lawrence, and Jessie Chambers. His mother provided the
security that made the 'out-going' of his work a joy to him, but was
not, herself, concerned with it. Jessie Chambers provided a day to day
reason why he should strive to write, and better his writing by thinking
about what he produced. We must, in fact, conclude that she was an
audience for his work as Mrs ILawrence never was: and it is upon her

that an audience study has first to centre, pace lMr Hopkin.

The first thing must be to describe what of Lawrence's she read,
and when she read it; poems, plays and essays, short stories, and
novels. Two facts hold good for all categories. The first is that we
can have no doubts at all that she read practically everything that
Lawrence wrote between 1904 and 1908, and that between 1908 and 1911
she must have read a very great deal. (Someone who had seen The Saga
of Sies;mund2 by July 1910,3'before Ford Madox Fordh'saw it, while

1. lLawrence, Sons and Lovers, pp.158-159.

2. The two versions of The Trespasser will be distinguished as follows:
1st version (April-July 1910) The Saza of Siegmund
2nd version (Jan.-Feb. 1912) The Trespasser

3. BBC 2, The Dreaminz Woman.

L. Ford Madox FPord, (Ford Madox Hueffer until 1919), will be referred
to as 'Ford Madox Ford' throughout this thesis.




23

Lawrence was still in London - the book itself being an intimate

matter between Lawrence and Helen Corke - would obviously have had

had access to nearly everything.)

The second point is that evidence of what she read, and when
she read it, is sparse. At every point where details emerge, our
first fact is confirmed. And even when there are no details, we have
the insistent reminder in her memoir of the sheer amount she must have
read; it duplicates remarks such as the following time and again;

this example comes from the summer of 1908.

When his college course was over and the long vacation began
he brought so much of his writing to me that I had to set my
studies aside for the time being. But his work was of para-
mount interest ... (et 148)

In this case, for instance, we have to guess what she actually saw;
perhaps the college notebooks into which Lawrence copied most of his
early poems; some of his early short stories were written about this
time (Im i 30); she may have seen his essay 'Art and the Individual',
written in the spring of 1908. Assuming that she has her dates correct,
she would not have seen the main ms. of Laetitia 'B', which passed
between Alice Dax and Blanche Jennings from April to November 1908.

But that Jessie saw everything available is clear time after time; her
brother J. D. Chambers remembered that, when Lawrence had gone to
Croydon in October 1908, "™day after day parcels of manuscript came for
Miriam to read ..." (nehls i 51) A second example of ILawrence showing
her his work mentions a particular ms.; Jessie visited Croydon on
November 27th and 28th, 1909, and on the evening of the 27th

.e+ Supper over, he cleared the table and began to show me
his writings. There were poems, quite a number I had not
seen, and a play that was about his home on a Friday night ...
((2A Collier's Friday Nicght))

1. For example: et 78, 81, 103, 115-119, 141 142, 156, 157,
180, 184.
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'Let me take it home. I can't read properly here.'
He swept the papers together.

'Now we'll talk,' he said. 'But perhaps you want to
go to bed?' It was one o'clock ... (et 166)

The order of events is interesting: work first, talk afterwards.

Even at this stage in Lawrence's writing career, when his attachment
to Jessie was fluctuating, the impression is most striking of his out-
put being shown to her and studied by her as a matter of course. And
in the period 1904-1908, when almost no-one else saw his work, the
natural transfer of work from author to audience must have been even

more common.

In such a situation, it seems barely necessary to record the
evidence of particular items being seen and studied, since this can
only give a misleading impression. But we have documentary evidence
that she saw fourteen poemsj To this we should add the fact that when
Jessie Chambers was sent a copy of Love Poems in the spring of 1913,
"very few of the pieces were new to me" (et 219). At least one must
have been: 'Bei Hennef' had been written after Lawrence and Frieda
had gone to Germany. And if it is true that Lawrence wrote "the best
of the dialect poems" at Garnett's house in the winter of 1911 (phx i 253)
then Jessie would not have seen them; here we may suggest 'Whether or not'
- certainly discussed by Garnett at the Cearne, together with 'A Collier's
Wife' and 'The Drained Cup,' all in Love Poems. But if Jessie knew most
of the thirty poems in the book apart from these, "the poems that
Lawrence had written in the thick little college notebook that I knew
so well" (EE 219), she was obviously acquainted with the bulk of his

output, including the 'Helen' poems which Helen Corke never saw.

Lawrence wrote his play A Collier's Friday Night early on in his

college carecer - "when I was twenty-one, almost before I'd done anything ..“3

1. See Additional Note I.
2. See below, p. 127
3. D. H. lawrence, A Collier's Friday Night, (London, Secker, 1934), p. v.
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But Jessie Chambers apparently did not see it until 1909 when she
visited Croydon;1 Lawrence may have been revising it. There is no
record of her having seen the other three plays Lawrence wrote before

leaving for Germany in 1912.

As to essays, she heard Lawrence read his paper 'Art and the
Individual' to an Eastwood group at a time she mistakenly identified
as "the spring of 1909" (et 120); it was actually in April 1908. But
there is no reference to other essays written in this period, such as

"Lessford's Rabbits" or "A Lesson on the Tortoise".

As with his poetry, the surviving evidence about the stories
Jessie saw in ms. cannot compare with our certainty that she saw many
more, if not every one Lawrence wrote up to 1910 with the exception of
'Goose Fair' (a collaboration with Louie Burrows.) We can be quite
certain, however, that she saw three stories.2 There is no proof that
Jessie Chambers did see the ms. of 'Odour of Chrysanthemums A',3 as
Ford Madox Ford insisted that she did;b’ but, as with everything else
here, it seems most likely that she did.

Jessie Chambers saw the various versions of The White Peacock

from the start; her reading of Lawrence's novels is better documented

than any other area of her activity as audience.

It was in the Whitsuntide holiday ((1906)) that he brought the
first pages to me. I had been away from home, and returned to
find Lawrence waiting uneasily. Out in the fields he gave me
the manuseript and asked me if I had any to show him. I shook
my head.

1. See above, p.23
2. See Additional Note II.

5. The fbur versions of 'Odour of Chrysanthemums' will be distinguished
as follows:
1st version (1908-Dec. 1909) 'Odour of Chrysanthemums A'
2nd version éMar. 1911-Apr. 1911) 'Odour of Chrysanthemums B'
3rd version (June 1911 ) '0Odour of Chrysanthemums C'*
Lth version (June-July 191L) 'Odour of Chrysanthemums'

L. See below, p.83
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'"We've broken the ice,' he said in a tense voice. (et 103)

We know that she followed Laetitia 'A' through to its completion in the
summer of 1907 (23 75, 81, 116-117); and, too, that she saw the writing
of Laetitia 'B' in 1907-8 from her descriptions of how it differed from

its predecessor and her shock, as Lawrence passed it on to her, at the

appearance of Annable (et 81, 117). Nethermere was begun in Croydon in
January 1909 (Im i 47) and Lawrence must have sent parts of it at least
to her (et 151, 156). She wrote of that first year in Croydon that

Lawrence continued ... to send his writings to me: poems
frequently and always the novel which ultimately became
The White Peacock. (et 156)

Lawrence revised the book heavily during 1910; and although Helen Corke
was more concerned with this final version than anyone else,1 it is clear
that Jessie too saw the ms. right up to its completion: she remembered
it being finished "in a rare sunny mood." But it was natural that Helen
Corke, being on the spot in Croydon, should play the greater part in

the preparation of this final version, and of the proofs in September
(corke 51); and that Jessie should have taken a subsidiary role,
physically all year and emotionally after the end of their tacit
engagement in August.

This slackening of literary contact is more marked in the case of

Lawrence's next two novels. The Sagza of Siegmund was obviously a matter

very much between Lawrence and Helen Corke. For Jessie,

It was something so apart from our lives that Lawrence spoke to
me of it very little. The only discussion I remember was about
the Doppelganger. He asked me what I thought of that part of
the story. (et 190)

All the same, Helen Corke remembers her having read some of it by the
weekend in July 1910 when she visited Lawrence and Miss Corke in

London;2 since the book was unfinished at the time of her visit, not

1. See below, pp.115-118
2. BBC 2, The Dreaming Woman.




27

being complete until after the 24th, Lawrence's last Sunday in Croydon
that term (1il 52), it is obvious that she was being kept up with the
writing. The fact that in this case she confessed a lack of acquain-
tance with the book should perhaps make us feel how closely she was

ordinarily concerned and consulted; as he said to her,

For this I need Helen, but I must always return to you ...
only you must always leave me free. (et 182)

However, she did not even know Lawrence had begun Paul Morel 'A'1

in October 1910; her memoir notes that he began it, so far as she knew,
"during 1911" (et 190), and that she "heard of it through 'Helen'"; the
latter, however, knew of Paul Morel 'A', as we can tell by her reference
to Iawrence "rewriting" it in the months after Whitsun 1911 (corke 30).
And Louie Burrows knew about the novel by the 6th December 1910 (1il 56).

But as far as Jessie was concerned,

It was some time after our brief meeting in October ((1911))
that he sent the entire manusecript to me, and asked me to tell
him what I thought of it. (et 190)

And she did not like it. This, her longest surviving commentary on
the literary merit of one of Lawrence's books, deserves to be reproduced
in full.

He had written about two-thirds of the story, and seemed to
have come to a standstill. The whole thing was somehow tied
up. The characters were locked together in a frustrating
bondage, and there seemed no way out. The writing oppressed
me with a sense of strain. It was extremely tired writing.

I was sure that Lawrence had had to force himself to do it.

The spontaneity that I had come to regard as the distinguishing
feature of his writing was quite lacking. He was telling the
story of his mother's married life, but the telling seemed to

1. The early versions of Sons and Lovers will be distinguished as
follows:
1st version (Oct. 1910 - Feb. 1911) Paul Morel 'A'
2nd version (Mar. 1911 - Oct. 1911) Paul Morel 'B'
3rd version (Feb. 1912 - Apr. 1912) Paul Morel 'C'
4th version (May 1912 - Jun. 1912) Paul Morel 'D'
5th version (Sep. 1912 - Nov. 1912) Sons and Lovers
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be at second hand, and lacked the living touch. I could not

help feeling that his treatment of the theme was far behind

the reality in vividness and dramatic strength. Now and again
he seemed to strike a curious, half-apologetic note, bordering

on the sentimental ... A non-conformist minister whose sermons
the mother helped to compose was the foil to the brutal husband,
He gave the boy Paul a box of paints, and the mother's heart
glowed with pride as she saw her son's budding power ... It was
story-bookish. The elder brother Ernest, whose short career

had always seemed to me most moving and dramatic, was not there
at all. I was amazed to find there was no mention of him. The
character Lawrence called Miriam was in the story, but placed in
a bourgeois setting, in the same family from which he later took
the Alvina of The Lost Girl. He had placed Miriam in this house-
hold as a sort of foundling, and it was there that Paul Morel made
her acquaintance. (et 190-191)

She then went on to discuss the treatment of Miriam and the mother,
opposing their love for Paul: "... the issue was left quite unresolved.
Lawrence had carried the situation to the point of deadlock and stopped
there" (et 191).

But it is important at this point to realise that the case of
Paul Morel is a special one in the relationship of Lawrence and Jessie
Chambers - which is a pity, since it is the only occasion on which we
have such insight into her reactions as she read. And in this case we
have, too, the actual pages of a chapter of Paul Morel 'C' with her

comments in the margins. (These pages, the so-called 'Miriam Papers',

are the property of the Humanities Research Center, Texas.)1 These -
Jessie's sole surviving critical comments - are in an important sense
not critical. Her judgement is based not on the merit of what she
reads, but on the closeness it displays to the actual life lived by
Lawrence and herself in the first decade of this century. As she
goes on to remark, of even the second version she analyses so well,
"As I read the manuscript I had before me all the time a vivid picture
of the reality ..." (et 191) She had begun by helping Lawrence, by

provoking his escape from the contrived situation into the poignancy

1. Unfortunately these pages have recently been mislaid and it has
not been possible to consult them. I have had to rely on
Professor Harry T. Moore's description of them.
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of actual memory; but ended by finding every departure from that
actuality a betrayal. Lawrence asked her for notes about the
incidents they had shared, to bolster his memory and help him
understand the point of view of the woman who was coming to figure
so largely in the bookj; she did them in the winter of 1911-1912.
And Lawrence, writing the third version "at a white heat of concen-
tration" (gi 201) in the spring of 1912, "passed the manuscript on

to me as he wrote it, a few sheets at a time."

The early pages delighted me. Here was all that
spontaneous flow, the seemingly effortless trans—

lation of life that filled me with admiration. His
descriptions of life were so vivid, so exact, and so
concerned with everyday things we had never even

noticed before ... I felt that Lawrence was coming

into his true kingdom as a creative artist, and an
interpreter of the people to whom he belonged. (gi 197-198)

But, as it went on, the book was to her a betrayal of what she had
experienced. We cannot be satisfied with the explanation of Prof-

essor Moore when he sayss

She apparently did not realize that, although
Lawrence was drawing some of his facts from life,
he was after all writing a novel.

Jessie Chambers knew it was a novel: but her reaction shows how
incapable of reading it she was except in terms of the intimate
relationship they had shared, and how little of an "audience" she
was when she insisted on being involved with the writing. She
demonstrated how the literary relationship partook of that intimacy,
and how dependent she was on that intimacy in her response. And

she was only prepared to criticise Paul Morel 'C' in that way. This

reaction of hers was, in short, extreme, but not untypical of the

kind of reading she had always given his work.

But at this point it is best to return to the start of Lawrence's
writing career, and describe the terms on which it was possible for

her to be an audience for Lawrence at all.

i ' JMoore ] awrence, 2nd Edne. London
Hiieﬁ & Uhwin, E&ggi, Pe 55. » ?
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(iii) Jessie Chambers As Audience

.+« I remember the slightly self-conscious Sunday afternoon,
when I was nineteen, and I "composed"™ my first two "poems".
One was to "Guelder-Roses", and one to "Campions", and most
young ladies would have done better: at least I hope so.
But I thought the effusions very nice, and so did Miriam.

(phx i 251)

George Neville recalls that, around 1904, (when Lawrence was indeed
nineteen), in ™the days that saw the real gathering together of the
'Pagans',"

Lawrence began seriously to apply his mind to sketching, in
which branch of the arts he had, as yet, been but a somewhat
dilettante dabbler, and I think it was at this time also that

he made up his mind that, some day, he would make his name as

a writer. Let there be no misunderstanding about that; Lawrence,
even in those early days, knew that he had the capacity for
literary greatness and had thoroughly made up his mind to
achieve it. (nehls i 44)

William Hopkin's memory of Lawrence's statement of his 'genius' has
roughly the same effect, and both of them serve to counterbalance
such a passage as that in the intended preface to his Collected Poems

of 1928. The first poems may have been 'effusions', but, from very
early on, Lawrence was serious in his intentions to be a real literary
artist. And, indeed, later in that same preface, he distinguishes
between his "real poems" and his "compositions™. The former came "out
of a me whom I didn't know and didn't want to know ..." But "there
they were. I never read them again." And, be they real or composition,
"I gave them to Miriam, and she loved them, or seemed to"(ngii.251).
The act of creation was inseparable, at this stage, from giving its
product to Jessie Chambers. This was inevitable. For the past few
years, Jessie and Lawrence had been educating each other through books;
they had read together, talked endlessly, discussed all they were
noticing about writers and how they wrote. In such a context, to show
Jessie what he was writing was the most obvious thing in the world;

and it was just as natural that the giving should entail discussion,
for its improvement and development, of Iawrence's ability.
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For example; there survives a ms., almost certainly sent to
Jessie Chambers,1 with ten pages of poems in a fair copy, and a

note in Lawrence's hand opposite one stanza of 'Discipline':

The flower of forgiveness is plucked from off
the offender's plot
Had I better To wither on the bosom of the merciful: so many

put this verse seeds the less,
fourth? So much more room for riot! The great God
spareth not,

He waters our faces with tears, our yo%Pg fruits
fills with bitterness.

This kind of request must have often been made, and although this one
comes from early 1909, it must be similar in form to those made much

earlier.

But it is important to get these two things distinct; a natural
contact between them, on the one hand, with such discussion as the
above note represents; and on the other hand, a kind of literary
ambition in Lawrence that had to recognize an inspiration perhaps
inherently alien to any such pleasant intimacy and discussion. The
poems, once written, went straight to Jessie; but it seems plain,
from Lawrence's later remarks, and from hints here and there in
Jessie's memoir, that lLawrence felt it impossible that his most
distinctive work would get the attention he felt necessary to do it
Jjustice. In spite of the way she encouraged him, Lawrence remembered
Jessie as one who could not see his faults, in the first place, and
even more disastrously, could not see what he really was capable of
achieving. In 1928 he attempted to describe what went wrong between
them:

She encouraged my demon. But alas, it was me, not he, whom
she loved. So for her too it was a catastrophe. My demon is
not easily loved: whereas the ordinary me is. So poor Miriam

1. See Additional Note III.

2. E. W. Tedlock, The Frieda lLawrence Collection of D. H. Lawrence
Manuscripts, (Albuquerque, University of New Mexico Press, 1948),
p. 80.
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was let down. Yet in a sense, she let down my demon,
till he howled ... (phx i 2525

It is not altogether easy to see what this means, except in terms of
the difference conceived between his everyday relationship with
Jessie Chambers (in which she might well love him), and the extra-
personal contact which he felt his best poetry should have estab-
lished. She took such poetry to be personal, above everything else,
and it is true that these earliest poems were, in Lawrence's words,
"either subjective, or Miriam poems." "Save for Miriam, I perhaps
should have destroyed them all" (phx i 252). They really were 'for'
Jessie insofar as they were anything more than realised extensions
of his own living. 'Miriam poems' indeed, they tended, (as we can
see from those which survive) to be about what was between them.

Yet the best of them could not be reduced, ILawrence felt, to the
category of personal, intimate poems; the best achieved a statement
independent of the two particular lives which surrounded and provoked
them. In so doing, they evaded the question of who they were 'for'
altogether; an experience which their author described in 1928 as

one which made him feel

«++ haunted by something, and a little guilty about it, as if
it were an abnormality. Then the haunting would get the
better of me, and the ghost would appear, in the shape of a
usually rather incoherent poem. Nearly always I shunned the
apparition once it had appeared. From the first, I was a
little afraid of my real poems - not my "compositions", but
the poems that had the ghost in them. (phx i 251)

Here is visible the germ of Lawrence's difficulty in having Jessie
Chambers as sole audience. She encouraged him to write as he
admitted no-one else could have done, but she was incapable of
distinguishing between the impersonality of the poetry, and the
sometimes desperate interplay of personalities in the reality.
lawrence's writing subjectively about 'them', or himself, was good
if it were 'real' in the sense of truthful - if it presented a valid

picture of their own lives. She must have appreciated his work in
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part as an objective confirmation of the relationship they shared;
his showing it to her was for her the ideal confirmation of the
poetry's links with the life. The blockage we can detect here

dominated her own attempts to write; of 1907, she remarked that

I was unable to write. I could not detach myself from the
strange impasse of our relationship to look objectively at
the world around me. I could only apprehend from within,
and I seemed to live in a sort of subjective trance,
watching things develop. (et 145)

But the novel Lawrence began in 1906, and the other prose
writings he began on after that date, had inevitably some different
relation to their intimacy. The novel still contained some of the
shared life - Jessie Chambers recalled the first months of its
writing:

What fascinated me about his writing was the way he would

weave incidents from our daily life into it. Mother was

looking in the wood for the nest of a hen that was laying
away, and came across an old kettle containing a nest and

a bright-eyed robin sitting on her eggs. We showed it to

Lawrence, who seemed moved at the sight. Soon after it

appeared in the writing, described with an amazing exact-
ness and intensity of observation. (et 104)

"What fascinated me" is revealing. But apart from the continuation
of shared life in such passages, the novel was conceived at a dis-
tance from their relationship. This had two effects. In the first
place, Cyril and Emily - whom Lawrence saw as drawn from himself
and Jessie - are minor characters. A dominant relation of his
adult life occupied a minor role for the only time in his major
novels. This fact is perhaps responsible for the adoption of a
vastly literary scale for the book's main material. ILawrence went
back into generalised romantic feeling for the flimsy flirtatious-
ness of Lettie and the rough-hewn aspirations of George. Jessie

found lLaetitia 'A' even more literary:

The novel, apart from its setting, seemed to me storybookish
and unreal ... He immediately began to re-write it. In the

second writing the story was radically altered, and the char-
acters became more like flesh and blood. (et 116-117)
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The extent to which the characters had still not managed to cut
themselves free from their literary origin as late as 1910, after

two more versions, is some indication of what they must have been
like in 1907, and of the gulf Lawrence was initially placing between
them and himself. What one might call the "Miriam problem" was still
hardly formulated in 1910, when the final version of the novel was
completed; Emily is simply a strong-natured woman, more Emily Bronté
than Miriam Leivers, with none of the problems for Cyril that Miriam
was to have for Paul Morel.

