™

. Bloom emerges as a humane champion of kindness and justice. We follow closely his

e eness aer woaay. A lite or much? Don't know. ©liked her-and it
seems a new feeling to me. Then, in that case, all the rest, all that 1 thought
I thought and all that I felt I felt;-all the rest before now, in fact. .. ... O,
give_ it up, old chap! Sleep it off! %

16 April: Away! Away!

The spell"of arms and voices: the white arms ofreads, their promise ol

close embraces and the black arms of tall ships that stand*against the moon,
their tale of distant nations. They are held out to say: We are“alone. Come.
And the voices say with them: We are your kinsmen. And the afx is thick
with their company as they callto me, their kinsman, making ready™o go,
shaking the wings of their exultant™and terrible youth.
26 April: Mother is putting my new Secondhand clothes in order. She
prays.now, she says, that I may learn in my own life and away from home
and friefids, what the heart is and what it feels. Anien, So be it. Welcome,
O life! I go to“encounter for the millionth time the reality of experience
and to forge in ?MM?FQ of my soul the uncreated conscienc

Dublin 1904
Trieste 1914

C;\mwmm From the vantage point of the twenty-first century, Ulysses (1922) is often
singled out as the greatest novel of the twentieth century, and so it may be hard to
understand the scandal it aroused upon publication. After parts of it first appeared
serially in the American journal The Little Review from 1918 and the English journal
The Egoist in 1919, coarse language, masturbation, and other sexual content led to
legal prosecution and to the banning of Ulysses as obscene in both the United States
and the United Kingdom until the 1930s. New York district judge John M. Woolsey's
1933 ruling that the book, “in spite of its unusual frankness,” was not pornographic -
but an “amazing tour de force” set an important precedent in obscenity law. In his per-
ceptive appraisal of Ulysses, Woolsey explained Joyce’s sexual frankness by saying that
the novelist had attempted “to show exactly how the minds of his characters operate”
and “to tell fully what his characters think about,” conveying “the screen of conscious-
ness with its ever-shifting kaleidoscopic impressions”—that is, not only each charac-
ter’s observations of the present but also the residue of “past impressions, some recent
and some drawn up by association from the domain of the subconscious.”

Ulysses opens at eight o'clock in the morning of June 16, 1904. Stephen Dedalus
(the same character as in A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, but two years after
the last glimpse of him there) has been summoned back to Dublin by his mother’s
fatal illness. The first three episodes of Ulysses concentrate on Stephen, the aloof,
uncompromising artist, but the fourth introduces the novel’s central character, Leo-
pold Bloom. A somewhat frustrated and confused Jewish outsider in Irish society,

every activity: attending a funeral, transacting business, eating lunch, walking
through the Dublin streets, worrying about his wife’s infidelity with Blazes Boylan,
even defecating and masturbating—and at each point the contents of his mind, |
including retrospect and anticipation, are revealed. Finally, late at night, Bloom and

9. Daedalus, the father of lcarus. On the term “race,” see p. 2334, n. 7.

stephen, who have been just m yvench oth L day, pet topether, Stephen hav-
ing had too much to drink, Bloom is moved by a paternal feeling toward Stephen, in
part because his own son, Budy, died in infancy, and in a symbolic way Stephen
cey Bloom follows Stephen during subsequent adventures in the role
erly protector, The climax of the book comes when Stephen, far gone in drink,
and Bloom, worn out with fatigue, succumb to a series of hallucinations, during
which their unconscious minds surface in dramatic form and their personalities are
disclosed with extraordinary frankness. Then Bloom takes the unresponsive Ste-
phen home and gives him a meal. After Stephen’s departure Bloom retires to bed,
while his wife, Molly, lying in bed, ends the novel with a long monologue in which
she recalls her romantic and other experiences.

