DAVID HERBERT LAWRENCE

(1885-1930)
D.H. Lawrence was born at Eastwood, Nottinghamshire, the fourth child of a coal miner and a school-teacher. He showed an early talent in writing and painting; so after working as a clerk in Nottingham surgical manufacturing company, and two years as a pupil-teacher, he went to Nottingham University College where he qualified as a teacher in 1908. His first poems were accepted by the English Review in 1909 and two years later his first novel The White Peacock (1911) was published. In 1912 Lawrence left for Germany with Frieda Weekley, the German wife of his former modern languages tutor. They were married on their return to England in 1914. Lawrence was now living, precariously, by writing. His greatest novels, The Rainbow and Women in Love, were completed in 1915 and 1916. The former was suppressed, and he could not find a publisher for the latter.

After the war Lawrence began his “savage pilgrimage” in search of a more fulfilling mode of life than industrial Western civilization could offer. This took him to Sicily, Ceylon, Australia and, finally New Mexico. The Lawrences returned to Europe in 1925; Lawrence’s last novel Lady Chatterley’s Lover was banned in 1928, and his paintings confiscated in 1929. He died of tuberculosis in Venice in 1930 at the age of forty-four.

D.H. Lawrence has become a very influential writer, not so much in writing technique as in vision and method. He was forced into illuminating exploration of important areas of human experience, i.e. the worlds of the subconscious and unconscious as significant sources of power and life, the regions that, Lawrence felt, must be polarized for the individual to realize stability. He slammed the door on the Victorian age and tried to clear away its atmosphere of moral stuffiness and sexual hypocrisy. If he tried to shock it was only because he almost single-handedly tried to combat the long silence on sex and passion. His art arises from an instinctive rejection of the industrial civilization and, though harassed by the authorities for his alleged obscenity, there is at the back of all Lawrence’s work a feeling of shame brought about by the obvious decay of the intellectual and emotional freedom of the individual.
MERCURY.1

It was Sunday, and very hot. The holiday-makers flocked to the hill of Mercury, to rise two thousand feet above the steamy haze of the valleys. For the summer had been very wet, and the sudden heat covered the land in hot steam.

Every time it made the ascent, the funicular was crowded. It hauled itself up the steep incline, that towards the top looked almost perpendicular, the steel thread of the rails in the gulf of pine-trees hanging like an iron rope against the wall. The women held their breath, and didn’t look. Or they looked back towards the sinking levels of the river, steamed and dim, far-stretching over the frontier.

When you arrived at the top, there was nothing to do. The hill was a pine-covered cone; paths wound between the high tree-trunks, and you could walk round and see the glimpses of the world all round, all round: the dim, far river-plain, with a dull glint of the great stream, to westwards; southwards the black, forest-covered, agile-looking hills, with emerald-green clearings and a white house or two; east, the inner valley, with two villages, factory chimneys, pointed churches, and hills beyond; and north, the steep hills of forest, with reddish crags and reddish castle ruins. The hot sun burned overhead, and all was in steam.

Only on the very summit of the hill there was a tower, an outlook tower; a long restaurant with its beer-garden, all the little yellow tables standing their round disks under the horse-chestnut trees; then a bit of a rock-garden on the slope. But the great trees began again in wilderness a few yards off.

The Sunday crowd came up in waves from the funicular. In waves they ebbed through the beer-garden. But not many sat down to drink. Nobody was spending any money. Some paid to go up the outlook tower, to look down on a world of vapours and black, agile-looking hills, and half-cooked towns. Then everybody dispersed along the paths, to sit among the trees in the cool air.

There was not a breath of wind. Lying and looking upwards at the shaggy, barbaric middle-world of the pine trees, it was difficult to decide whether the pure high trunks supported the upper thicket of darkness, or whether they descended from it like great cords stretched downwards. Anyhow, in between the tree-top world and the earth-world went the wonderful clean cords of innumerable proud tree-trunks, clear as rain. And as you watched, you saw that the upper world was faintly moving faintly, most faintly swaying, with a circular movement, though the lower trunks were utterly motionless and monolithic.

There was nothing to do. In all the world, there was nothing to do, and nothing to be done. Why have we all come to the top of the Merkur? There is nothing for us to do.