The second effect must have been that Lawrence was, after all,
able to go on showing his work to Jessie Chambers. She remembered,
of a period that must be around 1905-1906:

Lawrence was constantly bringing his writing to me, and I
always had to tell him what I thought of it. He would ask
whether the characters had developed, and whether the con-
versation was natural ... He always declared he did his
writing for me ... "Every bit I do is for you," he said.
Whenever I've done a fresh bit I think to myself: 'What
will she say to this?'" And of his poetry he said, "All
my poetry belongs to you." (et 115-116)

She had to continue to be his immediate audience: and in that sense
the work was 'hers' - but one need not conclude that Lawrence was
still writing simply for her, as the earliest poetry had been
written. He felt now, as he had felt of his 'demon-inspired' poems
then, that she could not appreciate his work for what it was. A
year later he was writing to Blanche Jennings:

Only one girl, who is in love with me, and whom I do not
love ... cares much for my writing; but she is valueless
because she approves too much; - valueless as a critic, I

mean. (1lm i 9)
This is reminiscent of Paul Morel's letter to Miriam:

"I must thank you for your sympathy with my painting
and drawing. Many a sketch is dedicated to you. I do
look forward to your criticisms, which, to my shame and
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glory, are always grand appreciations. It is a
lovely joke, that. Au revoir!"

Lawrence bringing his writing to Jessie Chambers can never have
been quife such a simple matter as she herself made it out. He
did need encouragement. She was very close to him. But he also
wanted criticism - and, more than criticism, the lively sense that
someone was reading his work caring for it, not just for him in it,
which a critical person might bring. He could never quite get this
from Jessie Chambers; as he said to William Hopkin in later life,

to marry her would have been

"... a fatal step. I should have had too easy a life, nearly
everything my own way, and my genius would have been destroyed."

(nehls i 71)

Jessie may have "roused him to critical and creative consciousness"
(phx i 300), but we can gather what their actual literary contact
may have been like from a scene in Lawrence's early play,

A Collier's Friday Night. In the light of everything we know
about the relationship of Jessie and Lawrence, Ernest bears so
strong a resemblance to the latter and Maggie to the former that

one passage in particular may be used to illuminate their literary
relationship. In Act II, Scene 2, Ernest tells Maggie that he's

been writing poems; she asks for the notebook, and reads it.

ERNEST: Well, do you like them?

MAGGIE (nodding several times, does not reply for a second):
Yes, I do.

ERNEST: They're not up to much, though.

MAGGIE (softly): Why not?

ERNEST (slightly crestfallen at her readiness to accept him

in): Well, are they?
MAGGIE (nodding again): Yes, they are! What makes you say
they're not? I think they're splendid.
ERNEST (smiling, gratified, but not thinkinz the same himself):
Which do you like best?
MAGGIE  (softly and thoughtfully): I don't kmow. I think this
is so lovely, this about the almond tree.

1. Lawrence, Sons and Lovers, p. 252.
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(smiling): And you under it.  (She laughs up at
him a moment, splendidly.) But that's not the best.

(looking at him expectantly): No? 2
That one, "A Life History", is the best.

wondering): Yes?
smili : It is. It means more. Look how full of

significance it is, when you think of it. The profs.
would make a great long essay out of the idea. Then
the rhythm is finer: it's more complicated.

(seizing the word to vindicate herself when no
vindication is required): Yes, it is more complicated:
it is more complicated in every way. You see, I didn't
understand it at _first. It is best. Yes, it is. (She
reads it again.)’

Two things stand out strongly here: Ernest feeling "slightly crest-—
fallen at her readiness to accept him again", and Maggie "seizing the
word to vindicate herself when no vindication is required". Ernest

is pleased, "gratified", by her enthusiasm; but she sees in the poems
only what he tells her is there; and Lawrence represents her as wholly
led by Ernest's own convictions. She, on the other hand, has con-
sciously to struggle to keep up with Ernest. Whether this was actually
the case between lawrence and Jessie is irrelevant; Ernest's impulse
to show Magzie his work, his need to be reassured by her about it, the
fact that her appreciation and commentary are based on her liking for
him and on what he shows he thinks about it - all these things weigh
heavily in what we know about the literary intimacy between Lawrence
and Jessie; and the play confirms, graphically, what Lawrence himself
felt was both inevitable, necessary, and unhelpful, about Jessie's

assistance.

Again, her "grand appreciations" may have encouraged the poet.
But criticism was more important to a long drawn out work like a novel:
and it was not, apparently, until 1909, when he showed the ms. to Ford

1. Cf. cp i 58, 'Letter From Town: The Almond-Tree'. The notebook
version, referred to in the play, is ms. 1479/43.

2. No poem with this title, actual or deleted, appears in ms. 1479.

3. The Complete Plays of D. H. lawrence, (London, Heinemann, 1965),
pp. 497 - 498.
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Madox Ford, that it began to get really the kind of attention he

felt it needed. But, in the meantime, he showed it to people (as
he had not done his early poems) in the hope that they might help
him get it clearer, more natural in its dialogue and construction.

It would seem that only with Sons and Lovers, when she felt her

relationship with ILawrence directly involved, would Jessie criticise
as sharply as she could; and then, not centring her criticism on the
naturalness of what Lawrence had achieved, but on the closeness to

the actuality she remembered, and to the life she had wanted to share.

So we have to take all her reminiscence about the literary
relationship with Lawrence with the care one would normally only
extend to a partial account of a personal relationship. She gives
an incomparable account of what Lawrence must have been like when

he first began to write laetitia 'A':

From now on he brought some pages almost every time he
came up. He would pass them to me in secret and wait
restlessly until we were out in the fields and he could
begin to talk about his writing ...

'I'm afraid it will be a mosaic. My time's so
broken up. In the morning when L should love to sit
down to it I have to go to school. And when you've
done the day's teaching all your brightness has gone.
By the time I get back to the writing I'm another man.
I don't see how there can be any continuity about it.
It will have to be a mosaic, a mosaic of moods.' (et 103-104)

Such a view, only she could ever have given. But we must not

imagine that Lawrence's writing was as centred on her as she

inevitably implies. First college, then Croydon, set them further
apart. We would not guess from her account that the ms. of lLaetitia 'B'
was not seen by her between April 1908 (very soon after it was finished)
and December of that year, since it was in the hands of others. It

was not her task, of course, to give an account of Lawrence's relations
with others: her book was "a personal record". But neither would we
imagine, from her account, that Lawrence handing her the pages of

Paul Morel 'C' in the early spring of 1912 was doing anything different
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fundamentally from giving her the ms. of laetitia 'A' in 1906.

She, indeed, correlates the two: Paul Morel 'C' was sent to her "a
few sheets at a time just as he had done with The White Peacock"
(et 197). "He asked for my opinion" - but by this time, Lawrence
was trying to grapple with the truth and failure of Paul's relation

with Miriam, as in the previous version (with Miriam, a foundling,
brought up in a middle-class home), he had not. And "comment seemed
futile - not merely futile, but impossible ... He left off coming to
see me and sent the manuscript by post" (et 201).

Jessie Chambers suggested that he did so because he was ashamed
of what he was doing. But obviously Lawrence was no longer asking her
to read it as he had done. Her criticisms, sharp enough this time,
were irrelevant once they had provoked him to tell the story auto-
biographically, as they had done the previous winter. She was no
longer his natural audience, by 1912: Edward Garnett was proving the
kind of reader Lawrence needed, with a foot in publishing as well as
a keen critical sense. And, by the spring of 1912, Lawrence had
abandoned teaching in England: though he was to try for a lectureship
in Germany, obviously a future career as a writer was nearer than it
had ever been: the literary partnership with Jessie Chambers was,
more than anything else, outgrown. It would seem that he showed her

the ms. of Paul Morel 'C' not because she was an audience or critic,

but precisely for the old, outworn reason that she was an interested
party. We can see the same spirit in his decision to send her the
proofs of the final version from Germany as late as March 1913: "I
think you ought to see it before it's published" (lm i 190).

Two things in particular hurt her about these final versions.
There was, on the one hand, the fact that she could not feel

he had represented in any degree faithfully the nature and
quality of our desperate search for a right relationship.
I was hurt beyond all expression. I didn't know how to
bear it. (et 203)
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But more telling than that, and more hurtful than Lawrence "handing

his mother the laurels of victory," was the fact that his novel gave

a recognizable picture of our friendship which yet
left out completely the years of devotion to the
development of his genius - devotion that had been
pure joy ...((it)) seemed to me like presenting
Hamlet without the Prince of Demmark. (et 203)

This is the outstanding criticism her memoir makes of his treatment
of their relationship; the one that goes over and above her almost
cynical acceptance of what she saw as his submission to his mother.
That was inevitable, she says; but this other failure to understand
her loyalty was gratuitous. Lawrence's book, of course, is not
about the fostering of genius; Paul's painting needs no "devotion"
from Miriam to develop. But Jessie Chambers insisted that the
relationship contained this element, and that to betray it betrayed
the whole truth of the relationship.

This takes us to the heart of the problem of Jessie Chambers
as audience. Lawrence perhaps needed her to begin to write at allj
without her he would not have gone on as he did, nor would he have been
launchéd as she contrived to launch him in 1909. $She provided a
chopping-block for his theories and art. Yet he had to get beyond
her, just as he felt he had to get beyond her as a possible wife.
The "devotion" she describes was, on the one hand, the encouragement
he certainly needed; on the other, it reminds us of his 1928 comment:
"it was me, not he (('the demon')) whom she loved." Her remarks to
Helen Corke about some of Lawrence's poems printed in the October

1910 English Review show how she was liable to read his works

He talks to me so distinctly from that printed
page that it is with an effort only I can restrain
myself from answering hims the effort to restrain
gives me a rending sensation ... (corke 23)

For all the emotional complications of her current relationship

with Lawrence - he had broken off their tacit engagement in August -
this
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response is typical of the relation with his work we have so far

analysed; her devotion to him, to the person, is uppermost.

She could not help ILawrence in the things with which, as time
went on, he began most vitally to need help; she could not distinguish
the 'demon', could not put her finger on the pulse of his important
work as both Ford (to some extent) and Garnett (to a much greater
degree) were able to do. For all her reading of his mss., what she
called her "devotion" to his genius was directed at least as much to
him personally as to his work. ILawrence felt in later life, for
instance, that his development as a writer during The White Peacock
had had to be his own work, not hers:

I had been tussling away for four years, getting out
"The White Peacock" in inchoate bits, from the under-
ground of my unconsciousness. I must have written most
of it five or six times ... I would dash at it, do a
bit, show it to the girl; she always admired it; then
realise afterwards it wasn't what I wanted, and have
another dash. (phx ii 593)

The fact that "she always admired it" must have been encouraging.
But it was as much as Lawrence could generally expect from Jessie
Chambers as a critic. He himself suggested that, as long as he

wrote for her, he wrote

«+«+ Without any idea of becoming a literary man at all
- looked on himself just as a school-teacher - & mostly
hated school-teaching. (phx ii 301)

It was as if writing for Jessie Chambers actually prolonged his
adolescence, maintained a closer relationship between them than
would otherwise have been possible, and delayed any serious con-
sideration of what he wanted to do with his writing; she created a
safe environment for his work which only at times did he want to

escape. Her criticisms of Paul Morel 'C' show Jessie denouncing

Lawrence for taking away from the affair of Paul and Miriam what,
in the case of lLawrence and herself, had held it together: the
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intimate literary relationship. As she asked herself,

What else but the devotion to a common cause had held
us together against his mother's repeated assaults? (et 203)

But, discovering a power in himself that she could not under-
stand, Lawrence wanted a different approach to 'being an author' than
his relationship with her could provide. He would perhaps have liked
to be more mundane about the business of supporting himself by writing
-~ Jessie tended to elevate the matter to what was, in the last resort,
an irrelevant level of intimacy; and by 1909 she belonged to another
world, a different partnership, a different application to literature.
She went on seeing his work, but the sense in which she was the audience
she wanted to be had dwindled; and when she was not an audience in the
0old sense, she was still not a critic - only, in the case of Sons and

Lovers, an interested party.



(iv) Outside the Home Circle: Alice Dax, Blanche Jennings and

Louie Burrows

Jessie Chambers has to remain at the centre of any study of
Lawrence's early relations with an audience. But although Lawrence's
work between 1904 and 1909 never became the property of any group
of people, but passed simply to an individual here or there, a number
of people began to see it and comment on it after 1907. That year,
in the first place, marks both Lawrence's first attempt to get into
print and his first success at doing so. During his first year at
college he had thought of writing for the Nottingham University
students' magazine Gong, but "saw a number in the library," he told
Louie Burrows, "& thought it a very medioere publication. I do not
think I shall try to be admitted as a contributor" (1il 3). All
the same, at some later date in his college career he submitted a
version of the poem later called 'Study': it was rejected (gg ii 851).

But in the autumn of 1907 he was spurred by Jessie and Alan
Chambers to enter for the Nottinghamshire Guardian Christmas compet—

ition. The rules called for a story on any of three subjects; Lawrence
wrote three stories, one for each subject, "just for fun, & because
Alan and J asked me why I didn't, & so put me upon doing it to show I
could (1il 6). He had to find two people to submit his second and
third stories for him, and asked Louie Burrows to send in 'The White
Stocking' for the category 'An Amusing Adventure', trusting her to
rewrite it "in your style" (1il 6). Jessie Chambers submitted the
third story, that for 'An Enjoyable Christmas'; Lawrence sent in 'A
Legend' for the last category, thinking perhaps it had the most chance
of winning: "I am pretty nearly certain that the Amusing will not be
accepted, though the Legend may" (lil 7). But the story he wrote for
Jessie Chambers to submit, 'A Prelude to a Happy Christmas', won the

competition, perhaps revised by her in the same way as 'The White




Stocking' was revised "according to your taste" by Louie. Jessie
Chambers referred to it as "a sentimental little story" (et 113)
and indeed it is; it was the only one of the three stories that he
did not rescue for later revision. In 1925 he felt relieved that it
had "gone to glory in the absolute sense" (Im ii 799).

The question here, however, is not the merit of 'A Prelude to
a Happy Christmas', but Lawrence's attitude towards publication. Was
he at this date starting to write for publication? It seems unlikely.
The stories in question were, according to Jessie's later recollection, |
"a plan for raising a little money" - the prize was 3 guineas (et 113).
Lawrence's account to Louie Burrows makes them sound written at the
provocation of Jessie and Alan - as if the latter had remarked 'call
yourself an author? Could you manage this?' They "put me upon doing
it to show I could" (1il 6). The point was that it was "just for fun"
(ggig). These ideas, coupled with Lawrence's failure to follow up the
success in any way, can make us certain that the incident was isolated
in time and significance. It foreshadowed no change of attitude. Simi-
larly, the poem submitted to Gong was one of a number of poems actually
written at college, and the text in ms. 1479 suggests that Lawrence may
have thought it suitable because it commented on the life of a student;
he had written better poems than this by 1907.

Tears and dreams for them, but for me
Nothing but books - the exams are near -
Or wooing a crystal instead of a dear
Girl; making friends of the brainy dust
Of ancient swotters long since dead.
Don't I wish I was only a bust

All head. (ms. 1479/9)

The submission both of the poem and of the competition stories
makes it plain that they don't count as first "attempts to publish":
they did not stem from any feeling on Lawrence's part that he had some-
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thing important to say, or that he wanted people to listen. They
were more ordinary events than that, as one would perhaps expect.
They show Lawrence treating publication of his work as a hit-or-miss
business, and leaving matters there. In short, they did not involve
that approach to an audience which we here intend to document and

explain.

More important to that inquiry is ILawrence's new habit of
occasionally submitting his mss. to someone other than Jessie Chambers
- for the more serious lawrence became about his performance as a
writer, the less did the intimacy between Jessie and himself as reader

and writer seem satisf‘actory.1

Before his accession to the Croydon circle, and after the main
impact of Jessie Chambers - who saw much less of Lawrence during his
time at college - another particular environment had an effect on
Lawrence; the socially progressive circle that gathered round the
home of W. A. Hopkin in Eastwood, where lLawrence probably met both
Alice Dax and Blanche Jennings. Mrs Hopkin and Mrs Dax worked for
the women's cause; after suffragette meetings in Nottingham, visiting
speakers would sometimes stay with the Hopkins - both Mrs Pankhurst
and Annie Kennie did - and

discussions went on into the far night, intense, but
friendly and a bit gay. Meetings were held in our small
town and there was much enthusiasm, many tights, and some
really productive effort ... (nehls i 135)

William Hopkin was a Fabian socialist, and drew other famous people

to his house:

Philip Snowdon, Ramsey MacDonald, Charlotte Despard,
Beatrice and Sydney Webb,2 and others of the then

1. See above, pp. 31-33
2. See Additional Note IV.
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'forward' group visited us frequently, and these Lawrence
met. He was a silent listener or an almost violent leader
of the conversation. (nehls i 135)

On April 12th 1908, lawrence read his paper 'Art and the Individual'

at the Hopkins' house - probably at the meeting Blanche Jennings
attended. This meeting at the Hopkins' is the only one Jessie Chambers
records in her memoir. It is obvious that the discussion was centred

on socialism - Lawrence's paper begins:

These Thursday night meetings are for discussing social
problems with a view to advancing a more perfect social
state and to fitting ourselves to be perfect citizens -
communists - what not. Is that it? (phx ii 221)

Socialism was something in which, at this time of her life, Jessie
Chambers had no interest. As late as November 1909, when she accom-
panied ILawrence to lunch at Violet Hunt's, the following exchange took
place: Ford Madox Ford

... Uunpinned a paper and showed me an announcement of a
Suffragette meeting.

'T suppose you're very interested in that,! he said.
*Oh, yes, 1've a very enthusiastic friend = who tells
me all about it,' I replied. Then a little later he said:

'"You're a sort of Socialist, I suppose?'

Not a single political idea had crossed my mind in
those days; but I liked the pleasant ambiguity of his
definition and decided there and then that it described
me exactly. (et 170)

Lawrence, however, attended socialist meetings both in BEastwood and
in Croydon for a number of years - though by 1910 he was writing to
William Hopkin that he seemed

to have lost touch altogether with the old "progressive"
clique: in Croydon the socialists are so stupid, and the
Fabians so flat. (Im i 63)

1. Perhaps Louie Burrows: see 1lil xii.
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It is possible that he met Alice Dax (wife of an Eastwood pharm-
icist) at the Hopkins; apart from the formal meetings, the Hopkins'
daughter Enid recalled that

Our house was 'open' every Sunday evening when many village
people drifted in and there was more talk, music, food,
more discussions ... (nehls i 135)

Most of our evidence about lawrence's relationships with Alice Dax is
at second hand: a sentence here, a phrase there, mostly in the letters
to Blanche Jenmings. (The exception is a letter lirs Dax wrote to
Frieda Iawrence about the Lawrence she knew in 1912 - frieda 245-248.)
From the letters to Blanche Jennings alone, we can only be certain
that she saw one of Lawrence's mss. - Laetitia 'B'. But if, like

Professor Mark Schorer,1 we take her to be the woman mentiomed by
Harry T. loore as the "married woman in Eastwood who initiated Lawrence
into sex,"2 then it is clear that she must have seen poems too; this
woman was overheard saying to William Hopkin's wife:

Sallie, I gave Bert sex. I had to. He was over at our
house struggling with a poem he couldn't finish, so I
took him upstairs and gave him sex. He came downstairs
and finished the poem. 3

For all the unintentiomal and bathetic humour of this - and our slight
uncertainty as to whom it should be attributed - at least it shows how
Lawrence's literary activity was growing beyond the scope of Jessie
Chambers, who hardly refers to this Eastwood circle or to any readers
of Lawrence's work before he went to Croydon apart from herself and

his mother,

As to why lLawrence showed laetitia 'B' to Mrs Dax: in April 1908

1. M. Schorer, D. H. Lawrence, (New York, Dell, 1968), p.11.
2. H. T. Moore, The Intelligent Heart, 2nd. Edn., (London, Penguin

Books, 1960), p.131.
3. Ibid.
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he had written to Blanche Jenmings that he had deliberately kept
it from her -

It is remarkable how sensitive I am on her score. You
kmow, or will know - or perhaps you will never discover
it - my fondness for playing with the 'fine shades,' for
suggesting rather than telling, for juggling with small
feelings rather than dashing in large ones - this lirs
Dax would at one time entirely have scormed, and even
now I am not sure of her. (lm i 5)

He was unsure, that is, of her capacity to register the emotionally
undramatic nature of much of the book; which to him seemed more
realistic in its probing of his own sensibility than in anything

it achieved in describing human nature at large. Jessie Chambers

recalled his saying of this, the second version of the novel:

Everything that I am now, all of me, so far, is in
that. I think a man puts everything he is into a book -
a real book. (et 82)

This suggests the closeness of his involvement with it; but he was

not sure that Mrs Dax (or, for that matter, anyone) would appreciate

it. He suspected she would object to what struck her as its dilletantism,
and seems to have intended to send the ms. to Blanche Jenmings instead.

It is necessary at this point to describe the manner of his
correspondence with Blanche Jennings (from which stems most of our
knowledge of his writing activities during 1908 and 1909), and to
state some reservations about the use of the material in this study.
Miss Jennings was older than lawrence, and his tone from the start
exhibits a kind of clever facetiousness that few of his contemporaries -
or people like the Hopkins - would perhaps have stood for. It is,
for instamce, hard to imagine that any of the largely missing correspon-
dence with Jessie Chambers was ever so wilfully 'butterfly' in tone.

