EPUB/image_0010_00.jpeg


EPUB/image_0009_00.jpeg
fate, and he follows a predestined course, from which no
ordinary power can deflect him In spite of Helvetius and
Dr Watson, it seems pretty obvious that no amount of edu-
cation—including under that term everything from the
(Edipus complex to the English Public School system—could
have prevented Mozart from being a musician, ot musicianship
from being the central fact in Mozart's life, And how would
a different education have modified the expression of, say,
Blake's gift? It 1s, of course, impossible to answer One can
only express the unverifiable conviction that an art so pro
foundly individual and orginal, so manifestly ““mspired,”
would have remained fundamentally the same whatever (within
reasonable limits) had been the circumstances of Blake's up-
bringing Lawrence, as Mr F R Leavis insists, has many
affintties with Blake ‘‘He had the same gift of knowing what
he was interested in, the same power of distinguishing his own
feelings and emotions from conventional sentiment, the same
‘terrifying honesty * " Like Blake, like any man possessed of
great special talents, he was predestined by his gifts Explana-
tions of him 1n terms of a Freudian hypothesis of nurture may
be interesting, but they do not explan That Lawrence was
profoundly affected by his love for his mother and by her
excessive love for him, 1s obvious to anyone who has read
Sons and Lovers None the less it 1s, to me at any rate, almost
equally obvious that even 1f his mother had died when he was
a child, Lawrence would still have been, essentially and funda-
mentally, Lawrence ( Lawrence’s biography does not account
for Lawrence's ach1evement 'On the contrary, his achievement,
ot rather the gift that made the achievement posstble, accounts
for a great deal of his biography He lived as he lived, because
he was, intrinsically and from birth, what he was If we would
write intelligibly of Lawience, we must answer, with all their
implications, two questions first, what sort of gifts did he
have? and secondly, how did the possession of these gifts
affect the way he responded to experience?®

Lawrence’s special and characteristic gift was an extra-

n_exira

ordirrary SW what Wordsworth called “‘unknown
modes of bemg’ He was always mtensely aware of the
mystery of the world, and the mystery was always for him a
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“I am doing 2 novel,” he writes 1n an early letter, “a novel
which I have never grasped Damn its eyes, there I am at
p 145 and I've no notion what 1t’s about I hate it F says
it 1s good But 1t’s like a novel 1n a foreign languaze I don't
know very well—I can only just make out what it’s about ”
To this strange force within him, to this power that created
his works of ait, there was nothing to do but submit Lawience
submitted, completely and with reverence ‘I often thunk one
ought to be able to pray before one works—and then leave 1t
to the Lord Isn't it hard work to come to real grips with one's
imagination—throw everything overboard I always feel as
though I stood naked for the fire of Almighty God to go
through me—and 1t’s rather an awful feeling One has to be
so terribly religious to be an artist”” Conversely, he might
have added, one has to be terribly an artist, terribly conscious
of “inspiration” and the compelling force of genius, to be
religious as Lawrence was religious

It 1s impossible to write about Lawrence except as an artist
He was an artist first of all, and the fact of his being an artist
explains a life which seems, 1f you forget 1t, inexplicably strange
In Son of Woman, Mr Middleton Murry has written at great
length about Lawrence—but about a Lawrence whom you
would never suspect, from reading that curious essay n
destructive hagiography, of being an artist For Mr, Murry
almost completely ignores the fact that his subject—his victim,
I had almost said—was one whom ‘““the fates had stigmatized
‘writer ’ " His book 1s Hamlet without the Prince of Denmark
~for all its metaphysical subtleties and 1ts Freudian ingen-
utties, very largely irrelevant. The absurdity of his critical
method becomes the more manifest when we reflect that
nobody would ever have heard of a Lawrence who was not an
artist. |

An artist 1s the sort of artist he 1s, because he happens to
possess certain gifts And he leads the sort of life he does 1n
fact lead, because he 1s an artist, and an artist with a particular
kind of mental endowment Now there are general abilities
and there are special talents. A man who 15 born with a great
share of some special talent 1s probably less deeply affected by
nurture than one whose ability 1s generalized. His gift 1s hus





EPUB/image_0007_00.jpeg
INTRODUCTION

“I ALWAYS say, my motto 1s ‘Art for my sake’’ The words
are from a letter written by Lawrence before the war “If I
want to write, I write—and if I don’t want to, I won’t The
difficulty 1s to find exactly the form omne’s passion—work 1s
produced by passion with me, like kisses—is 1t with youg—
wants to take ”’

“Art for my sake.” But even though for my sake, still art
Lawrence was always and unescapably an artist. Yes, un-
escapably s the word, for there were moments when he wanted
to escape from his destiny *“I wish from the bottom of my
heart that the fates had not stigmatized me ‘writer’ Itis a
sickening business "¢ But agamst the decree of fate there s 1o
appeal Nor was 1t by any means all the time that Lawrence
wanted to appeal His complaints were only occasional, and
he was provoked to make them, not by any hatred of art as
such, but by hatred of the pains and humiiations mcidental
to practising as an artist Writing to Edward Garnett, “Why,
why,’’ he asks, “should we be plagued with literature and such-
like tomfoolery? Why can’t we live decent, honourable lives,
without the critics 1n the Little Theatre fretting us?’ The
publication of a work of art 1s always the exposure of a naked-
ness, the throwing of something delicate and sensitive to the
“asses, apes and dogs ' Mostly, however, Lawrence loved his
destiny, loved the art of which he was a master—as who, that
1s a master, can fail to do? Besides, art, as he practised 1t, and
as, at the bottom, every artist, even the most pharisaically “pure”
practises it, was “art for my sake” It was useful to him,
pragmatically helpful “One sheds one’s sicknesses 1 books—
repeats and presents agaimn one’s emotions to be master of
them ’’ And, anyhow, liking or disliking were finally irrelevant
in the face of the fact that Lawrence was 1n a real sense
possessed by his creative genius. He could not help himself,
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