On the level of realistic description, Ulysses pulses with life and can be enjoyed
for its evocation of early twentieth-century Dublin. On the psychological level, it
profoundly and movingly reveals the personalities and consciousnesses of Leopold
Bloom, Stephen Dedalus, and Molly Bloom. It explores the paradoxes of human
joneliness and sociability (Bloom is both Jew and Dubliner, both exile and citizen),
and it examines problems in the relations between parent and child, between the
penerations, and between the sexes. On the level of style, it shimmers with linguistic
virtuosity, with many an episode written in a distinctive way that reflects its
ject—e.g., headlines intruding in a chapter set in a newspaper office (the “Aeo-
lus” episode); the sentimental language of women’s magazines dominating a chapter
sct on a beach where girls are playing (“Nausicaa”); and the pastiche of styles of
linglish literature from its Anglo-Saxon birth to the twentieth century in a chapter
set in a maternity hospital (“Oxen of the Sun”). Through its use of themes from
| lomer, Dante, Shakespeare, and from other works of literature, and from philosophy
and history, the book weaves a subtle pattern of allusion and suggestion.

Those who come to Ulysses with narrative expectations drawn from Victorian nov-
¢ls or even twentieth-century novelists such as Conrad and Lawrence will find much
thét is at first puzzling. In the novel's stream of consciousness method, also known as
interior monologue, Joyce presents the consciousness of his characters directly, often
without authorial comment. Past and present mingle in the texture of the prose
hecause they mingle in the texture of consciousness; this interweaving ‘can be indi-
cated by puns, by sudden breaks in style or subject matter, or by other devices for
keeping the reader constantly in sight of the shifting, multilayered nature of human
awareness.

“Penelope” is the last of the eighte
in the morhing on june 17, 1904, and Bloom has returned home and joined his wife,
Molly, in bed. His return both parallels and differs from Odysseus’s return after
{wenty years’ absence to Ithaca, in book 23 of Homer’s Odyssey, in which he slays all
the suitors who have occupied his house and attempted to woo his patient and faith-
ful wife, Penelope. In Joyce’s novel, the “Penelope” episode shifts the narrative.focus
of Ulysses from Stephen’s and Bloom’s male voices to.thefemale yoice of Molly Eowms,v
whose thoughts appear as an interior monologu, ::1::25%&,?5& theveryend. In
this episode, as also at the diaristic end of A Mcfasiwé\v the Artist as a Young Man,
there is no third-person narrator. The monologue, often called “Mally Bloom's solilo-
quy,” unfolds in eight flowing, run-on sentences, including the final sentenceé (or
paragraph) printed below, which culminates at the book’s end in a resonant affirma-
tion, a memory of her response to Bloom's marriage proposal and ultimately to life
itself: “and yes I said yes I will Yes.”

In this excerpt, Molly, lying head to toe in bed with the sleeping Bloom, contem-
plates her relationships with men and often shifts from one “he” to another, from
past to present, reality to fantasy, without explicitly marking the change in refer-
ence. Although she intermittently tries to quiet her mind (“let me see if I can doze
off 1 2 3 4 5”), her thoughts often rapidly tumble forward over memories and hopes

and worries, sometimes slowing down to linger over a single point. She rev

des that make up Ulysses. It is two o'clock




BB BRSO OV WNeDES an ingyif
shorteomings as i lover, ind lantasizes ahout i
romantic and sexual Tulfitlinent. She worries ahout stephen's family life, 5 i
both maternal and erotic fantasics abou him, and she remembers the conception al
death of her son, Rudy, a deeply felt loss ten years carlier that has stymied her and

Bloom’s sexual relationship. She also recalls her girthood in the color .
diverse Gibraltar. Reflecting on men and women, she contemplates the
their anatomies, sexual natures, freedoms and constraints, and capacitics (o
world peace. She decides to give Bloom one more chance to prove himself s
and if he cannot pass her test, she will tell him about her affair with Boylan (in Hey
er’s O&&Q\mn:mwcwﬂ also tests the returning Odysseus to prove he is who he cluiny
to be; her inal nwmnmu:ucor\m knowledge of their bed’s construction). Finally, Mally
returns to the femoty of the day she first gave fully of herself to Bloom, when they lay
together on Howth Hill and Bloom proposed to her and she agreed to marry him, &
memory infiltrated by and layered with memories of other love interests. All theuy
thoughts and remembrances highlight the differences between Molly and the novel
two other main characters, since Molly’s thoughts are neither as abstract as Stephen
hor as concrete as Bloom’s, but combine elements of the two, as well as a measure al
frank sexuality. Joyce provides an exquisitely detailed and textured portrait of the intyi.
cate movements of human. consciousness, perhaps more so than can be found i )