The letters to Blanche Jennings are full of a youthful showing-off, a

wordy fluttering with literature and gossip, that is sometimes attractive



because it is genuinely spirited, but often self-consciously manmnered
and impenetrable. Blanche Jennings frequently brought out this dashing,
lively flutter in his letters to her; and the frequent pose of cultivated

cynicism or bravado infects his comments on, for instance, laetitia 'B',

to a degree that prevents them being informative im any simple sense.
On the occasion, for example, of lMrs Dax taking to her bed in prepar-
ation for the birth of a child, she asked for lLaetitia 'B', thus
forestalling Blanche Jenmings' sight of it. ILawrence told the latter
Mrs Dax's criticisms:

Mrs Dax, having read the first four chapters (little ones),
says that though the first two are good enough, the other
pair is very bad, which I can quite believe, and which
makes it plain that I must read the damned stuff, and once
more write out afresh great pieces of it ... (lm i 8)

Later in the same letter it turns out that Mrs Dax said "scarcely
anything" about the book, "not being very interested" (.'L_b_:_.g) Later
letters give a few fragments of what she said; she complained that

the English was "flawed" and the style loose (lm i 12 & 33); she
questioned the reality of the characters (lm i 14), foumd the book
"too full of moods" (lm i 19), and the Annable passages "coarse" (lm i 25).
There appears a kind of posturing in Lawrence's remark that, again, he
has got to read "the damned stuff"; the incident sounds retold mainly
for the pose of the telling. On the other hand, this first letter, in
conjunction with the later ones, gives a reasonably clear impression
of what Mrs Dax actually said. Our difficulty becomes a matter of
handling this slippery material with sufficient care, not stressing
things because Lawrence's literary leanings or desires to be striking
are stressing them.

As it is, Lawrence could be sharper with himself and his book
than he ever showed that Mrs Dax could be; he warnmed Blanche Jennings
against it as:
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«e«+ all about love - and rhapsodies on Spring scattered
here and there - heroines galore - no plot - nine-tenths
adjectives - every colour in the spectrum descanted upon
- a poem or two - scraps of ILatin and French - altogether

a sloppy, spicy mess ... (Im i 5)

In the amused self-abnegations, there is clearly an element of annoyance
with himself - continually we have to distinguish the actual from the
mannered. But Mrs Dax's criticisms never seemed to have touched or con-

tributed to Lawrence's sense of the book's faults.

It is doubtful, that is, whether her criticisms did in fact help

him improve his book. He affected great carelessness about laetitia 'B'

- as in that derogatory description. But in these letters to Blanche
Jennings, there runs an odd feeling of (at any rate, artistic) isolation
that is more than maudlin or posed, though it is often expressed in
treacherously stilted English. For all his sparkle, Lawrence was
seriously involved in his book; and, complaining of the "exhausted home
earth, to which we will not, even cannot, confide what is precious to
us" (lm i 8), he simultaneously acted out his feelings, and set his

reader on a direct line to them. He explained to Miss Jennings that

because you are a cold stranger, and not my mother or my
bosom friend, I will come to you for sympathy with that

sore, that sickness of mine which is called laetitia, of
which my mother will say nothing except 'I wish you had

written on another line' - of whom Mrs Dax says scarcely
anything, not being very interested. (Im i 8)

The feeling behind the remark is cold and explicit. Mrs Dax had
assured Lawrence that she loved him, and we know his mother's feeling.
Lawrence knew what distressed him, and immediately pitched it in his

most literary key:

I cannot cure myself of the most woeful of youth's follies -
thinking that those who care about us will care for the things
that mean much to us. Only one girl, who is in love with me,

and whom I do not love ... cares deeply for my writing ... (Qg i9)
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It was with some trepidation that Lawrence offered laetitia 'B' to

Miss Jennings in the first place, and when he did, he kept their
dialogue about it on an artificial level. He wanted her to read it,
quite simply, as much as to provide him with criticisms of it. Mrs
Dax gave him some of the latter, but not the confidence that she had
found it worth the reading. Iawrence was partly ashamed of it - "I
shrink from the thought of anyone's reading that work" (lm i 9);

but lMrs Dax's failure to read with sympathy hurt him.

lMrs Dax has had it a fortnight, and says 'I have not had time
to read your papers - I'll read them in bed' - meantime I
have taken her a vol. of Ibsen - she has read it - she has
read another book - and I took her yesterday another big
green book. Of course she thinks I don't care many damns
about Laetitia (I don't know sometimes myself whether I

do) - but as a matter of fact my mind is sore, and it waits
for the ointment of somebody's sincere criticism. ng i9)

A little over a week later, lawrence was writing to Miss Jennings
that "lMrs Dax will never read her ((laetitia 'B')), and will never
cease to pretend that she will" ng i 11). But she did; and he

wrote to Blanche Jennings in June that, bescause Mrs Dax

expressed her opinion in some half-dozen laughing lines of
amused scoffing, I am inclined to repent having asked you
to inflict yourself with the mass. I doubt whether Mrs Dax
will ever say much more to me about the stuff - she is not
impressed, or ill-impressed; see then how execrable it

must be. (Im i 14)

Behind the gay manner there is the fact that Mrs Dax's off-handed,
unfeeling criticism was quite unhelpful. She found, for instance,

that the book was "unreal":

Nevertheless there is ... a good deal that Mrs Dax never sees,
for she only cares about whether such people could really exist,
and live like other folk in the midst of neighbours, chapels
and mothers-in-law; whereas I don't care a damn whether they
live or don't - there are some rather fine scenes and effects.

(Qm i 14)



What would Jessie Chambers, or lLawrence being serious with her, have
made of that? This is cocktail-party talk. Yet behind the manner

lies the fact that Mrs Dax gave lawrence neither the genuine criticism

which he knew the book really needed, nor the assurance that it was
worth caring about, nor the feeling that people at large would ever
make anything of his work.

The key to what Lawrence wanted comes in his first letter to
Blanche Jennings. She was older than Lawrence, perhaps more exper-
ienced in a worldly way, if more easily shocked and offended, and not

so intellectual by half, we may guess. He wrote in April 1908:

If you would be so good, you would make a really good judge of
it on the emotional side, I believe. I would not ask you to
criticise it so much as a work of art ((-)) by that, I mean
applying to it the tests of artistic principles, and such-like
jargon - don't smile too soon, my head is not very swelled, I
assure you; - but I would like you to tell me frankly whether
it is bright, entertaining, convincing - or the reverse ...
don't be afraid of my feelings. (lm i 5)

This sounds half like a request, de haut en bas, from a consciously

intelligent young man. But, too, it seems that he did want her as a
reader, even as a less strenuous one than Jessie Chambers obviously
was; for the first time he was going outside the latter's world with
his creative work. It was that fact, perhaps, that mattered to him,
and provoked such a free play of literary flirtatiousness as the

letters exhibit.

Iaetitia 'B' went to Miss Jennings some time in July 1908, and

by the 30th of the month she was sending back her comments.

Your remarks on Laetitia are exceedingly just. If you
think it worth the trouble, I will write the thing again,
and stop up the mouth of Cyril - I will kick him out - I
hate the fellow. I will give Lettie a few rough shakings;

I will keep Alice all the way through ... The sheep worrying
incident is real - actual ...
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Thanks very much for the notes. They will be valuable.
I wish there had been more of them. You will be sick of it
if you have to read it again; but tell me, please, everything
you can think of.

Have you anything to say on the Annable part? ... shall I
introduce more characters? Shall I leave out lots of incidents?
I will leave out Cyril, the fool. (lm i 25)

Remembering Catherine Carswell's comment -

In small ways Lawrence could often be ... "a bit false". He
could not bear being unpleasant to anybody's face ... (gg_hh)

we can see his comments to Miss Jennings veering from the formally
grateful - "they will be valuable. I wish there had been more of them"
- to the off-handed and uncommunicative: "if you think it worth the
trouble, I will write the thing again, and stop up the mouth of Cyril."
He re-wrote it again once in full, and altered it again extensively
before it was published; Cyril stayed throughout. "I hate the fellow"
is as much as to say "this idle, fanciful character - rather like the
letter I'm writing you - can be tossed aside with the greatest ease."
The value of his comments is infected by the detached and would-be
cultivated boredom of his tone. Miss Jennings's comments, unlike those
of Mrs Dax, were the product of patient and careful reading, such as
Lawrence apparently wanted. Yet it seems clear that he was disappointed;
not just with them, perhaps, but with the level of dialogue possible
between Miss Jennings and himself. She was kind and patient, sending

him more notes on her opinions; he wrote back in September:

The Father episode is not unnecessary - there is a point;
there are heaps of points; I told you there would be, but
you have not bothered to find them; quite rightly too. I
will re-write sometime; and your suggestions will be
valuable. (Im i 27)

The tone of boredom has here reached a pitch which effectively stifles
further communication on the subject; and there was indeed a cooling

off in literary relations between them, with a corresponding increase



of chat and gossip, after the late summer of 1908. She never saw

anything more of his fiction. In the same letter as he disagreed
about the 'Father episode', he suggested: "Let us shut up now forever
about laetitia; don't sena her to me until I go away, unless she
lumbers you too much" (lm i 28). He undoubtedly found Bianche Jennings
in some ways a most agreeable correspondent, to be frivolous with and
artistic in a gentle way, and ne obviously wanted to impress. But
when his correspondence became, for once, seriously critical of ner,

in May 1909, she left off writing to him; and he did not hear from her
again until November 1909, when she must have written to congratulate

him on his appearance in the English Review - causing him to wonder:

"I have no idea wherein I insulted you ... I am sorry™ (Im i 57).
The fact that their correspondence could cease so easily for so long
is a measure of the lack of attachment they felt it had represented.

We have to ask: what did Lawrence expect from her? If anything
set the tone of the dialogue, it was his first letter to her of April
1908; and the manner it established recurred. He very much wanted,
obviously, to impress her with his literary sparkle. To show her his
novel involved more, however, than simply reinforcing his epistolary
brightness with proof of actual ability. For a time, at least, she
was the only source (apart from the continued and now strained access-
ibility of Jessie Chambers) of response to his writing; and we have
seen the importance to him of such a response. But she was a person
he only met once, whose taste and ability to respond were unlike his
own; she did not like poetry, for example, and he did not show her
any till January 1909; the idea of Jessie Chambers "not liking poetry"
is impossible. He felt that, in the end, Blanche Jennings was bored

by Laetitia 'B'; we may guess that she would never have agreed, but

must distinguish between faint-hearted boredom - which is not what

Lawrence meant - and a boredom resultant from lack of acuteness in

reaction:
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You will not mind my referring to it again. With a true
womanly wit, you fell out with details that didn't matter.

Tell me where you differ from me in the above opinions,
please - if you are not bored. CEE i 36)

She had read the book and was in some position to judge it, but we
cannot assume that their discussion of it broke down simply because

of Lawrence's tone. There is a strong suggestion that he saw no point
in going further with her impressions after October 1908; and the
subject of the novel did not again come up between them, except in
passing. In September he sent her his essay 'Art and the Individual',
which she had heard in April on the only occasion they met: "I'm glad
you like it," he wrote in October. But the matter was not discussed
further, except to record the opinions of her friend 'J', who found
the essay superficial and dilettante. He sent her four poems in January
- not, however, for criticism: "you do not like poetry ... " (Im i 25)
He sent them because he had just written them, and to illustrate some

of his ideas about art:

... perhaps you will appreciate the few verses I send you
in the light of what I say. I want to write live things,
if crude and half-formed, rather,b than beautiful dying
decadent things with sad odours. (lm i 48)

Iawrence called Blanche Jenmings one of the "non-sentimental,
practical, battling people ... it is a position you have taken" ng
i 6). To start with, he wanted a free, open-handed literary contact

with this common-sensical, unintellectual mind, and Laetitia 'B' was

a natural part of that contact. In spite of all the cleverness he
was at pains to exhibit, we can see his natural leanings towards a
kind of genuine literary relationship with her that in practice never
came to anything. He liked to pour himself out to her, to bring her
within the scope of his interests; but in the case of Laetitia 'B!

he found himself unable to transcend his own flippancy when confronted
with a response to the book that, although well-meaning, was also
unsatisfying. If Jessie Chambers had been the audience of his immediate

1. BSee Additional Note V.




past, evimcing the intimate contact and immediacy of response which he

needed in order to write at all, then people like Blanche Jenmings had
to supply a wider, looser view of life and art; less dedicated, giving
freer rein to his own sense of delight in words and literary chatter;
who could, perhaps, offer a less personal, more worldly reading to his
book.

But it would be wrong to assume that the reading of his work
was the only important part of his contact with Blanche Jennings. She
gave him a liberty to chatter and clown which a growing freedom from
the restraint and seriousness of his adolescence demanded. And the
breakdown of correspondence between them was perfectly natural; in
Croydon and away from home Lawrence began to find as ready an audience
for literary interchange as she could ever be; and without a steadier
contact with her - as over his writing - the relationship itself was
unlikely to survive. His friendship with her, as it is documented in
the letters, is one example of what we may assume happened in other,
undocumented cases; underlining a change from adolescent Eastwood and
Nottingham, marking the first occasions on which he opened his work
to a wider public, and dogged by a flippant literaryness natural when
the circle in which he moved offered no more stable a route to literary
advance. Blanche Jennings was not an effective critic of ILawrence's
work, but her contact with him seems a natural symptom of a period
between Eastwood and Croydon when he was cutting free of the old but
had not discovered the new.

During 1908 came lawrence's first attempt to get literary
attention from outside his immediate world; our only record of it

comes from Jessie Chambers.

Lawrence and I first talked about the publication of his
work, so far as I remember, on a cold evening in the spring
of 1908, when he had been bringing his writings to me for
two years. It was nearly the end of his last term in college
and there was the sense of an impending break and a new point
of departure. He was in one of his still, indrawn moods ...




He was telling me in a quiet and deliberately unexpress-
ive voice that he had sent some of his work to an author,
whose weekly article in the Daily News we often read and
discussed, asking him if he would give his opinion as to
its merit. I had not heard of this before and I cannot be
sure whether the work in question was a story or an essay,
but I am inelined to think it was the latter. Some weeks
or even months had passed since he sent it, and now he
was telling me that the author's wife had returned the
manuscript, saying that her husband regretted his inability
to give an opinion, owing to pressure of work.

'So evidently,' said Lawrence, 'his wife acts as his
amanuensis.'

I recognised only too well the chagrin that lay behind
his casual words. I murmured something sympathetic and
Lawrence continued in the same flat voice:

'T've tried, and been turned down, and I shall try no
more. And I don't care if I never have a line published,'
he concluded in a tone of finality. I said nothing, knowing
it was futile to argue with him in his present mood. But
I began to wonder what would become of him if he should
fail to get a hearing.

We never referred to the incident again. (et 155-156)

In the Daily News for the winter and spring of 1908, the only weekly
column Jessie and Iawrence could have followed was that signed
'R.A.S.J.'" This was Rolfe Arnold Scott-James, then literary editor

of the newspaper; it must have been he who first saw ILawrence's work
outside the Eastwood circle - or had a chance of seeing it. We cannot
tell what Lawrence sent unless it was his essay 'Art and the Individual,'
the only essay we know which dates from this period. If he sent a short
story, we know that 'A Prelude,' 'Legend,' 'The White Stocking' and 'The
Vicar's Garden' were in existence; and 'A Sick Collier' and 'The Christ-
ening® had also perhaps been drafted. But except to say that Lawrence
did not send any of Laetitia 'B', there can be no certainty in this

matter; and nothing is forthecoming from his own books, or from the
memories of his contemporaries, to show either what he sent, or that
Scott-James realised in later life who had been turned away. Lawrence
met Scott-James in 1911 during a weekend at Edward Garnett's house, but

contact was never renewed.




In 1908, however, the episode obviously left Lawrence feeling
raw; and it would have been in this mood that he discovered Blanche
Jenmings' good sense, and followed her up as a potential reader.
Jessie Chambers found him stubborn in his refusals to try to get
into print - as when, in the winter of 1908-1909, noticing the
obvious readiness of the English Review editor to print the work
of new talent, she pressed Lawrence to send something; "but he
refused absolutely: 'I don't care what becomes of it ... I'm not
anxious to get into print'" (et 157). But in October 1908 he had
asked Blanche Jenmings what he could do with his essay 'Art and the
Individual'; and, too,

Where should I send short stories such as I write? not
to any magazine I know of - can you advise me. I will
take to writing whimsically and frivolously, if I can -
if I could but write as I behave! There, I've had
twenty years experience in dishing up my strong-flavoured
feelings in a nice smooth milk sauce with a sprinkle of
nutmeg or cimmamon; but I've only had a few months of
experience in making melted butter to be served with my
writing. (lm i 30)

Behind the attempted cynicism is Lawrence's real and natural doubt
about his future prospects. He could not, in 1908, rely on anything
but teaching to earn the income he needed for himself and his home;
but even at this date he seems sometime to have considered teaching

as a stop-gap between college (where he had written extensively for
the first time) and a writing career. To publish at all was, however,
to test the strength of that dream; hence, perhaps, some of the reluct-
ance Jessie Chambers discovered in the winter of 1908-1909, and the
strong reaction she had experienced the previous spring. Lawrence
could spin fantasies to Blanche Jenmings in the summer of 1908:

Do you know what I shall do when I am out of college?
I shall write drivelling short-stories and the like for
money. I am learning quite diligently to play the fool



consistently, so that at last I may hire myself out as
a jester, a motley to tap fools on the head fairly
smartly with a grotesque stick - like Shaw does. (1lm i 12)

But this was only a humorous reaction to the facility he reckoned he
might possess. He had not, in fact, published a thing. But - what
prospects were there for him to write and publish without feeling
this pull to the facile, and the denial of the 'demon' (to return

to his earlier term) ? He was determined not to be turned down
again; he would rather not submit at all, for the time being. Hence
the importance in this audience study of the early "public" in a

friend here and there.

As it turned out, the dilemma was solved by Jessie Chambers
sending some of his poems to the English Review in 1909.1 The
next chapter will concern itself with the London literary circles

to which Lawrence gained access as a result; but at this point

ILawrence's final home friend, Louie Burrows, must be introduced.

While at college, Lawrence developed a relationship of reader
and writer with the latter. By examining what she saw in the manner
adopted for Jessie Chambers, and with some of the same reservations,
we find that she saw five of Lawrence's original poems, eleven of his
translations, and four poems of indeterminate status, in the years
1910 and 1911;2 and six of his short stories, four of them in 1911.
She saw the proofs of The White Peacock as Lawrence sent them to
Leicester during September 1910 for his mother to read (1il 54);
she had apparantly not seen any ms. versions before that. She saw
the first 200 pages of Paul Morel 'B' in May 1911 (1il 109-110),
and possibly still more of it before that version tailed off, two

3

1. See below, pp. 83-85
2. See Additional Note VI.
3. See Additional Note VII.



thirds done, sometime in the late summer. She would not have seen it
after the ms. went to Jessie Chambers in October (et 190). She knew
about the writing of The Saga of Siegmund in 1910 (1il 52) but almost

certainly saw nothing of it at that stage; Lawrence was mot then in
the habit of showing her his unfinished work, and The Saga tended,
anyway, to be a private affair between Helen Corke and Lawrence. But
Louie stayed in Croydon over Christmas 1911 when Lawrence was ill; he
began to revise the ms. while she was still there (on 30th December),
and may have shown it to her them. Against this we must set the fact
that he never told of its progress in any of his extant letters to
her during the next month - it was just mentioned as "work" he was
doing - which seems unlikely if she had been at all interested or
involved at the end of December. That is the extent of our knowledge.

Louie had been one of the Pagans since 1903, when they were
mostly student teachers at Ilkeston. In 1910, Lawrence remarked that
she had been "my girl in Coll - though there have been changes since."1

The first ten letters of lLawrence in Love give us an idea of what

Louie meant to lLawrence during their two years at Nottingham University.
To start with, Louie did not see either of the Laetitias at any stage,
as (for instance) Alice Dax and Blanche Jennings did in 1908; and apart
from the short story of Lawrence's she rewrote for the 1907 Christmas
competition, she probably saw no stories either. About poems we have
no evidence; it seems probable that she did not see much, if anything
at all. Two things stand out from the surviving correspondence of 1906
to 1908, however; firstly, some evidence of the two exchanging essays
and discussing them; secondly, the fact of Louie's own writing. They
did not exchange essays in order to improve their performance at college;
better writing, as such, was the real point. Louie was "a would be
aspirant after literature" (lil 2), Lawrence insisted upon compression

and freshness and terseness in his (and her) compositions; his insistence

1. Moore, The Intelligzent Heart, p.141.




only spanned three extant letters, and perhaps we can connect the

waning of his enthusiasm with his general disappointment with college.
But his assumption that literature was a matter of particular concern
to them both is interesting, and leads maturally to a discussion of
their own attempts to write properly; he compared Louie's writing with
Jessie's, finding that "you are brighter than Jessie, more readable,
but you are not so powerful" (1il 2). He knew the style of both girls
from their correspondence, apparently: "I have read nearly all your
letters to J, so I do not judge only from this composition" (li; [y
And he was obviously wvery much concerned with improving his own work:
"Write me your opinions & criticisms - your advice if you like - I
shall like it ... I like people to criticise me - even Madame" (1il 3).
This was perhaps the first time that Lawrence went to someone other
than Jessie Chambers for criticism of his writing. But, on the other
hand, we must see in this exchange of notes and criticism between
Louie and lawrence the ordinary pattern of college education. "I

want to see your attempt," lawrence writes to her about their weekly

essay. He gets it; "I am going to quiz your essay," he tells her,
Apparantly, she does the same for his, though we have no record either
of her comments or of his reactions to them. In this exchange of
essays, and in this pattern, there is no real departure from the estab-
lished pattern of Jessie Chambers being the sole audience for Lawrence's

creative writing.