What matter? We have come a stride beyond the world. Let it steam and cook its half-baked reality below there. On the hill of Mercury we take no notice. Even we do not trouble to wander and pick the fat, blue, sourish bilberries. Just lie and see the rain-pure tree-trunks like chords of music between two worlds.

The hours pass by: people wander and disappear and reappear. All is hot and quiet. Humanity is rarely boisterous any more. You go for a drink: finches run among the few people at the tables: everybody glances at everybody, but with remoteness.

There is nothing to do but to return and lie down under the pine trees. Nothing to do. But why do anything, anyhow? The desire to do anything has gone. The tree-trunks, living like rain, they are quite active enough.
At the foot of the obsolete tower there is an old tablet-stone with a very much battered Mercury, in relief. There is also an altar, or a votive stone, both from the Roman times. The Romans are supposed to have worshipped Mercury on the summit. The battering god, with his round sun-head, looks very hollow-eyed and unimpressive in the purplish-red sandstone of the district. And no one any more will throw grains of offering in the hollow of the votive stone: also common, purplish-red sandstone, very local and un-Roman.

The Sunday people do not even look. Why should they? They keep passing on into the pine trees. And many sit on the benches; many lie upon the long chairs. It is very hot, in the afternoon, and very still.

Till there seems a faint whistling in the tops of the pine trees, and out of the universal semi-consciousness of the afternoon arouses a bristling uneasiness. The crowd is astir, looking at the sky. And sure enough, there is a great flat blackness reared up in the western sky, curled with white wisps and loose breast-feathers. It looks very sinister, as only the elements2 still can look. Under the sudden weird whistling of the upper pine trees, there is a subdued babble and calling of frightened voices.

They want to get down; the crowd want to get down off the hill of Mercury, before the storm comes. At any price to get off the hill! They stream towards the funicular, while the sky blackens with incredible rapidity. And as the crowd presses down towards the little station, the first blaze of lightning opens out, followed immediately by a crash of thunder, and great darkness. In one strange movement, the crowd takes refuge in the deep veranda of the restaurant, pressing among the little tables in silence. There is no rain, and no definite wind, only a sudden coldness which makes the crowd press closer. 

They press closer, in the darkness and the suspense. They have become curiously unified, the crowd, as if they had fused into one body. As the air sends a chill waft under the veranda the voices murmur plaintively, like birds under leaves, the bodies press close together, seeking shelter in contact.
The gloom, dark as night, seems to continue a long time. Then suddenly the lightning dances white on the floor, dances and shakes upon the ground, up and down, and lights up the white striding of a man, lights him up only to the hips, white and naked and striding, with fire on his heels. He seems to be hurrying, this fiery man whose upper half is invisible, and at his naked heels white little flames seem to flutter. His flat, powerful thighs, his legs white as fire stride rapidly across the open, in front of the veranda, dragging little white flames at the ankles, with the movement. He is going somewhere, swiftly.

In the great bang of the thunder the apparition disappears. The earth moves, and the house jumps in complete darkness. A faint whimpering of terror comes from the crowd, as the cold air swirls in. But still, upon the darkness, there is no rain. There is no relief: a long wait.

Brilliant and blinding, the lightning falls again; a strange bruising thud comes from the forest, as all the little tables and the secret tree-trunks stand for one unnatural second exposed. Then the blow of the thunder, under which the house and the crowd reel as under an explosion. The storm is playing directly upon the Merkur. A belated sound of tearing branches comes out of the forest.

And again the white splash of the lightning on the ground: but nothing moves. And again the long, rattling, instantaneous volleying of the thunder, in the darkness. The crowd is panting with fear, as the lightning again strikes white, and something again seems to burst, in the forest, as the thunder crashes.

At last, into motionlessness of the storm, in rushes the wind, with the fiery flying of bits of ice, and the sudden sea-like roaring of the pine trees. The crowd winces and draws back,
as the bits of ice hit in the face like fire. The roar of the trees is so great, it becomes like another silence. And through it is heard the crashing and splintering of timber, as the hurricane concentrates upon the hill.

Down comes the hail, in a roar that covers every other sound, threshing ponderously upon the ground and the roots and the trees. And as the crowd surges irresistibly into the interior of the building, from the crushing of this ice-fall, still amid the sombre hoarseness sounds the tinkle and crackle of things breaking.