previous literary work, as Molly swings from the imaginative to the mundane fron
regret and longing to a rhapsodic embrace of the world in all its multifariousness, |
vital and passionate voice bringing Ulysses to a resounding culmination,

o0 i ¢
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From Ulysses
FROM [PENELOPE]

no thats no way for him! has he no manners nor no refinement nor no notl
ing in his nature slapping us behind like that on my bottom because I didnt
call him Hugh the ignoramus that doesnt know poetry from a cabbage thaty
what you get for not keeping them in their proper place pulling off his shoes
and trousers there on the chair before me so barefaced without even asking
permission and standing out that vulgar way in the half of a shirt they wear
to be admired like a priest or a butcher or those old hypocrites in the time
of Julius Caesar? of course hes right enough in his way to pass the time as 4
joke sure you might as well be in bed with what with a lion God Im sure hed
have something better to say for himself an old Lion would? O well I sup-
pose its because they were so plump and tempting in my short petticoat he
couldnt resist they excite myself sometimes its well for men all the amount
of pleasure they get off a womans body were so round and white for them
always I wished I was one myself for a change just to try with that thing they
have swelling upon you so hard and at the same time so soft when you touch
it my uncle John has a thing long I heard those cornerboys saying passing
the corner of Marrowbone lane my aunt Mary, has a thing hairy because i
was dark and they knew a girl was passing At didnt make me blush hy
should it mxrmw\ its only :mn.:.w\ and he puté his thing long into my 4unt

1. Blazes Boylan,

2. Perhaps Julius Caesar's assassins. Toga-
wearing Marcus Brutus, together with other con-
spirators, killed his close friend Caesar and then
stood before the public professing his love for

him, as dramatized in Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar
(3.1-2),

3. Penelope calls Odysseus “my lord, my lion
heart” in Homer's Odyssey.

Blarys hadry etestera and LOrne out 1 Be you put ine nanagie in o zﬁ,\.,:‘,,:,:m: ‘
" : it

; . oot ssale sived 6 s il W ki
b imen agadn all over they ean pick and choose what they pl

ihieyre not poing to be chaining me up no damn _.,c.:.,:..:.c | .,;:,_._ _ _.c,__.t,:.:,__:“,,
. I husbands jealousy why cant we all :,.E.,::.?Ez_m over it ::.,.E: _._..
ireelling her husband found it out what they did together well _w‘:_,:kw, ,_
and il he did can he undo it hes coronado anyway é:..ncé_,. _,..c.n.:...,, .._w:._.
then he going to the other mad extreme about the wife in Fair _u\::,,:. p_.
iinrse the man never even casts a 2nd thought on the husband or Wi m_
¢lther its the woman he wants and he gets her what else were we glver nl
those desires for Id like to know I cant help it if :.:. v\.o::m.ms: .E.w. ., it4
wander Im not an old shrivelled hag before my time living with him ”: _A,M.ﬁ._,_
never embracing me except sometimes when hes m&m.mv the EE:m _E:, 0 .,:_:_
not knowing I suppose who he has any man .mrm& kiss a ionﬂmuv, 5._‘"...:‘., ,._
thirow my hat at him after that hed kiss anything unnatural w _Q.n s ~_..:_,. ....
I imtom of any kind of expression in us all of us the same 2 umps 0 _.:.._
liefore ever Id do that to a man pfooh the dirty brutes mrm mere thoug wf . %
enough I kiss the feet of you senorita theres some sense in that m__%.:l_u..._._sw.ﬂ
uiie halldoor® yes he did what a madman nobody understands his crac A_A «
ileas but me still of course a woman wants to be embraced 20 times a ¢ :,<,
ilmost to make her look young no matter by who so long as to be 5_._.:5 .:_
loved by somebody if the fellow you want isnt there sometimes r<_~ .c. h_wa.za
tiod 1 was thinking would I go around by the quays there some Mw«rn S\::__.ﬁH
where nobodyd know me and pick up a mm:o.n off the sea thatd be oM .H:, o1
it and not care a pin whose I was only to do it off up in a gate somew :ﬁ.“w ‘..:_,
ome of those wildlooking gipsies in Rathfarnham vmm n.wm: camp pitc :_.
near the Bloomfield laundry to try and steal our things _w they .oo:,r_ lon _.M‘
wnt mine there a few times for the name model laundry mmsm_:m me hack
over and over some old ones odd stockings nr.n.: Emnwmcm&_oor._:n ?:oé
with the fine eyes peeling a switch attack me in the dark and Eﬁw,, E_w.:z
nst the wall without a word or a murderer anybody &\rﬁ they do t ”ﬂ.:,w..
welves the fine gentlemen in their silk hats &.5» K. C. lives :% Mv.ﬂc‘i her ..
this way coming out of Hardwicke lane! the night he gave us the fis m__i._qw:» w
on account of winning over the boxing match of course it was for me e gy .‘,
it I knew him by his gaiters? and the walk and é?ms I E:gm.m round a _:w‘_ :_.:..
alter just to see there was a woman after coming out of it too mam.:‘n_ .__ h ;‘
prostitute then he goes home to his wife after that only I suppose the . : 0
those sailors are rotten again with disease O 5c<.m over your big ca 3”:..,, w.:.
ol that for the love of Mike listen to him the winds that waft my sighs o