But we do see the process of selif-education in these letters;
what we may assume to be the group's concern with good writing appears,
as later does its concern with "the ultimate questions of philosophy"
in discussions carried over from the education classes at Nottingham
(1il 7). We can see how lawrence's disappointment with his college
career would have been the greater because he knew, along with people
like Louie and Jessie, how far people like those in the Eastwood

circle could educate themselves without a formal higher education.
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Of his writing while at Nottingham - the period he later mentioned
as useful for the leisure it gave him to work at the Laetitias (et 81) -
Louie apparently heard little more. She went on writing herself, as
Lawrence's remarks about the 1907 Christmas competition show; she was
one who loved "to romance," and "as you sit writing your newest novel,
years hence," she was to think of their abortive attempt to win with
'her*' story, 'The White Stocking.' But she herself saw little of
Lawrence's work, we may assume, if we can transfer to 1906-1908 the
attitude she had to Lawrence's work during 1911, the year of their
engagement; and if we take seriously two remarks of Jessie Chambers.

The latter asserted, firstly, that Lawrence showed her his work "secretly"
(23.81) because it was not something he wanted generally talked about;

and secondly she felt that between herself and ILouie there was a difference
in kind. Iawrence told Jessie, perhaps in 1907, that he could marry

Louie "from a purely physical standpoint."

'But I don't understand,' I said. 'If you are going to
marry X., what do you want to keep on with me for?'

'Because I cannot do without you,' he replied with
intensity. ‘'The writing, all that side of me, belomgs to
you, Without you I can't go on.' (et 140)

So far as Jessie was concerned, it was she alone who had Lawrence's
writing entrusted to her; lawrence's attraction to Louie was, to her
mind, wholly physical. She described his attempt to outline an exist-
ence where he would be married to a Louie-figure, but still coming to

Jessie for intellectual stimulus.

'Do you think X. would let us? Would any wife?' I
asked him.

'But it takes nothing from her. She has the .... the
other side,' he pleaded. (et 143)

It seems quite likely that in such discussions Lawrence was trying
to make up to Jessie for the fact that he wouldn't marry her - insisting




upon her place in a life that was almost bound to exclude her. But

even if that were so, if we trust Jessie's memory then the sharp
distinction between herself and Louie in Lawrence's eyes is made
plain. During his college days, although he and Jessie were phys-
ically separated and Lawrence's interests inevitably diverged from
hers, she remained at the centre of his writing life. And Louie was

not.

Lawrence kept in touch with Louie after college, during his
year in Croydon; they kept up a good deal of correspondence, and
even when she moved to Quorn they continued to meet. But certain
facts are significant. A list of friends who saw at least parts of
Iaetitia 'B' and 'Nethermere between 1908 and 1910 would have to
include Jessie, Agnes Mason, Asnes Holt, Blanche Jenmings, Alice

Dax, Helen Corke and Arthur MclLeod. Iouie never saw any of the
novel until Lawrence began sending its proofs to Leicester for his
mother to read in September 1910. He mentioned the book only once
in a letter to her, on 28th February 1909; she must have written
asking about his work.

What do I write. I continue that old work of mine.
Sometime, I hope, it will be finished. I have to do
it over and over again, to make it decent. Some time,
surely, it will be of some value - and then you shall
read it too. (1il 30)

There was obviously no question of it going to her as it had gone to
Blanche Jennings or Alice Dax - because a request to see what the
brizht young man was doing was too flattering to be ignored. But

nor did Lawrence offer it for her criticism as he did to Arthur
McLeod or to Jessie, friends whom he had no desire to impress. Louie
could see it when it was finished; this tells us a good deal about her

relationship with his writing.



However, a "writing interest" was kept up between them in the
shape of Louie's own work. She had given him one of her short stories
to criticise when he visited her on his way back from London in October
1908; he wrote a fairly detailed criticism of it during the week before
he took up his post in Croydon, and attacked it from the standpoint of

an expert on the short story.

The great thing to do in a short story is to select the
salient details - a few striking details to make a
sudden swift impression. Try to use words vivid and
emotion-quickening; give as little explanation as
possible ... make some parts swifter ... avoid bits of
romantic sentimentality like Crewsaders & too much

Wishing Well. (1i119)

But "send it me agaim when you have re-written it; I am interested"
(1i1 19). In November he asked what she was writing - "Are you too
used up to do any now?" (1il 24) - but it was not until June 1909 that
he saw any more of it. She must have written telling him that she was

writing short stories again.

I can't do 'em myself. Send me them, please, & I'll

see if I can put a bit of surface on them & publish them
for you. We'll collaborate, shall we? - I'm sure we
should do well ... I'll send em to the publisher some
time or other in your name. (1il 38)

It is interesting how the idea of publishing comes straight to his
mind - but we must not forget that Nethermere was at that time
nearing completion, albeit slowly. During July the plan developed;
Lawrence redrafted two of Louie's stories, contact was established
with the London and Provincial Press Agency, a fee of 5/- submitted -
and "we will go whacks in the profits - when they come ..." (lil 39)
And then Iawrence went on holiday to Shanklin.

While he was there he heard from Jessie Chambers that Ford Madox
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Ford had written asking to see Lawrence; he liked those of Lawrence's

poems Jessie had sent him. The English Review was a different kind of

proposition from the London and Provincial Press Agency; the idea of
collaborating on another person's short stories must have seemed small
beer when he was going to be published in his own right. Louie did not
hear the news until September, but in August the Press Agency proved
awkward, and Lawrence suggested sending the stories "direct to the mags
now" - ironical, in view of the developments as yet kept from Louie. In
fact, the publishing of Louie's stories got rather lost in the whirl of
the new life opening in Croydon and London that September.

I have been very busy this week ... I have never even
written for the story from those people ... Before I

do anything with the Puppy tale, I want to write it out
again, and I don't know when I shall have time to do
that. (1il 43)

And although he hinted that the English Review might be a profitable

place for them both to publish - "no more thieving agencies for us" -

Louie's stories only ever got to the magazine in the shape of Lawrence's
version of her 'Goose Fair.' The others were apparently not sent to
it. It must have been a blow to Louie that at the very moment when she
(and Lawrence) seemed to be starting seriously on the business of pub-
lication, Lawrence should have been carried away on this faster and
stronger current and effectively left her and her stories behind. This
is made particularly clear by his suggestion in early November that she

submit 'Goose Pair' to the Nottinghamshire Guardian Christmas competition;

from one who had just been published in the English Review, that must

have come a little de haut en bas.

The genesis of the 'Goose Fair' we now have is uncertain; Louie
wrote it in its first version (sent to Lawrence in July 1909); ILawrence
went over it and sent it to the Agency - and eventually back to Louie -

in a considerably rewritten form. That much we can tell from his remarks



of early November 1909: "do you recognise the people? - a glorified
Lois Mee ... & a glorified (?) Taylor?" (1il 45) The two major char-

acters must have been considerably altered. And Louie had scruples

about sending the story to the Nottinghamshire Guardian as her own

work., After lawrence's initial suggestion that she should, she replied
that perhaps he should be the one to submit it - which suggests that

she felt it was so much changed that she could no longer claim it as

her own. lawrence, on the other hand, continued to insist that the

final version was a joint work; in September 1909 he referred to it

as "your, my, story" (1il 43), and in November remarked "you can legally
claim that the tale is as much your child as mine" (;i;'hb). In March
1910 he divided in two what he was paid for its appearance in the English
Review, and sent the money to Louie as "the first-fruits of your literary
tree" (1il 50).

We can tell from a letter of January 1910 how sure Lawrence was
that Louie's talent was different from his own. He suggested that
another of Louie's stories - 'The Chimney Sweeper' - needed more
setting, more characterization, more presence - though "I should offer
it to the Guardian." Her talent was "quaint" but "superficial." But
"accept it as such - & make the best of it - then you'll do things very
likely as good as W. W. Jacobs" (lil 49). This looks less like priggish-
ness than good judgement; Lawrence's literary ambitions and achievements
were moving faster than Louie's, his analysis of her writing's weaknesses
was much sharper and more helpful than it had been, and he was much more
knowledgeable about publishing than previously.. His readiness to advise
Louie about writing and publishing compares interestingly with his vagueness
to Blanche Jenmings 15 months before (lm i 30). The important thing to
establish is the suddenness and relative completeness of ILawrence's
assumption into literary affairs; his letters to Louie provide a very

fair index of it, and make her own ambitions (so far as we can distinguish



them) look smaller, more provincial, less assured than his. This

was the period Jessie Chambers remembered as provoking Lawrence to
aim at "2,000 a yearl" (gg 168) He was being read, published and
applauded; Louie was writing stories and teaching in Leicestershire.
It is hard to imagine what would have happened if, in 1908, Lawrence
had taken the teaching post in Stockport; but the difference in the
hopes and ambitions he was enjoying in London by the end of 1909,
and those she can ever have had, is enormous. By comparing the way
these two writers of stories went, the success lawrence had is seen
in its proper perspective - as, for instance, Jessie Chambers tries
to make us see it in her memoir: "There was a glamour about those
days, even something of a glitter" (et 179).

For most of 1910 Lawrence wrote to Louie far less tham he had done
in 1909; she saw no more of his writing (apart from that appearing in
the English Review) until September 1910, when she began to see the
proof's of The White Peacock sent to Leicester. "I am glad you like
the proofs," he told her; "it is comforting" (1il 54). He was worried
about the last third of the book; "You will not, I am afraid, care for
(( it)): tell me whether you do™ (ibid). These enquiries sound convent-

ional, and would of course have elicited replies too late to alter the
text of the book. In December 1910, however, the transformation occurred;
Lawrence and Louie became engaged on the 3rd; but as the events of 1911
properly belong to a later point in this thesis, the rest of Lawrence's
relationship will not be described until a later chapter.1

The early part of their contact belongs very much to 'Home and
Nottingham,' even when Lawrence was first in Croydon; Louie's friendship
spans the gap in time between Lawrence the Midlands amateur, and Lawrence
the London writer. But right up to the end of 1910, she really only knew
the former; as we have seen, she was left standing by Iawrence's sudden

leap into success in September 1909. And the glamour of Iondon which

1. See below, Chapter 3, section (iv).




reached her in part through his letters at the end of 1909 and the beginning

of 1910 sounds something exciting but distant; Lawrence's "let me hear
your news" often means a conscious step down from the excitement and

involvement he has been describing.

For Lawrence's early letters to Louie show (in a detail which
wholly corroborates the truth of Jessie Chambers' memoir) Lawrence's
development away from the life, people and concerns of his native
Eastwood; and the movement away from "the home circle" should, for
a successful future partnership in marriage between Lawrence and
Louie, have ended wholly outside it. Iawrence's letters of 1910

show "things" developing, The White Peacock finished, the second

novel underway, the world opening. But Louie sometimes only heard
about these things in part. A letter written to her on 24th July,

1910, is full of inquiries after their mutual college friend Tom Smith,
about ILouie's prospects of getting her short stories into magazines,
about books she should read. There is no mention of the party Lawrence
went to on the 23rd with Ford Madox Ford, which another letter written
on the 24th - to Grace Crawford - describes in great detail.1 Lawrence
may have thought such purely literary-social gossip of no interest to
Louie in mid-1910.

The point is that Louie did not at heart follow Lawrence's
progress willingly; she remains for us a picture of what Lawrence
mizht have remained, in Nottinghamshire or Leicestershire, if circum-
stances had been wholly different; like Lawrence's mother and sister
in the summer of 1909, she may have found Lawrence changed and distanced

by London and literary society.
In no sense was the early Louie an audience. Literature, her own

1. Sotheby & Co., Catalogue of Nineteenth Century and Modern First
Editions, ete., ("Thompson"), 7-8 July 1969, p.143.




or lLawrence's, always seemed to remain primarily an opportunity for

emotional indulgence to her; and although writing was the germ of
enthusiasm that kept Lawrence and Louie sending letters to each other,
Iawrence's own creativity played a far smaller part in their discussions
than did her own. Perhaps Jessie was right; Louie was simpler than
Lawrence, more direct and more conventional; a part of the world whose
ambitions he was superceding. It is fitting to end the chapter on
Lawrence's Nottingham background with her; she remained part of that

background while Lawrence went on out of it.
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(v) Conclusions

The first striking thing about ILawrence's Eastwood circle is
the freedom with which he could move between environments as various
as those of the home cirecle, the Haggs farm, the Hopkin's house,
Nottingham University College, and the Daxes, and find a congenial
environment for talk and discussion in all; and in the case of three
of them, readers who were available to him in quite different, but
complimentary ways. Jessie Chambers, Louie Burrows and Alice Dax
may have helped him inecidentally to improve his work: but he needed
them for a flow of communication, as he wanted conversation and
intellectual discussion. Such a society was eager, and on the whole,
youthf'ul, where it was not, it was equipped with a vitality beyond
the normal, as in the case of the Hopkin home. His writing, however,
was not for a circle or society, but enabled him to create an indivi-
dual flow of contact here and there. From the vantage point of 1927,
Mellors tells Connie about his youth and his equivalent of 'Muriel',

and there seems a lot of the young lawrence in him.

I was supposed to be a clever sort of young fellow from
Sheffield Grammar School, with a bit of French and German,
very much up aloft. She was the romantic sort that hated
commonness. She egged me on to poetry and reading: in a
way, she made a man of me. I read and thought like a house
on fire for her ... a thin, white-faced fellow fuming with
all the things I'd read. And about everything I talked to
her: but everything. We talked ourselves into Persepolis
and Timbuctoo. We were the most literary cultured couple
in ten counties. I held forth in rapture to her, positively
with rapture. I simply went up in smoke. And she adored
me.

No matter how close this is to Lawrence's own experience, wryly
characterised, the fierce culturing Lawrence here describes relates
directly to the potentialities of his Eastwood background; and in
that context, the young Lawrence's writing must have fitted naturally
and exactly, as part of an onrush of intellectuality and self-
expression; and if he could, on Mellors' behalf, be cynical in 1927

1. Lawrence, lady Chatterley's Lover, p. 25L.
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and record only the limitation, in 1907 the ideals and the culture

provided the lingua franca of his immediate environment. And his

writing was the cream on this tide, the immediate expression of
Lawrence's personality - the culmination, for a girl like Jessie
Chambers, of his "going up in smoke"™. In later life, Lawrence des-
pised what he saw as his youthful priggishness; but seen in its time,
it appears a richly packed adolescence, beginning early and going on
late; a continuation over a number of years of that particular
breaking of the bounds of childhood assumption that, for instance,
today accompanies school education between 'A' Level and (perhaps)

university.

And in Eastwood, Lawrence was lucky to have the potential cul-
ture and actual intellectual activity which this outpouring between
his seventeenth and his twenty-third year needed to match asgainst
itself. "He was a silent listener, or an almost violent leader of
the conversation," Enid Hilton remembered of the period 1906-1908 at
the Hopkin house. Eastwood provided, if not a whole cultural back-
ground, at least an energy and a habit of culture; and as remarked
above, a classless freedom for the young intellectual, pupil teacher
and student which Lawrence was between 1903 and 1908. In 1927 his
description of Mellors is only occupied with what his own early years
left out. But what was actually in them is the centre of this chapter:
a stimulating environment, an openness, an intellectual frankness: and
a natural pouring out of ideas and 'writing' to one or two people, as
naturally as Lawrence would have talked to them: the work not shown
for criticism, any more than conversation is for criticism, but for
intellectual excitement and immediacy of communication. Again, from

lady Chatterley comes a description which twenty years' experience

had narrowed Lawrence down to; the passage relating to the experiences

of Connie and Hilda in pre-war Germany.

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 pro-
found, the unbelievable thrill there was in passionately
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talking to some really clever young man by the hour,
resuming day after day for months ... This they had

never realised till it happened! The paradisal promise:
Thou shalt have men to talk to! - had never been
uttered. It was fulfilled before they knew what a
promise it was.

The 1927 description narrows the focus of moral improvement on to an
almost unnatural wholeness of which the 1907 Lawrence had no concep-
tion; but, again, whether or no the passage is in any way autobiog-—
raphical, it illustrates the conditions of an environment very close
to that in which Lawrence grew up, and the terms on which it affected

him.

The second important thing to emerge from a study of these
earliest years is Lawrence's habit of not writing for publication.
An attempt to place his writing in the context of his intellectual
environment has been made; to write, to show what was written and to
discuss it with an intimate, was the natural concomitant of his
intellectual and cultural habit, and (as such) there was no need for
the writing to go out to any larger audience, since it was altogether
suited to the environment in which it was born. Lawrence gives no
impression before 1909 of any desire to find an audience beyond that
circle of intimates: rather the reverse. The early attempts, if we

can use the word - to the Nottinghamshire Guardian, R.A.Scott-James,

and the English Review, were either not wholly instigated by Lawrence,

or implicitly denied any desire for such an audience; and his refusal

early in 1909 to send in work to the English Review did not apparently

stem so much from modesty or uncertainty about his work as from reluc-
tance to 1ift his work out of the confidential environment. Jessie
Chambers' repetition of his "all my writing is for you" perfectly
illustrates the confidential nature of his writing, if not the actual

attribution to herself that she always assumed.

It took the prospect of making a name in the world - or at least

1. Lawrence, Lady Chatterley's Lover, p. 50.
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in a metropolitan literary society - to provoke in Lawrence the
taste for publication; and going to Croydon in 1908, to strip
away that sense of an environment which until then had itself been

sufficient for his performance as a writer.




Chapter Three

Croydon

1908 - 1911
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(i) The First Year: Agnes Mason and A. W. McLeod; Agnes Holt

Then, when I was twenty three, I went away from home

for the first time, to the south of London ... and
school, a whole new world. Then starts the rupture
with home, with Miriam, away there in Nottinghamshire ...

(phx i 253)

But lawrence's first year in Croydon, from October 1908 to
July 1909, only started that "rupture™, and by no means completed
it. His entry into metropolitan literary society did not begin
until the following year, with his meeting with Ford Madox Ford on
Lth September 1909: and until then, he had had no friends in London
to compare with the ones he began to make, such as BEzra Pound or
Grace Crawford. During the year 1908-1909, too, he was no more than
slightly acquainted with Helen Corke, and so did not know her friends
Lil Reynolds and Laura MaCartney whom he visited in 1910 and 1911.

During his first year in Croydon, in fact, school almost
entirely dominated the scene: that and, in the spring of 1909, re-
writing his novel Laetitia 'B'. The circle he kept up tended to be
that of the last years in Eastwood; letters to Blanche Jennings, Ada,
Mabel Limb (one of the 'Pagans'), May Holbrook and Louie Burrows are
all that survive. Agnes Mason recorded for Helen Corke what she saw

of Lawrence's isolation during the first few months of teaching, and

Miss Corke adapted it for her novel Neutral Ground.

During the first six months ... he was desperately
unhappy ... He was avoided by the male members of the
staff, a narrow-minded, extremely cautious set. He
had failed signally to pass their tests of capacity
both for sport and school discipline, so they first
extended to him a contemptuous patronage; and later,
when they had had some experience of his intellectual
fearlessness and power of passionate argument, paid
him a grudging respect and kept out of his way.

1. Corke, Neutral Ground, p. 193.
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Agnes Mason was in a position to know, also being on the staff of
Davidson Road School. Towards the end of his first month in Croydon,

Lawrence himself wrote to Blanche Jennings that

Here I have found no-one with whom I shall grow intimate.
I do not care. My landlady is a splendid woman - my
landlord is affable and plays chess worse than I do -
what more can I want? (lm i 32)

Louie Burrows heard - rather less nonchalantly - that by 23rd October

I am rapidly getting over my loneliness and despair;
soon 1'll settle down & be quite happy here. But
there don't seem to be many nice folk here. They are
all glib, but not frank; polite, but not warm. (1il 21)

There was none of the informal society of Eastwood (lg i 38), and
though townspeople "are less individual, less self-opinionated and
conceited than country people," they were also "less, far less serious"
(Im i 38). By the end of his second week, lLawrence had tried "a lit-
erary society conversazione & nearly discovered the North Pole - such
poor fools" (li; 21). Comparison with the Eastwood circle obviously
worked to Croydon's disadvantage. The keynote of these first months

comes in the letter to May Holbrook just quoted — from December 1908:

Truly, there are meetings, and, better, theatres and
concerts. But meetings are places where one develops

an abnormal tone, which it takes some time to soften
down again, and theatres and concerts have not much
staying power. The true heart of the world is a book ...

