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      David Herbert Lawrence (11 September 1885 - 2 March 1930) was an important and controversial English writer of the 20th century, whose prolific and diverse output included novels, short stories, poems, plays, essays, travel books, paintings, translations, literary criticism and personal letters. His collected works represent an extended reflection upon the dehumanizing effects of modernity and industrialisation. In them, Lawrence confronts issues relating to emotional health and vitality, spontaneity, sexuality, and instinctive behaviour. Lawrence's unsettling opinions earned him many enemies and he endured hardships, official persecution, censorship and misrepresentation of his creative work throughout the second half of his life, much of which he spent in a voluntary exile he called his "savage pilgrimage." At the time of his death, his public reputation was that of a pornographer who had wasted his considerable talents. E. M. Forster, in an obituary notice, challenged this widely held view, describing him as "the greatest imaginative novelist of our generation." Later, the influential Cambridge critic F. R. Leavis championed both his artistic integrity and his moral seriousness, placing much of Lawrence's fiction within the canonical "great tradition" of the English novel. He is now generally valued as a visionary thinker and a significant representative of modernism in English literature, although some feminists object to the attitudes toward women and sexuality found in his works.

    

  



I

He was working on the edge of the common, beyond the small brook
that ran in the dip at the bottom of the garden, carrying the
garden path in continuation from the plank bridge on to the common.
He had cut the rough turf and bracken, leaving the grey, dryish
soil bare. But he was worried because he could not get the path
straight, there was a pleat between his brows. He had set up his
sticks, and taken the sights between the big pine trees, but for
some reason everything seemed wrong. He looked again, straining his
keen blue eyes, that had a touch of the Viking in them, through the
shadowy pine trees as through a doorway, at the green-grassed
garden-path rising from the shadow of alders by the log bridge up
to the sunlit flowers. Tall white and purple columbines, and the
butt-end of the old Hampshire cottage that crouched near the earth
amid flowers, blossoming in the bit of shaggy wildness round
about.

There was a sound of children's voices calling and talking:
high, childish, girlish voices, slightly didactic and tinged with
domineering: 'If you don't come quick, nurse, I shall run out there
to where there are snakes.' And nobody had the sangfroid
to reply: 'Run then, little fool.' It was always, 'No, darling.
Very well, darling. In a moment, darling. Darling, you
must be patient.'

His heart was hard with disillusion: a continual gnawing and
resistance. But he worked on. What was there to do but submit!

The sunlight blazed down upon the earth, there was a vividness
of flamy vegetation, of fierce seclusion amid the savage peace of
the commons. Strange how the savage England lingers in patches: as
here, amid these shaggy gorse commons, and marshy, snake infested
places near the foot of the south downs. The spirit of place
lingering on primeval, as when the Saxons came, so long ago.

Ah, how he had loved it! The green garden path, the tufts of
flowers, purple and white columbines, and great oriental red
poppies with their black chaps and mulleins tall and yellow, this
flamy garden which had been a garden for a thousand years, scooped
out in the little hollow among the snake-infested commons. He had
made it flame with flowers, in a sun cup under its hedges and
trees. So old, so old a place! And yet he had re-created it.

The timbered cottage with its sloping, cloak-like roof was old
and forgotten. It belonged to the old England of hamlets and
yeomen. Lost all alone on the edge of the common, at the end of a
wide, grassy, briar-entangled lane shaded with oak, it had never
known the world of today. Not till Egbert came with his bride. And
he had come to fill it with flowers.

The house was ancient and very uncomfortable. But he did not
want to alter it. Ah, marvellous to sit there in the wide, black,
time-old chimney, at night when the wind roared overhead, and the
wood which he had chopped himself sputtered on the hearth! Himself
on one side the angle, and Winifred on the other.

Ah, how he had wanted her: Winifred! She was young and beautiful
and strong with life, like a flame in sunshine. She moved with a
slow grace of energy like a blossoming, red-flowered bush in
motion. She, too, seemed to come out of the old England, ruddy,
strong, with a certain crude, passionate quiescence and a hawthorn
robustness. And he, he was tall and slim and agile, like an English
archer with his long supple legs and fine movements. Her hair was
nut-brown and all in energic curls and tendrils. Her eyes were
nut-brown, too, like a robin's for brightness. And he was
white-skinned with fine, silky hair that had darkened from fair,
and a slightly arched nose of an old country family. They were a
beautiful couple.

The house was Winifred's. Her father was a man of energy, too.
He had come from the north poor. Now he was moderately rich. He had
bought this fair stretch of inexpensive land, down in Hampshire.
Not far from the tiny church of the almost extinct hamlet stood his
own house, a commodious old farmhouse standing back from the road
across a bare grassed yard. On one side of this quadrangle was the
long, long barn or shed which he had made into a cottage for his
youngest daughter Priscilla. One saw little blue-and-white check
curtains at the long windows, and inside, overhead, the grand old
timbers of the high-pitched shed. This was Prissy's house. Fifty
yards away was the pretty little new cottage which he had built for
his daughter Magdalen, with the vegetable garden stretching away to
the oak copse. And then away beyond the lawns and rose trees of the
house-garden went the track across a shaggy, wild grass space,
towards the ridge of tall black pines that grew on a dyke-bank,
through the pines and above the sloping little bog, under the wide,
desolate oak trees, till there was Winifred's cottage crouching
unexpectedly in front, so much alone, and so primitive.

It was Winifred's own house, and the gardens and the bit of
common and the boggy slope were hers: her tiny domain. She had
married just at the time when her father had bought the estate,
about ten years before the war, so she had been able to come to
Egbert with this for a marriage portion. And who was more
delighted, he or she, it would be hard to say. She was only twenty
at the time, and he was only twenty-one. He had about a hundred and
fifty pounds a year of his own—and nothing else but his very
considerable personal attractions. He had no profession: he earned
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