4. Molly recalls a dirty riddle about C:m_m .—o.r:
iting his “thing long” into Aunt Mary’s “thing
,” which actually turns out to be about put-
handle in a sweeping brush. “Marrowbone
e” a street in southeastern U:r::..

l.e., Trish Town in Gibraltar, Ew:nr Molly
lies was the location of prostitutes ro_._mo.m.

6. Supposed title of a novel by James Lovebirch,
who published under this pseudonym in the mm.‘._z
twentieth century but is not r:m%: to rm,\.w writ-
ten anything with this title. “Coronado”: ton-
sured (Spanish), but Molly probably means
“cornudo,” or cuckolded.

7. Leopold Bloom. olr o

8. Customary Jewish gesture of kissing or touch-

ing the mezuzah, a parchment inscribed w
gious text and attached to the doorpost ol il
house. Since there appears to be no
affixed to the Blooms’ door, it seem [
has secularized the custom. “I kiss the fee
senorita” [for sefiorita]: translation
expression of courtesy or thanks. ;
9. Model Laundry, Bloomfield Stemm
Company, Ltd., in Rathfarnham, a villape finp
miles south of the Dublin city cent
1. A street to the east of the Blo

ter, or lawyer.
2% Oc<m%mm of cloth or leather for (lu
and lower leg.




know what H do 11 go about rather gay not too mueh singing a bit now and
then mi fa pieta Masetto then 1l start dressing mysell (o go out presto non
son piir forte® Il put on my best shift and drawers let him have a good eye
ful out of that to make his micky stand for him I let him know if thaty
what he wanted that his wife is fucked yes and damn well fucked oo up 1o
my neck nearly not by him 5 or 6 times handrunning theres the mark of hig
spunk on the clean sheet I wouldnt bother to even iron it out that ought to
satisfy him if you dont believe me feel my belly unless I made him stand
there and put him into me Ive a mind to tell him every scrap and make him
do it in front of me serve him right its all his own fault if I am an adulteresgy
as the thing in the gallery said O much about it if thats all the harm ever w
did in this vale of tears® God knows its not much doesnt everybody only they
hide it I suppose thats what a woman is supposed to be there for or |
wouldn’t have made us the way He did so attractive to men then if he wants
to kiss my bottom Ill drag open my drawers and bulge it right out in his face
as large as life he can stick his tongue 7 miles up my hole as hes there my
brown part then Il tell him I want £ 1 or perhaps 30/! 11l tell him I want to
buy underclothes then if he gives me that well he wont be too bad I dont
want to soak it all out of him like other women do I could often have wrils
ten out a fine cheque for myself and write his name on it for a couple of
pounds a few times he forgot to lock it up besides he wont spend it I1] let him
do it off on me behind provided he doesnt smear all my good drawers O |
suppose that cant be helped Ill do the indifferent 1 or 2 questions Il know
by the answers when hes like that he cant keep a thing back I know every
turn in him Il tighten my bottom well and let out a few smutty words smell-
rump or lick my shit or the first mad thing comes into my head then Il sug
gest about yes O wait now sonny my turn is coming Ill be quite gay and
friendly over it O but I was forgetting this bloody pest of a thing? pfooh yo
wouldnt know which to laugh or cry were such a mixture of plum and apple*
no Ill have to wear the old things so much the better itll be more pointed hell
never know whether he did it or not there thats good enough for you any old
thing at all then 11l wipe him off me just like a business his omission* then
11l go out Tll have him eying up at the ceiling where is she gone now make
him want me thats the only way a quarter after’ what an unearthly hour
I suppose theyre just getting up in China now combing out their pigtails for
the day well soon have the nuns ringing the angelus® theyve nobody coming
in to spoil their sleep except an odd priest or two for his night office thé
alarmclock next door at cockshout clattering the brains out of itself let me
see if I can doze off 1 2 3 4 5 what kind of flowers are those they invented

