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Introduction

Over the years Sons and Lovers, D. H. Lawrence’s most
popular book, has been paid some gorgeous critical tributes.
“Absolutely . . . the greatest thing in English fiction,” said the
Irish short story writer Frank O’Connor, speaking about the
first half of the work. “Supreme proof of [Lawrence’s] gifts as
a novelist,” says the editor of the standard contemporary vol-
ume of academic interpretations, speaking of the work as a
whole.

There are dissenters, though. Some readers find the book
too autobiographical—too close to flat life-history. Others pro-
fess to catch a whiff of Freudian case study (subject: abnormal
maternal fixation) rising from the central narrative—Paul Mo-
rel’'s tortured effort to advance from engulfing emotional
involvement with his mother to mature linkage with a woman
outside his family circle. And particularly in the last quarter-
century, critics have taken to complaining that the passionate
critique of modern industrial civilization—the grand historical,
utopian and cosmological themes elsewhere dominant in Law-
rence—never sounds in Sons and Lovers.

There’s no denying the closeness of the resemblance between
Paul Morel’s life and that of his creator. (David Herbert Law-
rence grew up in a mining village in England’s industrial mid-
lands; his father was a coal miner and his mother “married
down™ and his promising older brother died young; the fabric
of his parents’ marriage was ripped by bitterness, violence and
hate; his mother, to whom his bond was unusually strong.
fought off the first young woman Lawrence loved; he went to
work at sixteen, like Paul Morel, in a truss factory—and so on
and on.) Neither can it be said that the author of Sons and
Lovers is alert enough to the occasionally embarrassing sexual
undertone of encounters in his book between mother and son:
“Suddenly their eyes met, and she smiled to him—a rare inti-
mate smile, beautiful with brightness and love . . .”

But objections of this sort can easily be overstated. Read
any of the informal bits of writing about the Lawrence family
set down by their contemporaries—including Jessie Chambers
(“Miriam’’) and her younger sister May—and you find no hint
of the intensity or elevation of Sons and Lovers at its best; the
book is miles removed from “‘actual happenings™ as others saw
them. And there’s much in the complex relationship between
Gertrude and Paul Morel that resists definition by psychobab-
ble. Lawrence’s own reaction to psychoanalytical commentators
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on his book was hostile; he said that they ‘“carve a half lie”
out of a work that s, “as art, a fairly complete truth . . .”" A
_predictable, but justifiably dismissive reaction, in my opinion.

I’'s the point about Lawrence’s major themes and doc-
trines—their absence from or unclarity in Sons and Lovers—
that demands attention. Today’s received wisdom holds that
this writer’s high place among English novelists derives in no
small measure from the range of intellectual and aesthetic re-
sources—powers of analysis, historical recreation, prophecy—
that he brought to bear in support of the proposition that the
West is on a disaster course and that all of us must change our
lives. Can a book silent about change rank as the peer of those
works—The Rainbow (1915) and Women in Love (1920)—in
which Lawrence fully articulated his case against modern soci-
ety and for the transformation of the modern mind?

Best to be direct: The Rainbow and Women in Love are
superb achievements, and essential reading for anyone wishing
to approach the core of D. H. Lawrence. Both are brilliant in
their address to the human costs of an industrialism that lusts
for ““a new and terrible purity.” And The Rainbow—in such
chapters as the remarkably moving (and hilarious) “Wedding
at the Marsh”—splendidly evokes the substance of the organic
and communal life of traditional societies. The writer owes
some debts—to the Romantic poets, Nietzsche, Dostoyevsky,
others—but the fundamental originality of his vision stands be-
yond question. In coming to terms with it we not only learn of
our need for a nobler vision of the interdependency of human-
ity and nature, but why history as contrived by promoters of
the idea of progress is shallow, and why self-willed, ego-ridden
individualists are blind to the anti-life dimensions of their own
manipulative genius. The great English critic F. R. Leavis had
these books primarily in mind when he asserted that ‘“‘the in-
sight, the wisdom, the revived and re-educated feeling for
health that Lawrence brings are what, as our civilization goes,
we desperately need.” The Rainbow and Women in Love rank,
without doubt, as indispensable twentieth-century master-
pieces.