(Am i 38)
And Blanche Jennings heard in January that

I don't seem to need ... much food of new ideas, or of
too new sensations. My books are enough. (lm i 47)

In March, again, he told her "I do not need the friendship of the
folks here" (lm i 50). What mattered to him remained in Eastwood
and in the friendships that had grown up there:
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I think one never forms friendships like those one
forms at home, before twenty. I have no need, no
desire, to fold these new people into my heart. But
the old folks — ! (1il 30)

However, records survive of three friendships involving dis-
cussion in these early days in Croydon. Agnes Mason was a teacher
at Davidson Road whom Helen Corke remembers as "always on the look-

out" for interesting people;1 she was

almost over-conscientious teacher. She saw that
Lawrence was far from robust and rather "mothered"
him. They became very friendly and he had soon
persuaded her to try her hand at little stories and
sketches and at water-colour painting. (nehls i 90)

e« Older than the rest of the staff, a very able,

The "little sketches™ would, presumably, have been like Lawrence's
"Lessford's Rabbits' and 'A Lesson on the Tortoise' (phx ii 18-28),
both written during the winter of 1908-1909. But it is impossible
to say whether Lawrence actually showed her any such work of his own;
or what she, in her turn, made of it; though if he persuaded her to
write, it seems likely that he declared his own interest in writing,
and perhaps discussed it with her. Our only other knowledge of her
association with Lawrence's work comes from the presence of her hand

in the White Peacock ms.2 When Lawrence was turning Laetitia 'B!

into Nethermere during 1909, she made fair copies of a number of
heavily corrected pages for him; and, probably in the 1910 revision,
she copied out afresh one section of fifty pages a third of the way
through the ms.3 Her hand does not appear after p. 330. There is no
evidence of her giving advice about the ms. she was helping with, as
there is with Helen Corke; and no evidence of her association with any
other ms. We may take it that, as a favour to Lawrence, she offered
to take from him some of the burden of recopying mss., and helped with
the work through 1909 and 1910.

1. BBC 2, The Dreaming Woman.

2. wrE 430b, in the possession of G. L. Lazarus, Esq.
3. See Appendix B.




The second Croydon friend was a fellow teacher at Davidson

Road, A. W. McLeod, the only one of these Croydon acquaintances with
whom Lawrence kept up much correspondence after leaving the district
— though he did write on one or two occasions to Agnes Mason during
1912. McLeod saw, at wvarious times, poems, at least one short story,
and Nethermere, probably in the spring of 1909. ILawrence wrote in his
copy of Love Poems, sent from Germany in 1913,

'Remembering the unhappy days and the happy playtimes
at Davidson when I solaced myself with his appreciation
of some of these miserable poems.' (nehls i 90)

It seems probable that lMcLeod saw such poems in the same notebooks
which Helen Corke saw in the autumn of 1909 - saw, rather than heard,
because Helen Corke recalls Lawrence's reluctance to read his own work

out loud; he would rather hand over the notebook.1

"I first found out he was at work on a novel," McLeod

remembered,

when he asked me, if I was going into_Croydon, to get

him a lot of sermon paper at Boots'. Sermon paper was

a new term to me and I asked whether he was writing theology.
Then I heard about The White Peacock and one day got that
sermon paper back, no longer bl%nk, with the anxious demand
to let him know if it was good.

Blanche Jennings had accused Lawrence in August 1908 of having no
male friends to show the book to; to which he retorted:

Give a man that damned rot laetitia? I'm not such a fool.
I told you most men had only about four strings to their
souls; my friends are such. I talk to them about intellec-
tual things, sex matters, and frivolities, never about any-
thing I care deeply for. (lm i 27)

McLeod was in fact the first man to see anything of the novel and

the only one (apparently) before Ford; lawrence's headmaster, for

1. BBC 2, The Dreaming Woman.
2. See Additional Note VIII.
3. Moore, The Intelligent Heart, p. 112.
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instance, with whom he talked about books and whom he visited fre-
quently during 1911, recalled that "Lawrence never referred to his
literary work" (EEEli i 89). George Neville was not accessible while
the ms. remained either in Croydon or with Jessie Chambers - nor were
the Hopkins. But our information about McLeod does not go beyond the
fact that he read some of the ms., probably in early 1909, and was

asked for his opinion. The actual opinion, in each case, or its effect
on Lawrence, is lost; all we have to go by is a remark made by ILawrence
in 1916: "I was so anxious for you to read the bits of ms., so anxious
to hear what you had to say" (lg | 495). This sounds very much as if,
in their early days, lawrence was as willing to pass on his mss. to
McLeod as he was to Jessie Chambers, and for perhaps the same reasons;
he needed an audience for what was not being published, and had no immed-
iate hope of publication. And he needed McLeod's cool judgement, too,
which is something he did not get from Jessie; but it seems impossible
that the original literary intimacy of Lawrence and Jessie could have
been reproduced with McLeod. That was something only the early Notting-

ham environment and the character of Jessie had made possible.

In April 1911, McLeod read the newly revised version of 'The
White Stocking', and - Lawrence told Louie Burrows - "says it's fantas-
tic. Really, it's not up to a great deal" (li; 98). That certainly
sounds as if lcLeod was in the habit of reading Lawrence's mss. as they
appeared. But, again, it is obvious that by 1911, his opinion mattered
less; Lawrence was a publishing author, with a novel out and stories

appearing in the English Review. McLeod's opinion was, at the most,

simply interesting as that of a friend; it does not sound as if his
advice would, at this stage, have mattered very much. But then a note
about a character we must take to resemble him, MacWhirter in The
Trespasser, perhaps explains why McLeod was reluctant either to give
his opinion (which explains our difficulty with The White Peacock) or

to allow it to be very important.

... he ((MacWhirter)) was very quietly spoken, was humorous
and amiable, yet extraordinarily learned. He never, by any
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chance, gave himself away, maintaining always an absolute
reserve amid his amiability.1

Besides these two, it is perhaps best to add what we know about
Agnes Holt as reader and adviser: her contact with ILawrence on literary
affairs probably dated to the winter of 1909, but as it came effectively
before lawrence's break into literary society, it should take its place

here. Lawrence told Blanche Jennings on 1st November that

I have got a new girl down here: you know my kind, a
girl to whom I gas. She is very nice, and takes me
seriously: which is unwisdom. (Im i 57)

But by January, 1910,

ees I'm tired of her. Why? - she's so utterly ignorant
and old-fashioned, really, though she has been to college
and has taught in London some years ... she lapses into
sickly sentimentality when it is a question of naked
life. (Im i 59-60)

In September and October 1909, however, when Lawrence was getting the
ms. of Nethermere into shape for Ford Madox Ford, she made a fair copy
of the first seventy-seven pages; her hand does not appear again in the

ms.2 Presumably the re-writings of laetitia 'B' Iawrence had begun the

previous January had left these pages in a heavily over-written state.
Since she left Croydon early in 1910, she played no further part in the

production of the White Peacock ms. There is no evidence of her giving

advice about what she helped with, and no evidence of her association
with any other ms.; though as "a girl to whom I gas" it seems reason-
able to imagine that she saw other work Lawrence produced at this period
— perhaps 'Goose Fair' and 'Odour of Chrysanthemums ‘A'.: Although
Lawrence painted her a picture as a wedding present in 1911, he probably

lost touch with her fairly soon afterwards.

1. D. H. lawrence, The Trespasser, (London, Duckworth, 1912),
pPp. 273-27k.

2. See Appendix B.
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These three people apart, Lawrence's first year in Croydon
belonged in its deepest attachments to the Nottinghamshire district,
though his family found him sufficiently changed during their summer
holiday at Shanklin in August 1909 to comment unfavourably upon the
fact:

«++ his sister ((Ada)) and mother were not pleased with

him. He was changing, they said, and breaking away from
the old things, and they hated him to be different from

what he used to be ... (et 159)

But Jessie Chambers recalls Lawrence feeling that he "had to change
and leave the old things" (ibid); and September 1909 marks the start
of a new focus of life in Croydon. To summarise his position then:
he had, apparently, settled securely into the teaching job of which
the previous year he had been so unsure. His novel, Nethermere, was
for the third time nearing completion. He had at least two notebooks
full of poems, and obviously countless drafts of poems, all entirely
unpublished. He had a number of short stories, again unpublished, and
at least one play on his hands - perhaps three. But, according to
Jessie Chambers, he had absolutely refused to send any of his work to
the English Review in the spring of 1909, for all Ford's obvious

readiness to print the work of the young and unknown. There are several

reasons why.

There was perhaps a trace in Lawrence of the attitude his
mother took; amateur literature was one thing, but to journalise pro-
fessionally was not quite respectable; and to publish at all was to
display a seriousness of intention that belied the amateur approach -
recalling Lawrence's belief that to have talked about his writing with
his mother would have seemed "a kind of 'showing off' or affectation."
He would have perhaps liked to be a full-blown author straight off;
that would have avoided the fumbling and amateurish preliminaries. We
know, for instance, how repugnant "being an author" was at first to

Lawrence;
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Hueffer printed more poems and some stories of mine in

the English Review, and people read them and told me so,

to my embarrassment and anger. I hated being an author,

in people's eyes. Especially as I was a teacher. (phx ii 59%4)

That was not the whole reason; but it may have contributed to the
blocking of his impulse to start getting himself published.

On the other hand, lawrence felt that his slight attempts to
get into print had been turned down, and his embarrassed pride was
touched; he showed considerable reluctance to let himself fail again,
hence (perhaps) his choice to let Jessie Chambers send in work where
he would not; the rejection of work sent in of her wvolition would
hurt him less.

But all these are perhaps only contributing reasons to his last
and major objection: his writing did not seem sufficiently beyond him
to become in any way public property - at least, that applied to a
book like Nethermere, in which so much of his own youth was involved.
"I don't care what becomes of it ... I'm not anxious to get into print"
(gg 157), he would tell Jessie; why should he publish what had had its
own audience in Jessie and himself all the years he had been writing?
He could not feel neglect if he remained unpublished because this
early work was not of the kind that could suffer neglect; it was

written and passed on, or it illuminated the writer's own conceptions.

But Jessie Chambers pressed him to publish it - as it turned
out, to Lawrence's great good fortune. His first taste of success -
the chance of an interview with Ford when he went back to Croydon in
September 1909, and the likelihood of his poems being published -
was of a kind to satisfy his mother's conditions, as was the public-

ation of The White Peacock a year and a half later. Jessie showed

Lawrence Ford's letter:



"You are my luck," he murmured. Then he said with
suppressed excitement, "Let me take it to show mother."
And T never saw it again. (et 159)

To be successful was permitted; what was disreputable was to try to

be 'literary' without any certainty of reputation or success.
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(ii) Pord Madox Ford, Ezra Pound and Grace Crawford: the Fringe of
Literary Society

Jessie Chambers sent Ford three of Lawrence's poems in June
1909; however, he always insisted she sent him 'Odour of Chrysanthem-
ums A' as well, a story which made a deeper impression on him than
Lawrence's poems. It is time this confusion were cleared up; new
evidence makes that possible.

Firstly, this is Ford's case:

Miss E. T. in her lately published book on the youth of
Lawrence ... seems to be under the impression that she

sent me as a first instalment only poems by Lawrence.
Actually she first asked me if I would care to see anything -
and then should it be poetry or prose. And I replied asking
her to send both, so that she had sent me three poems about
a schoolmaster's life .... and 'Odour of Chrysanthemums.'

I only mention this because I found the poems, afterwards,
to be nice enough but not immensely striking. If I had
read them first I should certainly have printed them - as
indeed I did; but I think the impact of lLawrence's person-
ality would have been much less vivid .... (nehls i 107)

And he deseribed how, reading the first paragraph of 'Odour of Chrys-

anthemums A,' he was certain of the story's excellence:

I laid it in the basket for accepted manuseripts. My
secretary looked up and said:

"You've got another genius?"

I answered: "It's a big one this time," and went upstairs

to dress .... (nehls i 106)

As Pord says, Jessie Chambers only recalled sending poems; her account
contains circumstantial dialogue confirming that (et 157-158).

Ford's case has its oddities. He did not publish 'Odour of
Chrysanthemums A' first, he published the poems he found "not immensely
striking"; and 'Odour of Chrysanthemums A' was not evem the first story
of lawrence's the magazine published - 'Goose Fair' appeared in February
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1910. If it struck him more, then how is that to be explained?
The story only reached the proof stage in March 1910 and only got
into the English Review inJune 1911.

But in 1948, E. W. Tedlock claimed to have proved Ford's case;
he described a ms. of 'Odour of Chrysanthemums' not in Lawrence's

handwriting - a final, fair copy version - and stated that

Undoubtedly the manuscript described
by "E.T." that June morning in 1909.

1here was copied out

Handwriting tests made by an expert proved conclusively that the writing
was not Lawrence's. But Tedlock did not bother to check the ms. against
surviving examples of Jessie Chambers' handwriting. It would not have
fitted: the writing is that of LouievBurrows.2 In April 1911, Lawrence
sent Louie the heavily corrected proofs of the story — with perhaps

some ms. additions - and asked her to do him a fair copy (1il 89-90);
the ms. Tedlock describes (wrE 284) is undoubtedly the copy she made,
copied on the 63" x 8" Boots' paper lawrence normally used at this
period, and of which he sent her a supply (1il 90). So the ms. does

not confirm Ford's case.

We have two pieces of evidence to confirm Jessie Chambers'
account. On September 11th, 1909, Lawrence told Louie Burrows that
"the editor of the English Review has accepted some of my verses"; and

went on to describe how a revision of those poems busied him: "I shall
be glad when I have finished: then I may get on with the prose work."
This sounds convineingly as if by September 11th Ford had only shown
interest in Lawrence's poetry, which a third sentence from the same

letter of Lawrence's substantiates:

1. Tedlock, The Frieda lLawrence Collection, p. 33.

2. Established by a comparison of wrE 284 with Nottingham University's
LaB 223, a letter Louie wrote in the summer of 1911. J. T. Boulton's
'D. H. Lawrence's Odour of Chrysanthemums: An early version,' 1969,
Renaissance and Modern Studies, (lNottingham), P./, agrees.
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I never thought of myself blossoming out as a poet -
I had planted my beliefs in my prose. (1il 43)

This clear distinction between the poetry Ford had seen and the prose
that Lawrence wanted to show him really, in itself, proves that Jessie

Chambers was right. But there is a second piece of evidence.

Lawrence sent Ford two short stories in December 1909 (1il L?):
one of them was the story on which he had collaborated with Louie
Burrows, 'Goose Fair', and the other he did not name to Louie. 'Goose

Fair' appeared in the English Review for February, and on March 9th

Lawrence told Louie that another of his stories would appear in May.
The first English Review proofs of 'Odour of Chrysanthemums A' are dated

10th March, so we may assume that this was the story he referred to on
the 9th. If Ford ever did see 'Odour of Chrysanthemums A', it would
have to have been before the end of January 1910, because after that he
did not see what was to appear in the magazine. 1In the light of the
fact that (a) he saw two stories in December and (b) two stories were

in print for the English Review by the beginning of March, but would

have been decided on by the end of January at latest, it seems very
likely that the two stories Ford saw in December were 'Goose Fair' and
'Odour of Chrysanthemums A'. This would mean that revision of Nethermere
occupied Lawrence during September and October, but after he had sent
the ms. to Ford at the end of October he got to work on his other prose
works, and did up 'Goose Fair' and 'Odour of Chrysanthemums A' for the
beginning of December: this is consistent with what he said about his
prose in September. We cannot finally prove this in the fragmentary
state of our evidence; but taken in conjunction with the first piece,
the two together demolish Ford's assertion that Jessie Chambers sent
him 'Odour of Chrysanthemums A': the ms. came from Lawrence over three
months after they had first met, and a month after Ford had read

Nethermere.,

But to return to Ford's first contact with Lawrence; the latter
saw Ford first on 4th September 1909, and with that visit the Croydon
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world acquired a new perspective. Their early contact must not be
exaggerated. Lawrence told Blanche Jennings on 1st November that he
had "been up to see him twice" - so presumably he only saw him once
after his initial wisit until early November, when visits became more
frequent; we can assume that during September and October Lawrence was
preparing mss. to show him. We know that Lawrence saw Ford at least
twice in November, on the 14th and 28th, on the latter occasion taking
Jessie Chambers with him; and it was during November that Ford was

reading Nethermere.

It is clear, too, that contact between the two men did not extend

beyond September 1910, after their disagreement over The Saga of Siegmund

- and Ford's extended visit to Germany, which began that month. In Nov-
ember 1912, Lawrence told Ernest Collings that

Ford Madox Hueffer discovered I was a genius - don't be
alarmed, Hueffer would discover anything if he wanted to -
published me some verse and a story or two, sent me to
William Heinemann with The White Peacock, and left me to
paddle my own canoe. (lm i 158)

Nevertheless Ford was, for Lawrence, "the first man I ever met who had a
real and true feeling for literature" (2g§ i 253); and if Lawrence re-
tained some sense of having been abandoned, the long visit to Germany
Ford made during 1910 and 1911 at least partly exonerates him. To begin
with, at least, Lawrence (and thén Jessie Chambers) were impressed by the
man's enormous kindness, wishing as he did to help the young author where
and when he could. When, for instance, Nethermere was at last finished,
at the end of October 1909,

Hueffer asked at once to see the manuscript. He read it
immediately, with the greatest cheery sort of kindness and

bluff ... (phx ii 593)
And, as Lawrence told Louie Burrows on 20th November,

Hueffer is reading my novel. He says its good, & is going



to get it published for me. He also says I ought to
get out a volume of verse ... (1il 46)

It was this kind of pronouncement that must have seemed a revelation
to Lawrence and those who knew him. When Ford had read Nethermere, he
wrote a letter to Heinemann about it that surprised even Lawrence; it
seems correct to say that Ford was personally responsible for getting

the book published.

When, again, Violet Hunt was passing through Heinemann's offices,
Sydney Pawling (the firm's chief reader) remarked to her: "I'll take
your friend's book ..." (nehls i 128) The fact that this kind of con-
tact was possible obviously helped Lawrence enormously, even if one is
to ignore Ford's own account of the first introduction of Lawrence's

name to literary society at a 'Trench Dinner',

... agreeable affairs, attended by most of the brilliant
people in London ... I was set at a round table with Mr
Hilaire Belloc, Mr Gilbert Chesterton, Mr Maurice Baring,
and Mr H. G. Wells.?

I remarked to Mr Wells that I had discovered another genius,
D. H. Lawrence by name; and, to carry on the good work, lr
Wells exclaimed - to some one at Lady Londonderry's table:

"Hurray, Fordie's discovered another genius! called
D. H. Lawrence!"

Before the evening was finished I had had two publishers
asking me for the first refusal of D. H. lLawrence's first
novel ... (nehls i 107)

The point really is not whether this did, or did not, actually
happen: it could have happened, and the literary influence Ford here

describes was real.

He put three of Lawrence's poems into the November issue of the

English Review, and saw 'Goose Fair' into that for February 1910. As

five poems appeared in the issue for April and three more in Octover,

Ford probably recommended Lawrence to Austin Harrison, the editor who

1. The Bodley Head Ford Madox Ford, (London, Bodley Head, 1963), Vol. I,
p. 313.
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replaced him; and indeed, it was not until Edward Garnett put two
poems in the Nation for October 4th, 1911, that Lawrence's work
appeared in any periodical except the English Review. By first print-

ing him, and then recommending him, Ford gave Lawrence an incomparable

start to his publishing career; that mucn is obvious.

But when one turns to Ford's reading of Lawrence's mss., and his
manner of giving the advice and the encouragement which Lawrence was
later to get so substantially from Edward Garnett atter the summer of
1911 - then the nature of Ford's relation with Lawrence, and its
difference from Garnett's, becomes clear. Ford had contacts in 1lit-
erary London which Garnett did not have, in the first place. The
period in which Lawrence got to know him coincided exactly with his
most successful years: "Ford's greatest period," David Garnett called

it, when he was

an outstanding figure in literary London; he was arrayed in

a magnificent fur coat; wore a glossy topper; drove about in
hired carriages; and his fresh features, the colour of raw
veal, his prominent blue eyes and rabbit teeth smiled
patron}singly and benevolently upon all gatherings of literary
lions.

Edward Jepson recalled that

About 1908 letters seemed to come suddenly to life, and ...
once more there was a lively activity of spirit which lasted
till the Edwardian Age ended at the outbreak of the Great
War.

Mr Wells's "Tono-Bungay" was probably the greatest achieve-
ment of the revival; but it was chiefly manifest in the group
which gathered round Mr Ford Madox Ford and his English Review.

The particular brilliance of the circle who would meet in the upstairs
flat at 84, Holland Park Avenue is to be explained by the fact that,

during the months in which he controlled the English Review (November

1. D. Garnett, The Golden Echo, (London, Chatto & Windus, 1953),
pp. 129-130.

2. E. A. Jepson, Memories of an Edwardian, (London, Secker, 1938), p.131.
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1908 - January 1910), Ford "could get hold of a.n.ybody."1 He was a
freelance journalist and editor, able to take up the work of the young
very much as he pleased. He could mix in, and introduce into the pages
of the Review, the circles of the slightly bohemian literati: Ezra
Pound was at the lunch Lawrence and Jessie Chambers attended in Nov-
ember 1909; Lawrence's acquaintance with Percy Wyndham Lewis, Gilbert
Cannan and W. B. Yeats also dated from the winter of that year. Frank
MacShane says of Ford that

his real interest was with the young - so much so that, with
Lawrence and Pound and Lewis and Cannan, The English Review

really became the centre of a revival in English letters ...
It inspired new movements among the younger writers and was

ultimately responsible for Imagism and Vorticism.