8. Quick, my strength is failing (Italian). “Mi fa
pieta Masetto” I'm sorry for Masetto (Italian).
Lipes from the opera Don Giovanni (1787) by
Austrian composer Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart
(1756~1791), which Molly practices in her capac-
ity as a professional singer.

9. Phrase from Psalms 84.6 (or Psalm 83 in the
Douay Bible). “As the thing in the gallery said”:
during a performance of the play The Wife of
Scarli (1897), which Molly attended and which
she recalls earlier in “Penelope,” a man sitting in
the gallery hissed at the protagonist, calling her “a
woman adulteress.” The play—an English version
by G. A. Greene of an Italian drama, Tristi amore,
by Giuseppe Giacosa (1847-1906)~—appears to

condone the title character’s adultery by makiny
her husband an unsympathetic character,

L. Thirty shillings; i.e., one pound, ten shillings,

2. Her menstrual period.

3. A mixture of good and bad things, In ling

usage, a plum is a desirable thing, and the I

the apple plucked by Eve that caused the fall of

humankind. :
4. Le,, Bloom’s emission, or ejaculation,
5. A clock rings a quarter after the
now 2:15 A.m., and Molly rumin:
ities of various people af t
6. Devotional — exercise

\ annouty

fike the stars the wallpaper in Lombavd street” was mnch nicer the apron __.c

give me was like that® something only Lonly wore it twice better lower _.T_m

lamp and try again so as 1 can get up early Il go to Lambes there _vmmﬁ.wm
Findlaters” and get them to send us some flowers to put about the place in

case he brings him' home tomorrow today I mean no no m.im@m an ::_:o.r%

oy lirst I want to do the place up someway the dust grows in'it I a::w while

tin asleep then we can have music and cigarettes I can accompany him first

{ must clean the keys of the piano with milk whatll I wear shall 1 wear a

whiie rose or those fairy cakes in Liptons? I love the smell of a rich big shop

it 71 d a Ib or the other ones with the cherries in them and the pinky sugar

i1 d a couple of Ibs® of course a nice plant for the middle of the table Id get

it cheaper in wait wheres this I saw them not long ago I love flowers Id

love to have the whole place swimming in roses God of heaven nrmn.mm noth-

ing like nature the wild mountains then the sea and the waves rushing n.rmu

the beautiful country with fields of oats and wheat and all kinds of nr_:.mm

and all the fine cattle going about that would do your heart good to see riv-

ers and lakes and flowers all sorts of shapes and smells and colours spring-

ing up even out of the ditches primroses and violets nature it is as for nrﬁ.d

siying theres no God I wouldnt give a snap of my two fingers mm:. all .&m:.
lisirning why dont they go and create something I often asked him atheists

ov whatever they call themselves go and wash the cobbles* off themselves

livst then they go howling for the priest and they dying and why why because

theyre afraid of hell on account of their bad conscience ah yes I know them

well who was the first person in the universe before there was anybody nrmn? . \A
il all who ah that they dont know neither do I so there you are theyl” %
might as well try to stop the sun from rising tomorrow the sun shines for wa.vc >