After an eternity of dread, it ends suddenly. Outside is a faint gleam of yellow light, over the snow and the endless debris of twigs and things broken. It is very cold, with the atmosphere of ice and deep winter. The forest looks wan, above the white earth, where the ice-balls lie in their myriads, six inches deep, littered with all the twigs and things they have broken.

«Yes! Yes! » say the men, taking sudden courage as the yellow light comes into the air. «Now we can go!»
The first brave ones emerge, picking up the big hailstones, pointing to the overthrown tables. Some, however, do not linger. They hurry to the funicular station, to see if the apparatus is still working.

The funicular station is on the north side of the hill. The men come back, saying there is no one there. The crowd begins to emerge upon the wet, crunching whiteness of the hall, spreading around in curiosity, waiting for the men who operate the funicular.

On the south side of the outlook tower two bodies lay in the cold but thawing hail. The dark-blue of the uniforms showed blackish. Both men were dead. But the lightning had completely removed the clothing from the legs of one man, so that he was naked from the hips down. There he lay, his face sideways on the snow, and two drops of blood running from his nose into his big, blond, military moustache. He lay there near the votive stone of the Mercury. His companion, a young man, lay face downwards, a few yards behind him.
The sun began to emerge. The crowd gazed in dread, afraid to touch the bodies of the men. Why had they, the dead funicular men, come round to this side of the hill, anyhow?

The funicular would not work. Something had happened to it in the storm. The crowd began to wind down the bare hill, on the sloppy ice. Everywhere the earth bristled with broken pine boughs and twigs. But the bushes and the leafy trees were stripped absolutely bare, to a miracle. The lower earth was leafless and naked as in winter.

“Absolute winter!” murmured the crowd, as they hurried, frightened, down the steep, winding descent, extricating themselves from the fallen pine-branches.

Meanwhile the sun began to steam in great heat.
COMMENTARY
1. Mercury – (mythological) son of Jupiter, and Maia, a Roman god of commerce and gain, the messenger of the gods with winged sandals. Here: the name of the mountain in Italy.

2. the elements – the forces of nature, the weather.

Words and word combinations to be memorized:
astir (adj, adv)
         sombre (adj) 

bare (adj)

         stride (n, v)

boisterous (adj)
         surge (v)

disperse (v)

          weird (adj)

emerge (v)

          wince (v)

faint (adj)

          wind (v) 

to hold one’s breath, to take refuge.
А. ТEXТ EXERCISES
I. Explain or expand on the following.
1. There was nothing to do. In all the world, there was nothing to do, and nothing to be done. Why have we all come to the top of the Merkur? There is nothing for us to do. 2. What matter? We have come a stride beyond the world. Let it steam and cook its half-baked reality below there. On the hill of Mercury we take no notice. 3. Then suddenly the lightning dances white on the floor, dances and shakes upon the ground, up and down, and lights up the white striding of a man, lights him up only to the hips, white and naked and striding, with fire on his heels. He seems to be hurrying, this fiery man whose upper half is invisible, and at his naked heels white little flames seem to flutter. His flat, powerful thighs, his legs white as fire stride rapidly across the open, in front of the veranda, dragging little white flames at the ankles, with the movement. He is going somewhere, swiftly. 4. There he lay, his face sideways on the snow, and two drops of blood running from his nose into his big, blond, military moustache. He lay there near the votive stone of the Mercury. His companion, a young man, lay face downwards, a few yards behind him. 5. The sun began to emerge. The crowd gazed in dread, afraid to touch the bodies of the men. Why had they, the dead funicular men, come round to this side of the hill, anyhow?

II. Give definitions of the following words using an English-English dictionary.
emerge, bare, weird, boisterous, disperse, wince

III. Arrange the following word and word combinations in pairs of synonyms. Explain the difference in their usage and meaning. Use them in sentences of your own.
bare, faint, wind (v), scatter, emerge, supernatural, keep quiet, wince, weak, twist, appear, boisterous, gloomy, flinch, hold one’s breath, disperse, naked, walk, weird, surge, tempestuous, reach shelter, astir, run, stride, take refuge, in full swing, sombre.
IV. Arrange the following words and word combinations in pair of antonyms. Use them in sentences of your own.
put out of sight, wind, take refuge, wince, boisterous, walk, emerge, bare, sombre, unexcited, covered, go straight, faint, look boldly, come to a stand, run into danger, cheerful, strong.