On the other hand, the English Review was founded on the work of the

previous generation - Conrad, Wells, Yeats, Hudson, Galsworthy; the

"small compact group of writers" Ezra Pound suggested was necessary

to get a magazine off the ground:

The English Review, when it lived, had really three
generations - stratified groups with 4 or six in each.
But F.M.F.H. was unbusinesslike.J’

Lawrence would presumably have found himself in the third stratum -
that of the untried aspirants; but unbusinesslike or no, the arrange-
ment was an incomparable (if financially ruinous) foundation for a
literary review. For fifteen months the magazine printed both the
best of the current establishment and gathered in its wake the current
'new writing' as no periodicals were to do until Blast and Rhythm, or
the wartime Egoist. Edward Jepson, indeed, reckoned that the English

Review

1. D. Garnett, The Golden Echo, p. 130.

2. F. MacShane, Ford lMadox Ford, (London, Routledge & Kegan Paul, 1965),
P+ 80,

3. The Letters of Ezra Pound, 1907-1941, ed. D. Paige, (London, Dent,
1925), p. 2.
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was the rallying point of the revolutionaries: the Futurists,
Cubists, and Vorticists; the great pronouncement Blast was
founded on it.?

Again, to be taken up by Ford was, for Lawrence, necessarily an
introduction to other writers, as it was to be again when he knew Edward
Marsh in 1913, and got to know the Georgians - but as it was not to be
with Edward Garnett. This is interesting. Until 1914, there was a
circle that met regularly around Garnett, as it had done since 1900, for
lunch at the 'liont Blanc' restaurant in Soho. The small group of habitués
had grown up between 1900 and 1910:

Thomas Seccombe, R. A. Scott-James, Stephen Reynolds,

Edward Thomas, W. H. Davies, Hilaire Belloc, Muirhead

Bone, Ford Hueffer, Perceval Gibbon, ocecasionally John
Galsworthy, and rarely Joseph Conrad ...Z2

Names to which David Garnett added Norman Douglas, J. D. Beresford and
H. M. Tomlinson. But, oddly, Lawrence never met any of them, except
Scott-James privately at the Cearne. He knew Garnett as a man and a
friend, not as a literary habitué; whereas he did go to Ford's home,
Violet Hunt's home, and met their circle, split between Holland Park
Avenue and Violet Hunt's home 'South Lodge' in the early days, and
concentrated on the latter by 1911: "At Violet Hunt's parties you met
... every intelligent person in Edwardian London worth meeting.“3
That remark of Edward Jepson's is reinforced by Lawrence's own exper-
ience at the hands of Ford during the winter of 1909. Writing to
Jessie Chambers soon after meeting Ford in September 1909, lLawrence

told her: "Iast night I dined with celebrities, and tonight I am dining

with two R.A.'s ..." (et 56) He told Louie Burrows in November that

Last Sunday ((14th)) I went up to lunch with Ford Madox

Hueffer, and with Violet Hunt ... Hueffer took me to tea
at Ernest Rhy's ((sic)) ... after tea we went to call on
He G. Wells who also lives up at Hampstead ...

1. Jepson, Memories of an Edwardian, p. 149.

2. Letters from W. H. Hudson, ed. E. Garnett, (London, Dent, 1925), p. 2.
3. Jepson, Memories of an Edwardian, p. 149.
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I went on Tuesday ((16th)) to Violet Hunts 'at home'
at the Reform Club in Adelphi Terrace, on the Embankment.
It was very jolly. Elizabeth Martindale & Ellaline Terris
and Mary Cholmondeley were there - and Ezra Pound. (1il 46)

Contact with the Rhyses meant both 'swells' - Grace Rhys he remem-
bered as the type of cultivated upper class woman (Im i 176) - and
meetings with individuals, like Rachel Annand Taylor, introduced to

Lawrence by Ernest Rhys.1

Pound himself became a closer acquaintance than most. Lawrence

probably met him first through Ford or Violet Hunt, and found him

jolly nice: took me to supper at Pagnani's, and after-
wards we went down to his room at Kensington ...

This afternoon I am going up to tea with him & we
are going out to some friends who will not demand
evening dress of us. He knows W. B. Yeats & all the
Swells. (lil 46-47)

Lawrence apparently met Pound occasionally until the summer of 1910,
dining with him again in December 1909 - "we shall meet a crowd of

literary folk" - missing his last train to Croydon and spending the

night in Pound's front room in "'sort of armechair convertible to
cot'"2 on that last occasion; discussing writing with him in the

spring and summer, before Pound went back to America for a while.

We can't thank Ford for all these acquaintances; Grace Crawford
for instance, shortly to be discussed, came to know Lawrence through
Pound in November 1909: perhaps she was one of the friends "who will
not demand evening dress of us" Lawrence met with Pound on the 20th.
But it is noticeable how his description of the evening with Pound

suddenly modulates into a eulogy of Ford; the latter was the first
and perhaps most important acquaintance, and the one that Lawrence

remembered with real gratitude. Although it was Pound who knew

1. R. Aldington, Portrait of a Genius, But ... , (New York, Collier
Books, 1961), p. 91.

2. P. Hutchins, Ezra Pound's Kensington, (London, Faber & Faber,

1965), p. 69.




"all the Swells", still:

Aren't the folks kind to me: it is really wonderful.
Hueffer is splendid: I have met a gentleman indeed in
him, & an artist. (il 47)

And it was Pound himself who indicated how close the real attachment
between Ford and Lawrence was by recalling how, in the London of the
Enzlish Review, Ford's "more pliant disciples were Flint, Goldring

and D. H. Lawrence",1 and that "Ford ... discovered Lawrence and put
him over" (nehls i 553). For all Lawrence's friendship with Pound,
and his mixing in a circle of contemporary poets at the Rhyses' on
such an evening as that Rhys described in his memoirs, Lawrence

appeared as Ford's protégé. TFord

had written to say he had discovered a wonderful new
poet in a young country schoolmaster somewhere in the
black country, and wished to bring him along ... As

the night grew late we tried to get lLawrence to give

us one more lyric out of his black book ... But Madox
Ford took him under his arm and marched him off murmuring
wickedly, "Nunc, nunc dimittis." (nehls i 132)

And Lawrence wrote to Grace Crawford as late as 24th July, 1910, of
his embarrassment at being introduced by Ford "as a genius" at a party

they attended,2 which again sounds as if he were under Ford's arm.

But at least Ford was able to provoke an interest in Lawrence

among the people he knew; as Violet Hunt told Jessie Chambers in
November 1909,

lMr Hueffer would do all he could for Lawrence, and they
would both talk about his novel to their friends ... (et 174)

And in 1909 and 1910, such people as Ford's recommendation would

reach were undoubtedly influential in publishing and journalism.

1. E. Pound, Polite Essays, (London, Faber & Faber, 1937),
ps 50,

2. Sotheby Catalogue, p. 143, ("Thompson").




The surprising amount of notice taken of The White Peacock when it

came out in January 19111 reflects the extent to which Lawrence's
name had been brought to the attention of his contemporaries. In
his 1937 memoir, perhaps not altogether reliably, Ford recalled in-

fluencing people to the extent that in 1911

Galsworthy and Masterman and even the solid, stolid
Marwood - and of course several ladies - went about

for some time with worried faces because lawrence was
writing masterpieces and teaching in a fetid atmosphere
«++ One had a good deal of anxiety. (nehls i 119)

Apart from his post as advisor to the Century in 1911, his considerable
influence at Duckworths, and his say in the reviewing in the Nation,
Edward Garnett could not offer Lawrence any further interest or support
- certainly none of Ford's calibre. Indeed, what Ford wrote late in
his life about his appreciation of Lawrence's genius in 1909, and what
he was able to do as a result, seems simply borne out by the facts as
we have them, for all our necessary caution in accepting the minutiae

of Ford's recollections. As Pound told Edward Nehls in 1954,

Ford (F.M.) discovered Iawrence and put him over ...
I don't know whether the importance of this angle has
been noted, or if D.H.L. ever made adequate acknowledge-

ment to F. (nehls i 553)

Pound was one of the few people in a position to be absolutely certain
of Ford's importance to Lawrence; and he backs up Ford's own claim
perfectly. As a result of the introductions and social gatherings -
and Ford's promise of influence - Jessie Chambers began at Christmas
1909 to hear of the "new and immensely larger life" which was opening

out before ILawrence:

A kind of transfiguration from obscurity and uncertainty
had taken place. Thanks to the kind offices of Ford Madox

1. T. J. Worthen, The Reception in England of the Novels of D.H.Lawrence,

unpublished lf.A. thesis, (University of Kent at Canterbury, 1967),
pp. 17-18.
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Hueffer his chance of a hearing was assured. And it had
all come about so simply, almost entirely without effort.
There was a glamour about those days, even something of a

glitter. (et 179)

Lawrence's letters to Louie Burrows written in late 1909, as quoted
above, exactly embody that sense of "glitter". And the absence of
effort had been the result of Ford's patronage; almost entirely,
simply, that.

And yet, the social inroads Lawrence found himself making, or
his hoped-for advancement into the "£2,000 a year" bracket, "dining
with celebrities", did not matter much to him as a writer or even as
a hard-pressed schoolteacher. Such things, at their peak before
Christmas 1909, gave him a sense of arrival and acceptance as a

writer, in the same way as his poems in the November English Review

must have done; and they provided the beginning of the certainty that
he could one day give up teaching. (But far less than, for instance,
Garnett's encouragement and active advice in 1911, did they enable
the actual decisions of that winter to be taken.) The fact is that

in 1909 and 1910 Lawrence was very much a schoolteacher, with a con-
siderable capacity for being impressed by those he called "the Swells"
to Louie Burrows, and limited time and energy for his writing - hence
the "insupportably long" sittings which Ford complained Lawrence
exacted from him on the occasional Saturday or Sunday he went up to
London. The pattern of his spare time, as Helen Corke describes it
for 1910, shows how little it actually was centred on London. There
was the first spurt of success between October and December 1909.
There were occasional visits and meetings in the spring and summer of
1910, but from the late summer of 1910 onwards Lawrence's contact with
literary London was only slight. He told Rachel Annand Taylor on 30th
September:

I have not been into any literary society - indeed,
not in London at all, for months and months. I am not
a success, and to be a failure wearies me. (lm i 64)
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Here he was slightly exaggerating for effect: we know he had been

at a literary party with Ford at the end of July. But the glamour

of London had faded; his correspondence with Grace Crawford was almost
over, he had apparently quarrelled with Pound, whom he didn't see
again, and who in 1913 thought Lawrence "detestable";1 Ford was in
Germany, Lawrence's mother was ill in Leicester and his thoughts re-
turned to the Eastwood world. Whereas the girl he had been almost
engaged to before Christmas, 1909 - Agnes Holt - had been from London,
the girl to whom he became engaged at Christmas 1910 - Louie Burrows -

shared his Nottinghamshire background.

He probably did not see Ford again after July 1910; although
the latter said that he and Lawrence talked over the ms. of Sons and

Lovers (nehls i 121) this must be a mistake; the book was not begun

until October 1910, and was apparently in no presentable form before
the spring of 1911; Ford was in Germany from October 1910 until the
following summer; and we can be fairly certain that Lawrence did not
discuss it with him then. For all practical purposes, they lost con-
tact after the summer of 1910. Ford left Lawrence "to paddle his own
canoe" some ten months after their first meeting, and Lawrence went
on with the more commonplace life of teaching in Croydon for another

year and a half.

Furthermore, it is undeniable that his first brush with literary
society left a distasteful impression. Helen Corke noted how the
"patronage of the literati hurt Lawrence's pride" (nehls i 142) -

alongside which should perhaps go Stephen Crane's remark about Ford:

You are wrong about Hueffer. 1 admit he is patronising.
He patronised his family. He patronises Conrad. He will
end up by patronising God Who will have to get used to it
and they will be friends ... 2

1. The Letters of Ezra Pound, p. 52.
2. MacShane, Ford Madox Ford, p. 87.
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As late as December 1913, when Pound thought that Love Poems deser-
ved the Polignac Prize for poetry, and asked Lawrence for three or

four copies to give to the committee, Lawrence could comment:

The Hueffer-Pound faction seems inclined to lead me round
a little as one of their show-dogs. They seem to have a
certain ear in their possession. If they are inclined to
speak my name into the ear, I don't care. (Im i 259)

Furthermore, writing ostensibly about 1911, but apparently up-dating
events that occurred in the early months of 1910, Helen Corke noted

Lawrence's reactions to the cirecle of the literati:

..+ he became conscious of the gap between the artist who was
a working schoolmaster, and the young artists who, often
penniless themselves, yet lived within a charmed circle of
influence and wealth. After a London Literary party he
would savagely satirise to me its personnel. Just now he
met Ezra Pound, who gave him a proof copy of his new book
of poems A Lume Spento,? and he attended one of those
seances where the poems of W, B, Yeats were intoned, to
the mystification of a devoted company. Iawrence parodied
the performance most unkindly. (nehls i 142)

This is reminiscent of the evening at the Hermitage described by
Ernest Rhys (gggig i 129-132), and apparently Lawrence continued to
parody the performers. David Garnett remembered from his visit to
Lawrence and Frieda in Germany during 1912 that

he had a genius for "taking people off" and could reproduce
voice and manner exactly. He told you he had once seen
Yeats or Ezra Pound for half an hour in a drawing-room,

and straightway Yeats or Pound appeared before you. The
slightest affectation of manner or social pretence was
seized on mercilessly ... (nehls i 176-177)2

We know that Lawrence saw a good deal of Pound at the end of 1909
and the beginning of 1910; he would have met Yeats, too, in the com-
pany of Pound (1il 47), and perhaps also at the Rhyses' either in

1. See Additional Note IX.
2. See also nehls ii 77 and nehls iii 99, 138.
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December 1909 or March 1910, both months when we know he went to
meet "celebrities" and read his own poetry. The way he described
these two occasions to Louie Burrows shows a perceptible change over

the four months. On 11th December he wrote:

Next week I am going up to Grace Rhys to meet various
poetry people. I am to take some of my unpublished verses
to read. I do not look forward to these things much. I
shall feel such a fool. (1il 47)

To judge by Rhys's account, he succeeded in showing his discomfort
and making others feel it on at least one occasion (nehls i 131).
By March the glamour of the unknown had worn off and his lack of

social success began to hurt.

Tomorrow night I am going up to the Rhyses to meet some
celebrities, & to read some of my own verses. I am not
very keen, and not very much interested. I am no
society man - it bores me. (1il 50)

And in June 1910, he was writing to Helen Corke:

I wish, from the bottom of my heart, the fates had

not stigmatised me 'writer.' It is a sickening business
eses I assure you I am not weeping into my register. It
is only that the literary world seems a particularly
hateful yet powerful one. The literary element, like a
disagreeable substratum under a fair country, spreads
under every inch of life, sticking to the roots of the
growing things. Ugh, that is hateful! I wish I might
be delivered ... (Im i 62)

In the nine months since he began to reveal to Jessie Chambers the
excitement and promise of his writing life, Lawrence's outlook had
obviously soured. Ford had made it possible for him to go on and
"be a writer", but the circle in which Lawrence moved had emphasised
the fact that he did not want to be a 'writer' in the sense that
accompanied so many of the people he met; there was inevitably a
certain superficiality about the metropolitan literary world which

Lawrence, one foot in a mundane and exhausting life of teaching, was
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especially liable to react against. Some of the distress he under-
went in the next two years, recorded by Helen Corke and Jessie Chambers,
must have stemmed from this uncomfortable position; teaching he came
to hate, but he was no longer prepared to accept as an absolute good a
life of journalism or literature, both things being cheapened by those
he found practising and distorting them. In short, he was no longer
by 1910 prepared to be as flippant about a facile writing career as he
had been to Blanche Jennings in 1908:

I shall write drivelling short-stories and the like for
money. I am learning quite diligently to play the fool
consistently, so that at last I may hire myself out as
a jester ... (Im i 12)

By the summer of 1910 he had learnt something of the world which
seemed the only alternative to a teaching career, and he did not
altogether like it. By 1912, he was referring to his dislike for
"the conventionalized literary person - people like Rhys ..." (lm i 171)
Again - this is the note to which we must constantly return during a
discussion of Ford's influence on Lawrence - it was not until he met
Edward Garnett that Lawrence received encouragement to write and pub-
lish without suffering a revulsion against the 'literary element'.
There is nothing to correspond to the distaste of some of the letters
he wrote to Louie Burrows in 1910 in those he wrote her after meeting

Garnett in September 1911.

We can be more precise still about the 'literary element'. It
does not seem that Lawrence reacted against Pound himself, but the
combination of attraction and repulsion Lawrence experienced does
appear to have extended to the circle of writers and artists to which
Pound introduced him, one stage away from Ford's direct influence.
Through Pound, for instance, he met Grace Crawford, an American girl
studying dancing in London. Iawrence sometimes met Pound at her studio
at the end of 1909 or the beginning of 1910, and apparently used the
studio as a London base on occasion, to write letters from and meet

her friends.




She was the kind of contact impossible before lawrence's assumpt-

ion into the fringes of literary society; she was deeply involved with
her art and with artists in general, spoke several languages, talked
some Italian to Lawrence and discussed contemporary literature with
him.1 ¥nowing her, along with knowinz Pound, lLawrence may have felt

what another of Pound's friends, William Carlos Williams, felt in 1910:

... the intense literary atmosphere, which though
it was thrillinz every minute of it, was fatiguing
in the extreme. I don't know how Ezra stood it, it
would have killed me in a month. It seemed completely
foreign to anything I desired. I was glad to get away.

With Miss Crawford, however, althoush we know the atmosphere was
sometimes literary, it was probably equally artistic. To speak, though,
solely on the literary side: Lawrence showed her something of The Sagza
of Siegmund in the summer of 1910, perhaps around the time of the
party with Ford he described to her on 24th July. She had already

seen The Widowing of Mrs Holroyd on its way to Violet Hunt in November

1909; and at Christmas 1909 Lawrence had sent her a card decorated
with his poem 'Song' and a hope that it wouldn't offend her. We may
suess that she saw other work - perhaps poems - in the course of the

year in which they met, but we can be certain of nothing else.

However, if we knew more about Lawrence in London during 1910
and 1911, it seems likely that we should know about several people
like Grace Crawford; talented artists, people with whom he began to
discuss art and literature in a way novel to his Eastwood or Croydon
conceptions. One such person was perhaps the singer lirs Derwent Wood
(wife of the sculptor), who zave lLawrence tickets for her London concert

3

in February 1910. Ford had an impression of Lawrence taking up with a

new (and in his opinion, bad) set in 1910, and he would perhaps have felt

1. I am indebted for this information to Gerald lacy Esq.

2, Hutchins, Ezra Pound's Kensington, p. 87.

3. W, Sotheby & Co., Catalozue of Nineteenth Century and lModern First
Editions etc., ("Candida"), 11-12 July 1967, p. 122.
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Miss Crawford to be a part of such a group, under whose influence

Lawrence wrote the first version of The Trespasser:

ees much - oh, but much! - more phallic than is the book

as it stands and much more moral in the inverted puritanic
sense. That last was inevitable in that day, and Lawrence
had come under the subterranean-fashionable influences that
made for Free Love as a social and moral arcanum. (nehls i 121)

It is unlikely that he was thinking of Pound here - or of Helen Corke -
but of those primarily artistic people who began to see Iawrence's mss.
during 1910 and 1911, and who were involved in literary discussion
with him. Although Lawrence seems to have revolted against this en-
vironment from time to time - as to Rachel Annand Taylor at the end

of September 1910 - it obviously attracted him as well, as his letters
to Grace Crawford make clear. (We can perhaps see here some of the

origins of the Pompadour society of Women in Love, both its repulsion

and its attractiveness.) The people with whom he began to mix - again
to use Grace Crawford as a representative example - were the sign, the
embodiment of the artistic prosperity into which Ford Madox Ford had
led him in 1909, and the sign of the distance he had travelled since
1908 and Eastwood. It is for this last reason that for our inform-
ation we have to go outside that circle of friends to whom most of the
surviving correspondence is addressed; lLawrence does not seem to have
shared with them as much of his new life in London as Jessie Chambers,
for example, makes out. The new circle had taken him to the writing
of The Saga of Siegmund in 1910, which, apart from this insight into

his development that year, is inexplicable in terms of his background
or previous literary practice. Miss Crawford's studio world was itself
a vivid contrast to his own background; it is here that Helen Corke's
remark about the "charmed circle of wealth and influence" which attrac-
ted and repelled Lawrence is relevant; for lLawrence must have seen these
people, more than Ford or even Pound, as a kind of bohemian aristocracy.

Sending Miss Crawford the ms. of The Widowing of Mrs Holroyd, he had

contrasted its ruggedness with her own
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elegantly-wreathed imaginations of literature ... You have
a weakness for spirits - not bottled, but booked. But I
shall be very impatient to know what you think, !