Both books are, however, humanly less rich—Iless in touch
with the variousness of experience—than the story of Paul
Morel. The in-touchness 1 speak of brings problems with it, to
be sure; it weakens the author’s hold on his own pre]udlws
prevents him from cutting his sympathies to fit his purpose and
desire. Consider the treatment accorded Paul’s father, Walter
Morel. If Lawrence had been obedient solely to the interests
of coherence, he’'d have represented Walter Morel consistently
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as a brute. How else account for the strong attachment of
mother and son, as well as for all the children’s hostility to the
man? We do indeed see Morel drunk, violent and spiteful,
and hear him explicitly denounced (on a single page Morel is
described as “‘small, mean . .. dirty . .. paltry . .. nasty”).
And we’re not offered a single, off-the-rack, liberal-minded
extenuation. No suggestion that the Walter Morels of the world
aren’t wholly to blame for their defects, or that the responsibil-
ity of financiers and magnates must be examined in any probe
of the brutalization of a coal miner, or that Walter Morel’s
children are themselves diminished when they deny him their
love.

And yet it’s always somehow apparent that Lawrence’s pure
energy of responsiveness—his in-touchness, his instinct for
whole truths—can’t tolerate the oversimplification and false-
hood in the version of Walter Morel that would best suit his
novelistic design and desire. He draws us close, time and again,
to inconveniently complicating evidence. We see Morel gentle
at his wife’s bedside after the birth of Paul. When the butty-
mates gather to share out their earnings, we glimpse solidarities
indicating that Morel, among his own kind, is a decent sort.
Instead of merely noting that Morel at home has good or peace-
ful intervals, Lawrence bends to the task of dramatizing the
pleasures Morel bestows upon others during those intervals.
We take in that the small, paltry, nasty man is also an unpre-
tentious, self-respecting, amusedly self-dramatizing parent at
one with his skills as smith or cobbler or fusemaker, keen on
entertaining his children with stories, inclined to sing as Words-
worth’s solitary reaper sang:

. .. when he worked [he] was happy at work. Sometimes, in
the evening, he cobbled the boots or mended the kettle or his
pit-bottle. Then he always wanted several attendants, and the
children enjoyed it. They united with him in the work, in the
actual doing of something . . . He was a good workman, dex-
terous, and one who, when he was in a good humour, always
sang . . . It was nice to see him run with a piece of red-hot
iron into the scullery crying:

“Out of my road—out of my road!”

Then he hammered the soft, red-glowing stuff on his iron
goose, and made the shape he wanted. Or he sat absorbed for
a moment, soldering. Then the children watched with joy as
the metal sank suddenly molten, and was shoved about against
the nose of the soldering-iron, while the room was full of a
scent of burnt resin and hot tin, and Morel was silent and intent
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for a minute. He always sang when he mended boots because
of the jolly sound of hammering. And he was rather happy
when he sat putting great patches on his moleskin pit trousers,
which he would often do, considering them too dirty, and the
stuff too hard, for his wife to mend.

So impressed have some readers been with Walter Morel—
so admiring of his unselfconscious manliness and his natural
readiness to set his own will aside rather than force it upon
others—that they forget the drinking and the nastiness and un-
dertake to transform him into a Symbol, a “creative life force,”
a positive value to be contrasted with his wife’s negative posses-
siveness and individualistic wilfulness. Late Lawrentian doc-
trine makes much of such contrasts, and it’s not surprising that
critics seek to smuggle one into Sons and Lovers, in order to
sharpen the book’s focus. But to do so means exchanging a
human presence for an abstraction. Experience teaches that
mean and paltry spirits can be, by turns, marvelously lively and
lovable, and that the behavior of persons properly reviled at
one moment may at the next banish revulsion. The character-
ization of Walter Morel reflects the strength of a great writer’s
instinct for the variousness and contradictoriness of life.