V. Define the meaning of the words and word combinations of the active vocabulary in the following sentences.
1. The cellar door opened. Oliver emerged. He jerked his head (Maltz). 2. Showing more interest, Arthur noted his head was bare, that his clothes were old and worn at the elbows (Sillitoe). 3. The unruly crowd became even more boisterous when he tried to quiet them. 4. The police fired tear gas into the crowd to disperse the protesters. 5. From the doctor’s grim expression, I could tell he had sombre news. 6. The screech of the chalk on the blackboard made her wince. 7. After the airplane crash only one woman survived, but she felt very faint with exhaustion. 8. The whole city was astir when the news came that the famous rock-stars were coming. 9. Do you hold your breath when you dive into the water? 10. As soon as the gates were opened, the football supporters surged in to the ground. 11. The path wound down through the bushes of the slope of the hill.

VI. Paraphrase the following sentences substituting the underlined words and word combinations with your own vocabulary.
1. The crowd is astir, looking at the sky. 2. In the strange movement, the crowd takes refuge in the deep veranda of the restaurant. 3. Then everybody dispersed along the paths, to sit among the trees in the cool air. 4. We have come a stride beyond the world. 5. Humanity is rarely boisterous any more. 6. The women held their breath, and didn’t look. 7. A faint whimpering of terror comes from the crowd, as the cold air swirls in. 8.His flat, powerful thighs, his legs white as the fire stride rapidly across  the open, in front of the veranda. 9. The crowd winces and draws back, as the bits of ice hit in the face like fire. 10. The crowd surges irresistibly from the ice-fall into the interior of the building. 11. The tinkle and crackle of breaking things sounds amid the sombre hoarseness. 12. The first brave men emerge, picking up the big hail-stones, pointing to the overthrown tables. 13. The crowd began to wind down the bare hill, on the sloppy ice. 14. Everywhere the earth bristled with broken pine boughs and twigs. But the bushes and leafy trees were stripped absolutely bare, to a miracle. 15. Under the sudden weird whistling of the upper pine trees, there is a subdued babble and calling of frightened voices.

VII. State in which sentences “bare” and “naked” are interchangeable and where only one of this words suits. Translate the sentences into Russian.
1. He showed me into a little bare room with a desk in it. (Du Maurier). 2. My bare foot came down on broken glass, and that halted me for a moment. (Kantor) 3. It was a bare straight-sided mountain that spread itself into the clouds. (Aldridge). 4. The Captain watched the glistening, sun-inflamed, naked hands. (Lawrence) 5. Behind the bare plain, which for years had been a battle-ground, rose a long wooded ridge.(Aldridge) 6. We stood together naked on the bank of the ditch looking at the unfriendly water. (Saroyan). 7. There was an extraordinary tall ash-tray in the living room made like a  naked  woman  with  a  bowl in her hair...(Greene) 9. The dressing table was bare, except for a large bottle of hair-wash and a pair of ivory hair-brushes. (Du Maurier) 10. Maxim’s bed was still bare and empty. (Du Maurier) 11. Upstairs, the waiting room was small, bare, and sour-smelling, situated at the end of a short passage leading to the committee room. (Cronin)
VIII. State in which sentences “emerge” is used literally and in which figuratively. Translate the sentences into Russian.
1. From the moment of his entrance to the moment when he emerged and remounted his pony, his talk would be of horses. (Galsworthy) 2. Francis emerged from his daze and retreated over the bridge with the intention of going back the way he had come. (Lindsay) 3. Everyone is in a paroxysm of laughter until, as they emerge out of it, Easter suddenly remembers: «Oh, yes – there’s some mail for you. » (Weaker) 4. But she came once more to the surface and as she emerged, inert and half insensible, the end of a floating log of wood was flung by a wave into her right armpit. (Cronin)  5. They emerged from a doorless opening at the top, and Arthur sent Winnie down first. (Sillitoe) 6. He saw in his colossal failure and in the recent misfortunes which had beset him only a temporary eclipse from which in time he must necessarily emerge. (Cronin)