That letter perfectly suggests the ambivalence of his feelings to-
wards a literary-artistic world which he was beginning to experience.
But although such a literary circle may have sometimes seemed self-
conscious, effete or pretentious, it provided sufficient stimulus and
attention to keep lawrence involved until the winter of 1910; and even
if it led to The Saga, Lawrence needed both the stimulus and the atten-
tion, although he wanted also to be able to keep them at arms' length.
At times when he "hated being an author, in people's eyes" (ng_ii 59L.)
it must have been intolerable to mix in the London set, where he had to
be an author or nothing. But this study should by now have made clear
that more went into his development as a full-time author than patronage
from Ford - or even Garnett: the socio-literary mingling of 1910 was
something he needed, even if only to know that he did not really want
it.

And it is to the same conclusion about the distance in 1910 and
1911 between Lawrence and either of the worlds to which Ford introduced
him that we must come in any study of Ford's actual help with Lawrence's
writing. Unlike Garnett, Ford seemed unable to provide encouragement
that was not patronising; he was unable or unwilling to give Lawrence
that sustained advice and, even more important, sense of committed
audience, which Garnett managed. As he told Lawrence, one who was "as
busy and as public a man as most literary fellows" had not the time

or energy to cope with the demands of younger authors:

Hueffer impressed it on me, it couldn't be done; by
the time a man was forty, the triviality of minor interests
could only command a rare slight attention: ... Cyg i 94)

And Lawrence told Garnett in 1912 that "I had begun to believe it."
The triviality of minor interests could only command the occasional

garden party by the summer of 1910. And as Lawrence told Garnett in
1. Sotheby Catalogue, p. 143, ("Thompson").
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February 1912, when he had met Ford again,

..+ he's rather nicer than he was ... Now, don't you
know, he seems quite considerate, even thoughtful for
other folk. (lm i 98)

It had perhaps been possible for Ford to be immensely kind without
being considerate, in 1909; and this is actually the effect of Ford's
own commentary on Lawrence's work, written in 1937; the remarkable
and significant thing is the quarter in which he chose to allot his

praise.

He had learned a great deal from reading other writers - mostly
French - but he had a natural sense of form that was very
refreshing to come across ...

I don't - and didn't then - think that my influence was
any good to him. His gift for form, in his sort of long book,
was such that I could suggest very little to him and the rest
of his gift was outside my reach. And, as I have said, he is
quite good enough as he is - rich and coloured and startling
like a mediaeval manuscript. (nehls i 121)

Pord is, of course, here ignoring everything but ILawrence's novels -
"his sort of long book" - but the fact that he insists on the force of
the natural genius, probably inherited, for form, can only make us
suspect how intent he was in 1909 that his own criteria for excellence
should emerge from the young writer. Lawrence was a genius, whether

or not he applied that gift; Ford and Violet Hunt had, for instance, to
complain to Lawrence in 1912 about A Collier's Friday Night and The
Merry-Go-Round that

The plays are very interesting, but again, formless. Form

will never be my strong point she ((Miss Hunt)) says, but I
needn't be quite so bad. 'But never mind, Ford and I always

call you a genius.' I have thanked her for the sarcasm. (lm i 107)

Only, of course, it was not altogether sarcasm, any more than was the

conversation with Ford Lawrence recalled in 1928:
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And in his queer voice, when we were in an omnibus in London,
he shouted in my ear: "It's got every fault that the English
novel can have." ... "But," shouted Hueffer in the 'bus,
"you've got GENIUS."

This made me want to laugh, it sounded so comical. In the
early days they were always telling me I had got genius, as
if to console me for not having their own incomparable advan-
tages.

But Hueffer didn't mean that ... (phx ii 593-59&)

But in 1937, he probably did mean it, rather more than he did in
1909. All Ford said about 'form' in the later reminiscence can be
reduced to 'natural genius': and as Ford remembered it, "the rest was
outside my reach." We must fact the fact that for all the discrepan-
cies of tone and even meaning between the barely distinguishable
events of 1909-1910, and the later documentation, what Ford actually
could do for Lawrence (beside take him into literary society and
introduce him - and his name - to those who could help him) was prob-
ably rather slight. It is as if Ford were as much concerned to estab-
lish Lawrence's genius, and his own talent for the discovery of that
article, as he was to give him the critical judgement of sensible
reading. The latter he gave lLawrence in some degree, but we have
only to recall Lawrence's later comments to Edward Garnett and Ernest
Collings to see how, from Lawrence's point of view at least, Ford
could not in the nature of things have done more; and it is probably
right to share Lawrence's opinion, in the light of the evidence here
presented. Though natural enough in one as busy editorially and
socially as Ford in 1909 and 1910, the attitude towards Lawrence's
mss. Ford himself recalled is poles apart from the painstaking atten-

tion Lawrence was to receive from Edward Garnett.

Well ... he brought me his manuscripts - those of The
White Peacock and Sons and Lovers.! And he demanded,
imperiously, immensely long sittings over them ...

1. This is unlikely. See above, p. 95.
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insupportably long ones. And when I suggested breathing
spaces for walks in the park he would say that that wasn't
what he had sacrificed his Croydon Saturday or Sunday for.
And he held my nose down over this passage or that passage
and ordered me to say why I suggested this emendation or
that. And sometimes he would accept them and sometimes he
wouldn't ... but always with a great deal of natural sense
and without parti pris. I mean that he did not stick
obstinately to a form of words because it was his form of
words, but he required to be convinced before he would
make any alteration. (nehls i 121)

From this it is hard to tell upon what their discussion of changes

in the mss. centred, if it wasn't on the particulars of the writing;
an omission here, a contraction there; a re-phrasing, an emendation.
This concern for propriety in expression was something for which Ford

was renowned, as Pound recalled:

'Every literaryism, every book word, fritters away a scrap
of the reader's patience, a scrap of his sense of your
sincerity ... ' It should be realised that Ford Madox
Ford had been hammering this point of view into me from
the time I first met him (1908 or 1909) and that I owe
him anything I don't owe myself for having saved me from
the academic influences then raging in London ...l

Any amount of good criticism, chiefly in form of attacks
on dead languages, dialects of books, dialects of Lionel
Johnson, etc., recd. from F. Madox Hueffer.2

That was the point Ford stressed when Mrs Masterma&ssent him some of

her poetry:

That is what is the matter with all the verse of today;
it is too much practised in temples and too little in
motor-buses ... LITERARY! LITERARY! Now that is the
last thing that verse should ever be, for the moment a
medium becomes literary it is remote from the life of

the people, it is dulled, languishing, moribund and at
last dead ...

Yes, remember that when next you sit down to write.
And sit down to write, metaphorically speaking, in a

1. The Letters of Ezra Pound, p. 91.
2. The Letters of Ezra Pound, p. 245.

3. Wife of the politician C. G. F. Masterman.
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railway waiting room, or in a wet street, or in your
kitchen ... where something real is doing and let your
language be that of the more serious witnesses in Blue
Books ... The poet ought ... to write his own mind in
the language of his day.1

We have to be careful when discussing Ford's own ecriticisms of
Lawrence: for the primary text, Ford's pages on 'Odour of Chrysan-
themums', are his recollections from 1937 of feelings he experienced

in 1909. But the opening paragraph, to which he describes his reac-

tions, was virtually unaltered from the 'Odour of Chrysanthemums A'
he actually saw right through to the published version he quotes
from, and we need not doubt that the attention he actually gave
this passage in 1937 fairly closely corresponds to that which he

gave lLawrence's mss. in the winter of 1909.

"The small locomotive engine, Number A4, came clanking,
stumbling down from Selston," and at once you know that
this flellow with the power of observation is going to
write of what ever he writes about from the inside. The
"Number 4" shows that ... "With seven full wagons ..."
The "seven" is good. The ordinary careless writer would
say "some small wagons." This man knows what he wants.
He sees the scene of his story exactly. He has an auth-
oratitive mind ...

There has been practically nothing of the tiresome
thing called descriptive nature, of which the English
writer is as a rule so lugubriously lavish ... Nor,
since the engine is small, with trucks on a dud line,
will the story be one of the Kipling-engineering type,
with gleaming rails, and gadgets, and the smell of oil
warmed by the bearings, and all the other tiresomenesses.
«+. Because this man knows. He knows how to open a story
with a sentence of the right cadence for holding the att-
ention. He knows how to construct a paragraph. He knows
the life he is writing about in a landscape just suffici-
ently constructed with a casual word here and there. You
can trust him for the rest. (nehls i 108-109)

And yet - there is something very surprising in all this.

Although we can now establish that Ford saw 'Odour of Chrysanthemums A'

1. MacShane, Ford Madox Ford, p. 97.
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in December 1909, not in September as he insisted in 1957,1 the
amount of Lawrence's prose he ever saw cannot have been great. He
saw 'Goose Fair' before it went into the Enclish Review for February
1910 (lil 47) - and the penultimate, unrevised version of The White

Peacock. He saw The Saga of Siegmund during the late summer of 1910

- probably during August (1il 52, 54). And - as is not the case with

our knowledge of what Jessie Chambers read - we have there probably
the complete corpus of lawrence's works as he knew them and commented
on them. (Of the three plays ILawrence sent him, two never reached him
and the other was handed on to Granville Barker who returned it "with
a 'read it with interest but afraid I don't want it' note" CEE; 130).
We can't tell whether Ford ever read it.) PFord must have seen a
proportionately larger number of poems in ms.; but we don't find
letters from Lawrence about the work he is having to do to get things

ready for Ford, as we do find when Garnett appears.

But does quantity matter? Could Ford not have been an inval-

uable critic just of what Lawrence did show him?

In the total absence of any surviving correspondence between
the two men, we cannot afford to be dogmatic about either the details
of their acquaintance or the amount of work Lawrence showed Ford; yet
the overall pattern of their literary relationship is almost as clear
as it is for the undocumented parts of Jessie Chambers' life. In this
situation we can certainly afford to be concerned with quality, not
quantity; and in the light of some surviving ms. pages (EEE 407b),
Lawrence's letters and Helen Corke's memoirs, Ford's judgement on
The Saga appears desperately inadequate and unhelpful. Helen Corke

gives an idea of the book to which he objected:

... the sun sinks into the sea through cloud-bars of
infinitely varied colour and tone. Of such contrasts
Lawrence was intensely aware, and they provided him

1. See above, pp. 83-85.




with the inspiration for some grandly symbolic passages
which were written into the original manuscript of The
Trespasser, but deleted two years later, when it came

under the disapproving eye,of the middle-aged, disillusioned
critic Ford Madox Hueffer, who preferred the serenities of
canonised art to the insecurity and unpredictableness of

life. (nehls i 97)

0f course, we cannot tell the extent to which Ford objected
to the book's language and symbolism, but either failed to record
the fact himself or to impress Lawrence with it. Yet the fact that
the latter was unimpressed with any such objection is sufficient
reason to doubt whether it ever arose. Ford's remark when he heard
that Lawrence intended to suppress the book - "You are quite right
not to publish that book - it would damage your reputation perhaps
permanently™ (lm i 88) seems to support the idea that it was a
general effect of eroticism against which Ford was warning Lawrence,
and to which Lawrence paid most heed - telling lMartin Secker in June
1911 that his second novel

is written, but I will not publish it, because it is
erotic: in spite of which Mr Heinemann would take it.
But I am afraid for my tender reputation. (Im i 79)

And when he questioned Garnett about Ford's remarks, again he seemed

to regard the 'erotic' objection as the major one:

Is Hueffer's opinion worth anything, do you think?
Is the book so erotic? I don't want to be talked
about in an Ann Veronica fashion. (lm i 89)

Ann Veronica had been a cause celébre in the early months of 1911,

being banned by a number of lending libraries and eliciting stern
comments from Church leaders. In the light of these remarks of
Lawrence, we can assume that Ford's main objections to the book
were twofold: it was erotic; it was too unfocussed a novel to be

a work of art, but (again) it failed to fall into a category for

1. See Additional Note X.
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good-but-inartistic novels - those instructive of social change or
situation. It is this implicit categorization in Pord's criticisms
that is surprising from a man so dedicated to proper writing; crit-
icism of The Saga could begin at a more elementary but equally
important level as any on which Ford chose to operate, but his
assured dismissal of it as "bad art" and erotic forbade it to his

canons.

For outside the areas of art as Ford described them in The

Critical Attitude, he also affirmed that there was room for the

novelist "as scientific observer":

His business is to lay before the reader the results, not
of his moral theories, not of his socially constructed
ideas, not even of his generous impulses nor even of his
imagination, but simply the results of his observations

in life ... The author knowing that his business was not
to excite the emotions, which is an achievement very
transitory in its effects, but to arouse conviction, which
is a thing leaving very lasting impressions ...

That was not good art; it was barely art at all. But to Ford's
mind it was an open field for the novelist in 20th century England;
and both Bennett and Wells had made significant contributions to

its literature:

Each seems, as it were, to voice the people in a manner
far more effective, because far more from the inside,
than that of Mr Galsworthy when he is dealing with the
poor,

Novelists like Conrad, lMoore and James belonged to the higher
category; those like Wells, Bennett and Kipling tended towards the
novel of social statement. Ford was, of course, careful to remove

from this category all temptation to be novelettish: emotions, per-

sonal feelings, social hope, were equally to be excluded as similarly

1. F. M. Hueffer, The Critical Attitude, (London, Duckworth, 1911),
pp. 97, 99.

2. Idem, p. 104,




irrelevant.

When Ford was confronted with a novel like The Saga of
Siegmund his instinct was to put it in the scientific category:
but its emotions were the most striking thing about it. But, qua
work of art, it was erotic and about lower middle classes and pro-
vincial: straight back to the novel of social statement. No wonder
that for Ford it was a bastard creation; part success, part disaster.
He saw in it little of the real strength of either school of novel-
ists; he saw some posturing, some genius, some eroticism; a great
deal of what was, to him, unfocussed and ill-conceived art. And
what obviously made matters worse was Lawrence's type-casting as a
novelist of the scientific school; in The Saga he was ignoring the
very road Ford had tried to set him on. When they first met, Ford

had tried to map out the younger man's career:

I suppose that, intent on exploring the lives of
artisans, I was inclined to prescribe to him a
course of workingman novels, the idea of which he
found oppressive. (nehls i 118)

What had actually struck Ford about a story like 'Odour of
Chrysanthemums', in his own account of it, was the fact that "this

man knows the life he is writing about ... "

You are going to learn how what we used to call "the
other half" - though we might as well have said the
other ninety-nine hundredths - lives ... It is to be
remembered that, in the early decades of this century,
we enormously wanted authentic projections of the
life which hitherto had gone quite unvoiced ... the
class of the artisan, the industrialist, and the
unskilled labourer was completely unvoiced and
unknown. (nehls i 109)

The White Peacock, while not so straightforwardly working-class as

the early short stories Ford saw, offered a glimpse of working life;

in the words of Violet Hunt's review of it for the Daily Chronicle,
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- a study in oddity all by itself:

It is into the hands of the persons that Mr D. H.
Lawrence describes that the power, passing from the
hands of statesmen, has descended, and it is because
Mr Lawrence shadows the lives and aspirations of these
people with such remarkable vividness that The White
Peacock, in our eyes, seems such an important work ...
Let the politician understand that here he will find
the voter limned for him, the great body of voters who,
swaying irresistibly now in one direction, now in
another, mysteriously decides the fates of governments.

At its crudest, this was where Ford's plan for a career of social
studies would have taken Lawrence; and if we understand this, the

patronage of Ford, Violet Hunt and the English Review circle is at

once easier to understand. Lawrence was a different kind of being,
we have to remember, who ought to do those things for which the
social order had oddly fitted him: limn the voter ... This settled
conception of what kind of writer Ilawrence was and ought to be
necessarily blinded people like Ford and Miss Hunt to his actual
desire to develop and change as a novelist. Ford himself, in 1938,
gave another account of Lawrence's decline and fall; one in which a

primitive Lawrence was corrupted by metropolitan sophistication.

When Lawrence first came across this writer, and notably
in his earliest short stories to be submitted to the
writer's editorial censures, his work and indeed his
temperament were as, let us call it, "uncoloured" as
that of Gissing or Hale White. His later developments,
which occurred during the writing of Sons and Lovers,
were injected, as it were, into him by contact with the
consciously socio-moralist group of writers that at the
time existed in London.Z2

This helps to explain Ford's reaction against the moralism of

ILawrence's work after the initial 'innocence'; as social recreator,

1. Anon., The Daily Chronicle, 10 February 1911, p. 6.

2. F. M. Ford, The March of Literature, (London, Allen & Unwin, 1947),
P. 720.
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Lawrence had no right to think about or predict or control the
movement of his characters; he should simply present them. Ford
seemed unable to grasp that Lawrence's moral intensity might come
from inside him rather than from sophisticated metropolitans; and

obviously considered Lawrence's primitive state best:

... he had a natural sense of form that was very refreshing
to come across - and that was perhaps his most singular
characteristic. His father was obviously not a dancing
master and minor craftsman for nothing ... I could suggest
very little to him ... (nehls i 121)

The moment Lawrence started trying (however crudely) to be a novelist,
Ford parted company with him as one who had simply mistaken his proper
path. And in this context, it appears that patronage was more compli-
cating and restricting an affair than it has earlier seemed; when
Lawrence chose to go a different way, Ford was perfectly prepared to
drop him, let him "paddle his own canoe"; his protectiveness towards
the limner of artisans would find doubly unnecessary any developments
or interests not originally budgeted for. There can be no doubt that
this explains Ford's often repeated ascription of 'genius' to Lawrence
~ he wanted Lawrence to be a natural genius whom he, Ford, could set
on the right road to social reportage. Again, a development towards
the erotic - what was the point of that in the limner of artisans?

Ford could explain it, however:

... it is better to regard Lawrence's own preoccupation
with sex and its manifestations with the same composure.
As a mother-suppressed child in a Non-conformist household
he was shut off from the contemplation of all natural
processes to such an extent that, when he grew to have
control of himself, he was full of perfectly natural
curiosities and, since he happened to be a writer, it

was in the writing of speculations that he took his

fling. (nehls i 118)

Ford's language here indicates that he had no conception of any

concern with sex in Lawrence that couldn't be explained away as a




natural "fling". For all his desperate over-writing, Lawrence had
made a more genuine effort to grapple with the presentation of a

relationship in The Saga than he had done in The White Peacock.

Ford, not wishing to see a development in which he did not believe,
found these attempts both feeble (which they sometimes are) and above
all pointless. Over The Saga they parted; with Ford's conception of

Lawrence's 'genius', this was inevitable.
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(iii) Helen Corke, 1909-1911

Ford gave Lawrence all he could have given him. But what he
could give was limited by a particular conception of art, by a certain-
ty about the kind of writer ILawrence was born to be, and by the demands
made upon him at the time when Lawrence knew him. Earlier in the
decade, or later, it is possible that he would have had more time for
Lawrence. But, earlier or later, he would not have had the prestige
and influence which he was in fact able to use on Lawrence's behalf.

So 1if the nature of their contact was shallow, at least Lawrence was
tortunate to be in a position to have it at all. It gave him the start
in publishing which he hardiy realised he needed until he had it. It
gave a temporary lift to his belief in himself as a writer (which was,
however, half-stultified by nis reaction against a literary world.)
Most of ail, it put him, in 1909 and 1910, in contact with a receptive
and prestigious hearer to replace the parting links between him and

his Eastwood circie. To the end of nhis life, Lawrence appreciated

wnat Ford did for him: the 'Autobiographical sketch' of his earlier
career places Ford as the man who above all others had cared and helped.
And in 1928 he wrote "Hueffer & Garnett launched D.H. into the literary
world" (phx ii 301). But before Garnett's place in Iawrence's develop-
ing relation with an audience is described, Helen Corke must be brought
into the Croydon picture; for it was upon her that the bread-and-butter
business of the discussion of Ilawrence's mss. devolved in the second

and third years of his stay in Croydon.

Lawrence met Helen Corke during his first winter in Croydon (1908
-1909), and saw her in the spring and summer, briefly, in the company
of Agnes Mason; but he was only on distant terms with her until his
return to the town in September 1909. At the same time as his rapport
with Ford was developing during the winter term of 1909, he began to

see her more often:

During the autumn of 1909 Lawrence was a frequent visitor at
my home ... Sometimes he would ask me to read a poem of his



own, written in the college notebook he kept always in
his pocket.

On another occasion she described that first stage of literary contact

in more detail:

... the young man suddenly brings a book from his pocket
with 'Listen! will you hear this?' Half a dozen lines
from a poem. 'What do you think of it - shall we go on?'
Or he may hand me without speaking a small, thick notebook,
and indicate a written poem on the open page. There is
always something arresting about these manuscript poems ...
I am aroused to discussion; even, after the two ((Lawrence
and Agnes Mason)) have departed, to reflect on what has
been said. (corke 3)

That gives us the clue to this first stage; Helen Corke was still in
considerable distress, following the suicide of her lover after their
summer holiday together, and lawrence was obviously doing what he could

to stimulate her interest in a world she was tempted to ignore.