Another sign of the vitality of that instinct is Lawrence’s
feeling for the moral complexity of the given social world—the
world of commonplace ambitions, hopes and anxieties, the
world of towns, cramped houses and shops, “nuclear families.”
Everybody who’s lived in it knows this world as a place
wherein, once again, positives confusingly intermingle with neg-
atives. Where do I draw the line between my prideful acquisi-
tiveness and my selfless longing to protect and lift up my
young? My cultural aspirations: how is it that they seem to
testify both to my deep need, resulting from the collapse both
of faith and of community, for some means of attaining per-
sonal consequence, and to my shabby snobbishness? In Sons
and Lovers the muddles of lower and middle life are shown
forth as wholes, mirrors of things as they puzzlingly, intractably
are. The author is quite uninterested in defending the con-
sciousness of the upwardly mobile (as a subsequent generation
was to say)—people driving themselves to “make it” in a
money culture. Yet from start to finish his book is alive to
truths about that consciousness wrongheadedly left out of the
diatribes of many a provocative damnation-dealer in the later
Lawrence.

Which truths, exactly? One that’s deserving of notice is this:
human creatures stirred not by a sense of community but by
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a self-involved act of private purchase may neverthcless earn
profound respect—in fact, may awaken and nourish, as “con-
sumers,”’ a hitherto undiscovered potency for fellow feeling
within themselves. When Gertrude Morel covets, at market, a
“little dish” adorned with cornflowers for which the crockery
man asks sevenpence, she’s enclosed in a fantasy of personal
grace. The object whispers to her, tells her who she is, names
her sense of self. Insinuating, self-endorsing, unrelenting, the
voice confirms her conviction of her difference, her longing for
self-expression and for means of publishing her unique na-
ture.—You care for that which is modest, beautiful, practical.
You are a person of good sense and good taste. Poor though
you are, your inner nature is distinguished. Mrs. Morel struggles
against the tempter. Remembering the precariousness of her
economics, masking the turbulence of desire, “coldly polite,”
she asks the price, realizes it’s impossible—moves on.
But the voice won't be quieted. Poor though you are .

The potman feels the pressure of his customer’s unspoken
yearning. “ . . . She could not leave the marketplace without

it.”” Mrs. Morel feels the potman as her “‘enemy.” Resentment
floods over:

Suddenly he shouted:

“Do you want it for fivepence?”’

She started. Her heart hardened; but then she stooped and
took up the dish.

“I’ll have it,” she said.

“Yer’ll do me the favour, like?” he said. “‘Yer’d better spit
in it, like yer do when y’ave something give yer.”

Mrs. Morel paid him the fivepence in a.cold manner.

“I don’t see you give it me,”’ she said. ‘*You wouldn’t let me
have it for fivepence if you didn’t want to.”

“In this flamin’, scrattlin’ place you may count yerself lucky
if you can give your things away,” he growled.

Bad feeling, clearly. There’s covetousness on one side and,
on the other, bitter impatience at the universal inequity—the
unending dog-eat-dog cheapness of it all. What a world! we
say—closed-in, defensive, pennypinching, wary, huddled, ]eal-
ous of “rights,” self-absorbed. “There must be more money,’
the voices scream in Lawrence’s famous story “The Rocking
Horse Winner.” “There must be more money.—more than
ever! More than ever!” I want | want | wani—

But in Sons and Lovers, as often in life, the tight *‘scrattlin’ ”
world eases unexpectedly. While still at the stall Mrs. Morel
edges forward from anger at the man’s insulting tone to ac-
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knowledgment of his frustration (‘“‘Yes; there are bad times,

and good™”), and a minute later, in Paul's company, her sympa-
thy begins to breathe:

“You know what a wretch I've said [the potman] was? Well,
I don’t think he’s quite so bad . . . I think he can’t make any
money—well, it’s everybody’s cry alike nowadays—and it
makes him disagreeable.”