I said the day we were lying among the nromomm:mwosm on Howth head® in ,ﬂ;
the grey tweed suit and his straw hat the day I got him to propose to me yes
first 1 gave him the bit of seedcake out of my mouth and it was leapyear like
now yes 16 years ago my God after that long kiss I near lost my breath yes he
wnid T was a flower of the mountain yes so we are flowers all a womans body
ye that was one true thing he said in his life and the sun shines for you today
ye that was why I liked him because I saw he understood or felt what a
woran is and [ knew I could always get round him and I gave him all the plea-
sue 1 could leading him on till he asked me to say yes w:m I wouldnt answer
fivst only looked out over the sea and the sky I was thinking of so many things
lie didnt know of Mulvey and Mr Stanhope and Hester and father and old
vaptain Groves and the sailors playing all birds fly and 1 say stoop® and

4. Lumps or blemishes (dialect English).

5. Headland on Dublin Bay, about 9 miles north-
east of Dublin, where Leopold and Molly were
picnicking on September 10, 1888, the day he
proposed to her. Bloom recalls the same moment
with the seedcake in “Lestrygonians.” ;

6. A game, which probably depends, like “all
birds fly,” on the players' ability to obey com-
mands. “Mulvey”: Lieutenant Jack Mulvey, 3&.
lys first suitor, whom she recalls at length earlier
in the episode. “Mr. Stanhope and Hester™: a girl-

in Dublin where the Blooms had their
which Molly remembers fondly.
Bloom gave her when they lived at
{ ¥
dlater and Company, Ltd., the
spirits store on Sackville Street

wias Stephen,
.M, : cery store in Dublin. “Shall
lyrics from the song “Shall T
¢ or Shall 1 Wear a Red?” by
) uoted by Molly




to kiss the iron and the winesh
: . ops half
the night we missed the boat at Emmn_.nmmw

with hi
Q.mewm “M“W:”m Wrﬂrmn awful deepdown torrent O and the sea the seq
e mw&mzmmw ike fire and the glorious sunsets and the figtrees in the
o m:mv”wm and all the queer little streets and pink and blue and
cactuses and Owram_ﬁmw MMmMmMm%NHmwM ﬁw = b.mmm.wEEm T ity
Coy | girl was a Flower of ¢ i ]
L M%w I Mm:n nﬂm raomm in my hair like the Andalusian girls =mmwwcﬂmnmﬂm~. y v\w -
yes and how he kissed me under the Moorish wall* and | nrocmrﬁd”_“

as well him® as another and then | i i
and then he asked me would I yes HMWWMW %ME._ e ke

; . $ my mountain f]
put my arms around him yes and drew him down to me so rmﬁ\wﬂmﬂ mmw. o
i Icel my

perfume ye ; P bt
, yes and his heart was going like Emm,/mnﬁ,w«m #1 saidyes )

en at night and the castanets and
the watchman going about serene

o
o

~Trie ste-Zurich-Paris,
1914-192],

1922

7. The daily auction in Co i
3 mmercial S i
_Mu._uMm_B... ..:Hrm thing round his white rm_—“.w“:.ﬁ
mﬁwﬂ _..EM_(M_»EM the sentry as a military ve=ntzr.
E:.: “_ vmamun“umw nww:m em_ Erm Rock of Gibraltar,
-E. "Poor donkeys”: donke:
mann—_ﬂ mmm M—Mﬂwm:wﬂ:%&_mmm up the m_ovwmv, meme m“.M
k. s of the bulls™
wo...—m_sm animals for w::mmrnn_.ﬂm.m R e
. 1own in Spain on the opposite id
of >“.mm2nmm W_”oa Omvg_n%.w ..woaumm.. Mmh.ﬂ% M.M
%ﬂwnﬁ“ mvﬂ.: ww._a_:.n 40 miles northeast of
& it well-preserved Moorish archi-
wwmwﬁa. ..vommamm tinns Am%m:_.m:v, :mwh, a r..ﬂ_n.u“
i : yrics from the song “In Old Madrid,” with
words by Clifton Bingham (1859..19¢ 3) il

by Henry Trotere (IRS5-1912), "Bor hor s

kiss the iron”; accordin, to Giflord, “4 §
loquialism for a acs«d:ﬂcsm_ mnow._.“._.m_.m

w_%na the ground-floor windows of Spanish town
: —Mmm were usually defended by jron grilles.”