I am at first aware of his unobtrusive sympathy, then of a
tentative endeavour to reawaken my interest in literature

and art ... (corke 3-1)

His own poems were a way to capture her attention, as she admits in

the previous extract - "I am aroused to discussion; even ... to reflect
on what has been said." She was at this stage rather a friend he could
help, and who might or might not like his work, than the kind of audi-
ence Jessie Chambers had been. But for the first time, apparently,
since the days of Eastwood and Jessie Chambers, Lawrence established a
habit of communal reading and discussion. This began in the winter of
1909 with German lessons, went on to German lyric verse, included
English lyrics, extended to drama (particularly Greek tragedy) and
ended up as a free discussion of all the literature that came their

way. By the spring of 1910

Whatever the weather, he would arrive about 7 p.m. three
evenings a week. Our talk and reading went on, with just

1. Helen Corke, 'D. H. lawrence as I saw him', Renaissance and Modern
Studies, 1960, p. 8.
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a break for coffee, until nearly eleven.1

All this came about, apparently, before the actual discussion of
Lawrence's own work was in any way a habit for them; before February
1910, Miss Corke probably only saw the poems in the Nottingham Univer-
sity notebook, ms.1479, and in the notebook in the possession of W. E.

Clarke.2 During the winter of 1909, Lawrence was

a new friend of pronounced individuality, who with persistent
but mistaken kindness was trying to persuade me that life was
still worth living. (corke 19)

In December 1909, the ms. of Nethermere had gone to Heinemann
with Ford's letter about it, and was quickly accepted; by the end of
January 1910, the ms. was back in Lawrence's hands for final revision
and correction (lll 49). It was at this stage that Helen Corke really
entered the field of lawrence's literary activity. On February 26th
she was shown the ms. and asked to help: at various times during her
life she has recalled the incident, with some differences of emphasis:
it seems best to give here all four accounts, the first three from

memoirs, and the last from her novel Neutral Ground, with different

particulars but undeniably the same backzround. Lawrence, she wrote,

asked her

"Would I read the marked passages and make suggestions,3
would I delete anything prolix? He hated prolixity."

"Will T read the manuscript and make suggestions, especially
marking passages showing prolixity?" (corke 6)

"Will I look through it with an eye for split infinitives and
obscurities of phrase?" (corke 50)

"I wish you)+ would look over a short story I've been writing

this week! will you? And cut it down ruthlessly if it has
an unnecessary sentence. I loathe prolixity, and I'm always
afraid of indulging in it unaware."

1. Corke, M. H. lawrence as I saw him', p. 8.

2. I am indebted for this information to Miss Corke herself.

3. Corke, 'D. H. lawrence as I saw him', p. 9.

L. "I" = Derrick Hamilton (= D. H. Iawrence); "You" = Ellis Brooke
(= Helen Corke).

5. Corke, Neutral Ground, p. 262.
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For all the minor discrepancies, it is clear that ILawrence wanted

two kinds of help. Firstly, mainly grammatical. In the surviving
ms. there are a number of corrections in her hand of a kind which,
for instance, Ford would almost certainly not have bothered to make.

Two examples from the ms. are as follows.

The sound of the old piano startled me, it was so unaccustomed.
(Original text, p. 17)

The unaccustomed sound of the o0ld piano startled me.
(Text after correction)

and

She turned away in such scorn as a woman feels who finds her
religion has been a trumpery tale.
(Original text, p. 86)

She turned away with the scorn of a woman who finds her
religion has been a trumpery tale.
- (Text after correction)

On a simple grammatical level, there are such corrections as an
"opposite direction to" becoming an "opposite direction from" on p. 23;
and three mis-tensed "are"s become "were"s on p. 638. Instances of
this type of correction are spaced much as one would expect, sometimes
a batch together, sometimes pages without any correction at all. An
occasional correction in liiss Corke's hand seems to destroy the simp-
licity of what is deleted, as on p. 678: "he vanished from her sight"
becomes "he passed out of her vision", But, in spotting mistakes (as
on p. 562, where the original name of the Saxton family, Worthington,
had slipped in and needed correction), and in the straightforward re-
moval of the clumsy and incorrect, and in inking over Lawrence's pencil

corrections, Miss Corke applied herself effectively to the ms.

The other kind of help she gave is less definable; "suggestions",
she called them in her second account of the incident; these must have

come up in her comments on her first reading of the ms., and in the
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spring's discussions:

During many evenings he and I sat in my mother's little
green sitting-room, discussing points of the revision. (corke 19)

The last 230 pages of the final manuscript can in fact be dated to a
period after Easter'1910,1 showing how extensive this last revision
was, and how far into the summer it went. But of the nature of WMiss
Corke's contribution we cannot be sure; indeed, our knowledze of the
kind of revision the ms. underwent is almost non-existent. Jessie
Chambers was not much concerned with the book at this stage, with the
ms. far away from her in Croydon, but shows she knew something of its

final working over:

The early months of the year were spent in the final revision
of The White Peacock, which was finished in a rare sunny mood.
Asking me to help him find a title, ... Lawrence wrote: 'I have
always believed it was the woman who paid the price in life.
But I've made a discovery. It's the man who pays, not the
woman.' (et 180-181)

Since the entitling of the book probably did not occur until the final
version was completed, and we can tell from a letter to Helen Corke
that the search for one was occupying Lawrence (and Miss Corke) at the
beginning of June 1910, we can date the final revision of the ms. to
between February and May of that year. But neither Miss Chambers'
memoir nor ILawrence's letters tell us what was changed. On the other
hand, Helen Corke's memoirs are extensive, and her memory good: and
nothing she has published, or can now remember, suggests that her con-

tribution to this tinal version of The White Peacock added mueh to

what Ford Madox Ford would already have said to Lawrence both before
and after the ms. went to Heinemann in December 1909. It has already
peen recorded now Ford toiled over "insupportably long sittings" with
Nethermere; and since Lawrence only "sent up" the ms. to him at the
beginning of November, and as it went to Heinemann halfway through

December, it seems likely that at least some of their working over the

1. See below, p. 120.



book occurred after the book came back from the publisher for its
final revision in 1910. Admittedly the problem is delicately poised
over an almost bottomless gulf of absence of facts. All we can say

is that, firstly, Helen Corke discussed Nethermere with Lawrence, but
left no record of the detail of their discussion; secondly, that she
had some influence on the final shape of the book, but again has left
no record of what it might have been; thirdly that she never had,
admittedly, Jessie Chambers' desperately close recollections of her
intimacy with Lawrence's writing life, because her own personality
and relationship were different from Jessie's; but at least she left
no trace of any influence so strong or any intimacy so telling as that
which constantly reappears in Jessie Chambers' memoir. From purely
external evidence, it seems that ILawrence would never have chosen to
say to her, as he did to Blanche Jennings about the same book in 1908,
"you would make a really good judge of it on the emotional side"; and
there is the fact that he was explicitly prepared to use her school-
mistressy rather than her artistic judgement when he asked her for help
in February 1910. It is probably fair to say that the clearing house
of ideas they established counted for more in their relationship than

any criticism which Lawrence was able to use.

But this is rather the point. Neither with Ford, nor with Helen
Corke, was Lawrence able to get on the terms of critical intimacy that
he was quick to establish with Edward Garnett, for instance, where the
exchange between author and reader took on a new dimension. Helen Corke
and Ford were for Lawrence people interested enough to read his work,

and people with whom he could discuss it, working out his own ideas.

Even though, that is, Helen Corke was a person he could write for.

With her reading of the ms. of Nethermere in February 1910

We enter a stage of mutual co-operation which brings us together
more frequently ...Hitherto Lawrence has been content to minister
to my needs, and I to accept his ministrations. This day sees his
first request of me, his first demand on my activity. (corke 6)
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She called the co-operation 'mutual' because some time in the spring
of 1910 Lawrence had asked to see, and had been shown, both the
'Freshwater Diary' which Miss Corke had kept about the events of the

previous summer, and the still-growing 'letter' to her dead lover.

D.H.L. sees me put away a writing pad when he enters and
presently asks what I am writing. It is only the long
letter which there seems no need to end. I have finished

a brief diary of the Island experience. He asks if he may
see a scrap of my work. There is, I tell him, no 'work!'

eeo I give him the Freshwater diary. There is a new urgency
in his voice when he returns it. "What are you going to do
with these prose-poems?" he asks. I reply, nothing. They
are written; it is enough. (corke 7)

Neutral Ground here apparently takes up the incident in detail:

"I only write for myself," said Ellis.

"That's not true! You may imagine it is, but it's not ... One
wouldn't write at all if one hadn't, though perhaps subcon-
sciously, the presupposition of a reader. You can despise
your public as much as you like, but to deny it is absurd ...
you write because you know instinctively that any kind of
human experience is the common property of humanity."

Ellis, roused sufficiently to desire that Derrick Hamilton
should b? convinced of error, gave him her record of the five
days ee.

Helen Corke must have given Lawrence her diary some time during the
first three months of 1910. As late as the BEaster holidays, 24th

March - 3rd April, Lawrence had apparently no intention of writing a
novel round it; Jessie Chambers recalled him planning his next novel
on quite a different theme (et 181). But some time in April he went

to Helen Corke, she remembered,

with the request that he take the diary and expand its theme

... He will bring me the work as it grows; nothing shall stand
with which I am not in agreement. It will be a finished study,
based upon my fertile suggestions. He is very eager. (corke 7)

1. Corke, Neutral Ground, p. 263.
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That makes the plan to write the new novel wholly Lawrence's; but
he certainly conveyed to Jessie Chambers the sense of a duty to

Helen Corke being unavoidably thrust on him:

... he wrote, apparently very much disturbed, saying that

he found he had to write the story of Siegmund ... It was

in front of him and he had to do it ... Lawrence implored

me not to attempt to hold him. He told me most impressively
the story of the Shirt of Nessus. Something of that kind,

he said, something fatal, perhaps, might happen if I insisted
on holding him. (et 181-182)

The novel was written "in feverish haste between the Whitsuntide and

Midsummer of 1910" (et 181). Helen Corke recalled that

For 'Nethermere' and for the book Lawrence was basing upon
my memoirs, we lived during the next four months.1

Indeed, Nethermere and The Saga of Siezmund overlapped. ILawrence

was making a fair copy of passages about three-quarters of the way
through the former simultaneously with starting the latter, and on
two occasions he slipped into writing 'Siegmund' where he intended
'Leslie' in the fair copy ms. This would not have occurred before
he entered the world of the Saga, and proves that considerable

passages of The White Peacock were still arriving at their final

form in the early summer of 1910; the two instances occur on pages
626 and 633 respectively of the final ms., in the middle of a long
passage in Lawrence's own hand which begins on p. 570 and ends only

with the end of the ms. on p. 802.

Because of the book's origin, and the proximity of Helen Corke

herself, The Saga of Siegmund was obviously a specialised kind of

production. For Iawrence, the opportunity given by the diary for a
highly symbolic and imaginative novel, the actuality of which was in .

a way guaranteed by the presence of the diary and the guiding hand

1. Corke, 'D. H. Lawrence as I saw him', p. 9.
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of Miss Corke herself, was apparently irresistible. No matter how
high the flichts into a kind of prose poem, his protestation could
always be that the book was real. But this rope between the flight
and the solid earth was, of its very nature, only apparent to the
parties concerned. The artist's voice was pitched in such a way

that only Miss Corke was in a proper position to appreciate it.

However, for the first time lawrence sensed he was writing
something destined for publication. (Ford had been pressing him to
make headway while he could.) The book was, besides a prose poem,
a novel which required the same attention as The White Peacock. Who
better to help than Helen Corke herself?

One evening this spring D.H.L. brings me the first chapters
of "The Sage of Siegmund", saying that there is the beginning
of a work of art that must be a saga since it cannot be a
symphony. He asks me to scrutinise it in detail, as I have
done the manuscript of Nethermere. (corke 8)

But, for Helen Corke, the book was inevitably her own experience cap-
tured and unleashed in a new form; and Lawrence was a privileged

friend, not an author.

I refuse; my part in this book is that of guide. David
must see and feel very clearly what he has to write. He
must know H.B.M. as I know him. (ibid)

If the part Helen Corke played in Nethermere is obscure, her part in

the first version of The Saga of Siegmund is equally complicated.

Here she is, on the one side, standing apart completely from the
book, insisting that if ILawrence does not know the characters, she
cannot help him. On the other side, there is ILawrence's promise:

"He will bring me the work as it grows; nothing shall stand with
which I am not in agreement” (gggEg 7). And the events of 1912, when
Lawrence wrote the second version, imply that she f'elt considerably
(and most naturaily) possessive towards the book. She turned sarcas-

tic; she must have accused him of wanting to falsify it. "Why should
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I want to?" he asked her.

Why are you so sarky? I tell you again I am not altering
the substance of the Saga, so that, in spite of' my present
tone, you will not find it perverted from what of original
truth it had. I recast the paragraphs and attend to the
style. As soon as I can, I will send you the Ms., so that
you may satisfy yourself.

But, as you remember saying yourself, the Saga is a work
of fiction on a frame of actual experience. It is my
presentation, and therefore necessarily false sometimes to
your view. The necessity is not that our two views should
coincide, but that the work should be a work of art.

(Am i 97-98)

What she called "mutual co-operation™ would rather seem to have been

a tour de force for lawrence in getting inside the skin of two other

human beings, and an exercise in the kind of prose poem she had in
mind. After supplying the 'Freshwater Diary' and the letter, she

set herself to wait for the finished chapters; her guidance in such

a situation must, the, have been a matter of hints of "no - it wasn't
like that" or "yes - that's it," concentrating on fairly intangible
moods, forecing herself to allow Lawrence his psychological develop-
ment, and her control of the exercise really only consisting in the
right of veto. Her responsibility for what went into the book lay far
less in her control of its production - which she always insisted had
to be a matter of lawrence's combination of tact and complete submer-
sion in the two figures provided for him - than in her original raw
materials, and her insistence initially that Lawrence feel the same
quality of the experience as she did. He seems to have taken over
lumps of her diary wholesale, relying on it for conversations and a
sequence of events, but always altering its tendency to write swooning
sensation where he wanted significant mood. We know that a lot of his
symbolical and evocative description existed in the original diary;
but Lawrence apparently wanted the book to keep the diary's quality of
a poignant evocation of an event totally past but emotionally lasting.

Miss Corke was unusually annoyed when much of what she considered the
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importance of that evocation was deleted from the book after
Garnett had seen it and Lawrence had determined to revise it.1 We
can perhaps guess at the deletions by comparing an episode in the
diary with its counterpart in the (revised) novel. First, the diary:

At sunset the curtains of the mist catch fire, and
flaming masses flying from cliff to c¢liff uncover a
still sky of mottled gold. There is a light that
satisfies; they see it in whose souls it has been
born; greatly blessed, but greatly cursed are they, for
they must needs know also the blackest shadows.

The glory is transient. When the fog thickens again
we go to our cottage ...2

Second, the novel:

As the sun set, the fog dispersed a little. Breaking
masses of mist went flying from cliff to cliff, and
far away beyond the cliffs the western sky stood
dimmed with gold. The lovers wandered aimlessly over
the golf-links ...3

But, of course, lLawrence's pruning of the book at the beginning
of 1912 meant that, in his own words, it was "my presentation, and
therefore necessarily false sometimes to your view" (lm i 97) - which

he would probably not have said in April 1910. The Saga of Siezmund,

as he saw its possibilities in 1910, offered a chance to do something
psychological-moral, something grand, something aspiring to the
condition of masterpiece, in the highly dramatised manner which had

sometimes affected The White Peacock but which was mostly a new

departure for the Saga. The language and presentation became a
declaration of literary and moral emancipation, affirming Lawrence's
attachment to the idea of art-as-masterpiece, to the literary-artistic
ideal, as he saw it from the fringes of the metropolitan literary
world in 1910. Violet Hunt noted of him in 1909-1910:

1. See above, pp. 106-107.
2. Corke, Neutral Ground, pp.227-228.
5. Lawrence, The Trespasser, p.31.




He was more conversant with decadant poetry than
I or the editor (( Ford)), and that is saying a
good deal, in face, I think he had studied it too

deeply. (nehls i 127)

That acquaintance went back to his pre-student days in Eastwood,
but was reinforced during his time in Croydon both by the reading
Jessie Chambers recorded - Doughty, Shelley, Swinburne, Verlaine,
Baudelaire (et 121) - and by his moving in a eircle with people
like Mrs Derwent Wood and Grace Crawford in it, with a consequent
immersion in theories of music, dance and art, and the amalgamation
of forms. As he told Helen Corke of the Saga; "it shall be a poem
as it can't be a symphony, this story."1 His concentration upon
his second novel was enormous, Miss Corke recalls: he was trying
to capture the experience and enshrine its importance, all at one
remove from the reality with which Miss Corke was in fragments
supplying him. And he was also subordinating his voice to the
'music' she wanted. It is perhaps no wonder that the book is

a dead-end in Lawrence's oeuvre. The White Peacock had attempted
to follow a line from Adam Bede and The Mill on the Floss, and

had been distinctively English; its liberties of lush description
and self-conscious narration found their counterparts in Richard

Jeffries and George Borrow. The Saga of Siegmund, on the other

hand, attempted to be emancipated, modern, poetic in a resonant
rather than a lyrical or pastoral way, evoking a sense of tragedy
like that Lawrence had recently been observing in the Greeks.

The use of Wagner in The Trespasser, to take one example, is

thoroughly sophisticated and intellectual, employing not the
caught or the imagined, but the magnificant gesture, to get its

resonant effect.

But although it represented a new departure in Lawrence's

work, the book in its first version had as secure a venue as

1. BBC 2, The Dreaming Woman.
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anything he had ever written, being quite explicitly for Helen
Corke; to hand on its manuscript to her as it was written was the
natural outcome of the writing. It was as securely addressed to
her as laetitia 'A' had been to Jessie Chambers. But, on this

occasion, there were other elements in the situation. A book

had been written for the first time in Lawrence's life with a
fairly safe chance of being accepted by a publisher. And Lawrence
had a friend and critic in Ford, to whom the first half of the
book went when it was finished, probably at the end of July 1910.

And then one day he brought me half the ms. of
The Trespassers (( sic)) - and that was the end ...

(nehls i 121)

We have already discussed Ford's severe criticisms of the book.1
And yet the incident shows how getting the book into print had
become the natural consequence of writing it; for all his dislike
of it, Ford took it to Heinemann when it was complete, ILawrence
having agreed to let the firm publish it when he saw them about
The White Peacock at the end of May (lm i 62). And in July, he

was writing to Louie Burrows that

I have finished another book - nearly - but what the

world will say to it I do not know. Howewer, things

will, I think, begin to develop now. How slow liter-
ature is. (1il 52)

The book he refers to here is certainly meant for publication.

In this situation - a book 'for' Helen Corke, and the same
book destined for a publisher from the moment of conception - the
preposition 'for' must be re-examined, as well as the nature of
the will to publish. In the first place, they are not necessarily
contradictory. But it has already been made clear, in the section

on Ford, how lawrence slipped into publication without much effort

1. See above, p. 107.
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on his own part. He was not out to capture a reading public; he
mainly conformed to the advice and practice of the circle he had
entered, publishing whatever Ford was prepared to accept or
patronize, taking the promise of success Ford offered with the
hope that he might be able to 1lift himself out of an unwanted

future in teaching.

On the other hand, the chance to write Helen Corke's book
had been attractive because of the nature of the task rather than
because Lawrence wanted to keep himself in front of a public with

a second novel. The Saga of Siegmund was, in a sense, a private

thing between Lawrence and her, and for her to see it as he wrote
it was not only natural but necessary; Lawrence would still have
conceived the encompassing of her experience of the previous summer
as part of his therapy for the hurt it had inflicted on her. And
although he promised the book to Heinemann when he saw the publisher
in May, when perhaps one half of it was finished, and it went to
them in September, the idea of publishing it was actually far less
attractive than it had been in the case of the first novel. Helen
Corke remembers that "we agreed that it should be put aside for
five yea.rs,"1 apparently because of the nature of the book they
had ended up with rather than because of Ford's strictures or

Heinemann's reluctance. Iawrence told the latter in October that

... if the whole is not to your taste, I shall not
mind, for I am not in the least anxious to publish
that book. I am content to let it lie for a few
years. Of course, you have only the rapid work of
three months ... I am not anxious to publish it,
and if you are of like mind we can let the thing
stay, and I will give you - with no intermediary
this time - my third novel, Paul Morel. (lm i 66)

His desire to escape from his arrangement to give Heinemann his

novels is obvious; and we must attribute this in part to the special

1. Corke, 'D. H. Lawrence as I saw him,' p.9.



nature of the book under discussion.

But we must not assume that his relationship with Helen
Corke meant that she was a sufficient audience for his books in
the sense that Jessie Chambers had been in 1906. The Saga of
Siegmund was built around an event in Helen Corke's life which
she felt - and still feels - to have been a wholly personal tragedy;
and although she wanted the book written, in the same way as she
needed to write out her own version of the same events in her
'Freshwater Diary,' in 1910 she felt extremely reluctant to let it
be published. And Lawrence obviously accepted her right to feel
that. So we can say that this book was indeed for her, especially
for her; but that Lawrence's ordinary output was of a different

kind, and should make us see the Saga affair in perspective.

A simple piece of evidence establishes this. Helen Corke, by
her own admission, saw two rambling, diffuse and unexceptional poems
early in 1910 - 'Red' and 'A Love Passage' (cp ii 889-890 & 876-877) -
because they were both written from the standpoint of Helena in the
Saga, and Lawrence was presumably trying out his understanding of
the fictional Helena on the real Helen. But the important series
of 'Helen' 