IX. Translate into English the following sentences using words and word combinations of the active vocabulary.
1. С утра было облачно, но к полудню сильный ветер разогнал облака, и появилось солнце. 2. После продолжительной болезни он сильно ослаб и долго не мог оправиться. З. Эта крошечная душная комната с непокрытым каменным полом приводила Джейн в уныние. 4. Недоверчивое выражение появилось на лице мальчика, когда он слушал рассказ своего друга о приключении, случившимся с ним в лесу. 5. Он мог надолго задерживать дыхание и не шевелиться – это был его любимый трюк. 6. Она была сильно взволнована, когда узнала, что у нее есть шанс встретиться с этим человеком снова. 7. Яркий свет фонаря, направленный ему прямо в лицо, заставил его вздрогнуть. 8. Непонятные звуки были слышны в ночном лесу. 9. Во время сильного дождя необходимо, как можно скорее, найти какое-нибудь место, где можно укрыться от непогоды. 10. После дождя из-за отсутствия хорошей пешеходной дорожки, ей пришлось все время перешагивать через лужи и канавы. 11. Его веселый смех был заразителен. 12. Мрачная тональность его произведений порождала мысль о тщетности любых попыток изменить существующее положение дел.
X. Comment on the stylistic devices used in the following fragments and explain the effect produced by them.
1. The holiday-makers flocked to the hill of Mercury, to rise two thousand feet above the steamy haze of the valleys. For the summer had been very wet, and the sudden heat covered the land in hot steam. 2. The hill was a pine-covered cone; paths wound between the high tree-trunks, and you could walk round and see the glimpses of the world all round, all round: the dim, far river-plain, with a dull glint of the great stream, to westwards; southwards the black, forest-covered, agile-looking hills, with emerald-green clearings and a white house or two; east, the inner valley, with two villages, factory chimneys, pointed churches, and hills beyond; and north, the steep hills of forest, with reddish crags and reddish castle ruins. 3. The Sunday crowd came up in waves from the funicular. In waves they ebbed through the beer-garden. 4. Some paid to go up the outlook tower, to look down on a world of vapours and black, agile-crouching hills, and half-cooked towns.5. Anyhow, in between the tree-top world and the earth-world went the wonderful clean cords of innumerable proud tree-trunks, clear as rain. 6. And as you watched, you saw that the upper world was faintly moving, faintly, most faintly swaying, with a circular movement, though the lower trunks were utterly motionless and monolithic.  7. We do not trouble to wander and pick the fat, blue, sourish bilberries. Just lie and see the rain-pure tree-trunks like chords of music between two worlds. 8. There is nothing to do but to return and lie down under the pine trees. Nothing to do. But why do anything, anyhow? The desire to do anything has gone. The tree-trunks, living like rain, they are quite active enough. 9. Till there seems a faint whistling in the tops of the pine trees, and out of the universal semi-consciousness of the afternoon arouses a bristling uneasiness. 10. And sure enough, there is a great flat blackness reared up in the western sky, curled with white wisps and loose breast-feathers. It looks very sinister, as only the elements still can look. 11. The gloom, dark as night, seems to continue a long time. Then suddenly the lightning dances white on the floor, dances and shakes upon the ground up and down, and lights up the white striding of a man, lights him up only to the hips, white and naked and striding, with fire on his heels. 12. In the great bang of the thunder the apparition disappears. The earth moves, and the house jumps in complete darkness. A faint whimpering of terror comes from the crowd, as the cold air swirls in. 13. And again the white splash of the lightning on the ground: but nothing moves. And again the long, rattling, instantaneous volleying of the thunder, in the darkness. 14. At last, into the motionlessness of the storm, in rushes the wind, with the fiery flying of bits of ice, and this sudden sea-like roaring of pine trees. 15. The roar of the trees is so great, it becomes like another silence. And through it is heard the crashing and splintering of timber as the hurricane concentrates upon the hill! 16. The crowd begins to emerge upon the wet, crunching whiteness of the hail, spreading around in curiosity. 17. The sun began to emerge. The crowd gazed in dread, afraid to touch the bodies of the men. Why had they, the dead funicular men, come round to this side of the hill, anyhow?
B. DISCUSSION

I. Answer the following questions.
1. Where does the action of the story take place? 

2. Why did the holiday-makers flock to the hill of Mercury? 

3. What was the weather like on that summer day? 
4. Why did the women in the funicular hold their breath? 

5. What glimpses of the world could be seen from the top of Mercury? 

6. What was there on the very summit of the hill? 

7. Did people prefer to sit down to drink beer in the restaurant or sit among the trees in the cool air? What do you think influenced upon their preference? 