» Garden promenade on Gibralt
2. Girls from Andalusia, the sough
Spain ruled by Muslims, or Moors
Ages but also including Christing
3. More lyrics from the
White Rose or Shall I W,
4. Wall at the center of the
slopes of the Rock of
Molly’s first kiss from 1,
N ierin the eplvode; "y
under the Moorish wy

¥

ish col

region of

D. H. LAWRENCE
_.@mml_wuo

» avid Herbert ﬁm%mmsnm was born in the midland mining village of Eastwood,
" Nottinghamshife. His father was a miner; his mother, better educated than her
husband and self-consciously genteel, fought, all hermarried life, to lift her children
out of the working class. Lawrence was aware.from a young age of the struggle
lietween his/parents, and allied himself with his mother’s delicacy and refinement,
resenting his father’s coarse and sometimés drunken behavior. In his early novel
Hons and Lovers (1913), against a background of paternal coarseness conflicting with
matepnal refinement, Lawrence sets/the theme of the demanding mother who has
piveh up the prospect of achieving’a true emotional life with her husband and turns
(o her sons with a stultifying and possessive love. Many years later Lawrence came
to leel that he had failed to appreciate his father’s vitality and wholeness, even if they
were distorted by the culture in which he lived.

Spurred on by his mother, Lawrence escaped from the mining‘world through
wucation. He won a’scholarship to Nottingham high school and later, after work-
ing first as a clerk/and then as an elementary-school teacher, studied for two years
it University College, Nottingham, where he obtained his teacher’s certificate.
Ieanwhile he was reading on his own a great deal of litérature and some philoso-
phy and wa$ working on his first novel. Publishing a-group of poems in 1909, his
first short story and his first novel, The White Peacock, in 1910, he was regarded in
I.ondog literary circles as a promising young writer. He taught school from 1908 to
1912/4in Croydon, a southern suburb of London, but he gave this up after falling in
love with Frieda von Richthofen Weekley,.the German wife of a professor at Not-
tingham. They went to Germany together and married in 1914, after Friedas

voree. /
Abroad with Frieda, Lawrence finlished Sons and Lovers, at which e had been
working off and on for years. The’war brought them back to Englarid, where Frie-
da’s German origins and Lawrefice’s pacifist objection to the war‘gave him trouble
with the authorities. More and more—especially after the alpiost immediate ban-
ning, for indecency, of his péxt novel, The Rainbow, in 1915—4Lawrence came to feel
t the forces of modern civilization were arrayed againsthim. As soon as he could
leave England after the war, he sought refuge in Italy, Adistralia, Mexico, then again
in ltaly, and finally in the south of France, often desperately ill, restlessly searching
for an ideal, or at least a tolerable, community in which to live. He died of tubercu-
losis in the south of France at the age of forty-four. v S/

In his poetry and his fiction, Lawrence seeks to express the deep-rooted, the ele-
iwental, the instinetual in people and nature. He is at constant war with the mechani-
val and artificial, with the constraints and hypocrisies that civilization imposes.
use he had new things to say and a new way of saying them, he was not easily or
iuickly” appreciated. Although his early novels are more conventional in style and
irentmient, from the publication of The Rainbow the critics turned away in bewilder-
ment and condemnation. The rest of his life, during which he produced about a dozen
more novels and many poems, short stories, sketches, andmiscellaneous articlos, wis,
i his own words, “a savage enoigh pilgrimage,” marked by incessant struggle and by
previods of frustration and despair. Phroses such as “supreme impulse” and “quivken
ing, spontanceous emotion” were charueteristic o Lawrence's beliel in intuition, in ths
orees of the inner selly that must por be allowed 10 e swamped by the futional
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