8. What thoughts came to the narrator when he was lying and looking upwards at the pine trees? 

9. Why does the narrator at first tell the story in the perspective, then start telling it in the Historical Present and afterwards return to the perspective way of narrating? Find the means of the cohesion marking these transitions.
10. What was the narrator’s psychological and emotional state on that day? 

11. What was there at the foot of the obsolete tower? Why do you think the Romans built an altar and a tablet-stone with Mercury in relief in this place? 

12. What made the crowd be astir and frightened?

13. How did the crowd behave when the first blaze of lightning opened out? 

14. What apparition appeared during the storm? Describe it in detail. 

15. What accompanied the rushes of the wind during the storm? In what way did the crowd react to such changes of the weather? 

16. Where did the crowd try to find refuge? 

17. What picture could be seen after the hurricane was over? 

18. Whose bodies were found on the south side of the outlook tower? What happened to those men? Could anyone understand why the dead funicular men had come to the south side of the hill? And can you? 

19. Could the crowd use the funicular to descend the hill?  What did they have to do? 

20. Did the holiday-makers receive many impressions? What kind of impressions were they? 

21. Why does the narrator use the word “crowd” so often? What attitude towards the people can be concealed in the numerous usage of this word? 

22. Would you yourself like to experience the same that happened to the holiday-makers? Give your pros and cons?

II. Define the story as a form of writing. What genre of the story is it?

III. Comment on the general atmosphere and mood of the story.
1. What role do the descriptions of setting play in revealing the general mood of the story? What language means are used to create the atmosphere and mood of the text? Enumerate them and explain the effect produced by them.

IV. Discuss the point of view from which the story is told.
l. Is the story told by the author speaking in his own personality or through an assumed point of view? Account for your choice.
2. Is the point of view consistent throughout the whole story? If there is any change explain the cause and the effect of the change of the perspective from which the story is told.
3. What is the narrator’s motivation for telling this story?

4. Why do you think the author has chosen precisely this way of narrating the story?

V. Speak about the main idea, the conflict of the story and its characters.
1. What is the message of the story?

2. What kind of conflict is in the story: external or internal? What are the opposite sides of the conflict?

3. Which side of the conflict turns out to be stronger? Prove your answer.

4. What method of characterization is used in the story?

5. Why does the author want to incorporate the reader in the text? What language means are used by the writer in order to involve the reader in the story?

VI. Discuss the composition and style of the story.
1. Comment on the title of the story. What associations does this title arouse? Speak about the way the author begins his story.

2. Outline the plot and state whether it is of great importance in the texture of the story.

3. Into what three fragments does the story fall? In which of them is retrospect used?

 What is the author’s purpose in breaking the story into three parts? What is the effect achieved by this type of composition?

4. Point out the climax of the story; give reasons for your choice.

5. Speak about the ending of the story. Is it unexpected? Which symbolic meaning does this third fragment reveal?

Compare the first and the last paragraphs of the story, what is common to both of them? Comment on the last sentence of the story. Does the story have a closed or an open end? Prove your choice.
6. Which episode of the story do you consider to be especially impressive and of greater literary merit? Give your reasons and illustrate your answer by examples from the text of the story.

7. Pick out from the story epithets describing the change of the weather and the storm.

8. Select the words and phrases which are numerously repeated by the narrator? What is the function of the repetition?

9. Note the choice of colours – “red”, on the one hand, “white”, on the other. What contrast do they foreground? Have you found any more language means to stress and enhance the opposition? Who views it all in such a light? Justify your answer by quotations from the text.

10. Make a brief survey of the stylistic features of the story. Are there many lexical stylistic devices? Give examples of image-bearing stylistic devices. What other stylistic devices and expressive means are used to create a vivid picture of nature’s strength?

11. Characterize the syntax of the story in reference to the style. Is it simple or complex? How is it used for stylistic purposes?

12. Give your opinion on the language of the story. Point out its merits (or faults) and give examples.