Shedding the price-and-bargain mentality takes a while, natu-
rally. Mother and son play out a line of suspense to each other,
posing but not pressing a question about how much the dish
cost. Luxuriatingly, teasingly, they let the price question hang
fire, Paul descanting on the decor of the object (*I love corn-
flowers”), his mother prolonging the moment by remembering
an earlier gift (I thought of the teapot you bought”). When
at length, prodded obliquely by her son, Mrs. Morel brings
forth the price, there’s triumph in her voice. When Paul speaks
chidingly (“It’s not enough™), we recognize that he’s compli-
menting a hard bargainer, not uttering moral outrage. When
the two discuss the possibility that unfair advantage has been
taken, it’s the conspiratorial intimacy of lucky thieves that’s
felt, not nascent guilt. (How delicately, here and throughout
the scene, the details of feeling are registered!) And when Mrs.
Morel chides herself (*‘a wicked, extravagant woman’), we
know that this is an act not of recrimination but of superstition
(if I acknowledge the likelihood that, up the road, I'll be pun-
ished for having indulged myself, perhaps that acknowledg-
ment—proof that I'm at least afraid and remorseful—will
convince the gods to let me off just this once). Only slowly
and erratically, only after a succession of feints and ploys,
games and winks, can either party break free of the money
issue, the money entanglement.

But freedom is the destination. One final extravagance is
produced—and now, at last, comes the generous glory of
shared possession, mother and son giving away equally to pure,
selfless joy:

She unfolded another lump of newspaper and disclosed some
roots of pansies and of cimson daisies.

“Four penn’orth!” she moaned.

“How cheap'” he cried.

“Yes, but I couldn’t afford it this week of all weeks.”

“But lovely!” he cried.

“‘Aren’t they!” she exclaimed, giving way to pure joy. “Paul,
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look at this yellow one, isn’t it—and a face just like an old
man!”

Is the face in the flower the potman’s face? Who knows?
What counts is the intricate interweaving of I give and I want.
In this plain room we breathe the familiar sweetsour air of
dailiness, touch the mixed grain of how-it-is; cant about materi-
alism and egotism has no sovereignty over our mind. For the
length of the scene we know all that’s important about the
culture of buy-cheap-and-sell-dear. We know that this culture
dehumanizes—and that it’s an instrument for the release of
kindness, considerateness, love. We know that the hunger for
self-realization—individual style, *‘a new cotton blouse”—can
shut the door on others at a quarter to four in the afternoon
and, a half hour later, open it, welcoming warmth and connection.

And the price (going all the way with the money metaphor
is no mistake) of the knowledge isn’t outrageous. We haven’t
traded a momentous this for a trivial that, haven’t accepted a
reductive version of Idea x in order to hype one or another
neglected Idea y. Fair market value is assigned to the experi-
ence of tough struggle to sustain individuality and self-respect
in the face of fearful adversity. (We participate in this experi-
ence, discover its claim to dignity, by inhabiting the conscious-
ness of willful, dogged, courageous Gertrude Morel.) But our
sympathetic investment in the struggle isn’t so heavy that it
requires us to deny that individuality has limits as a value. The
novelist is moved by the pride of Gertrude Morel, but moved
also by the experience of loss of self, initiation into ‘‘one’s own
nothingness”—witness the magnificent passages after Paul and
Clara’s lovemaking in a field: )

. . . after such an evening they both were very still, having
known the immensity of passion. They felt small, half afraid,
childish, and wondering, like Adam and Eve when they lost
their innocence and realized the magnificence of the power
which drove them out of Paradise and across the great night
and the great day of humanity. It was for each of them an
initiation and a satisfaction. To know their own nothingness,
to know the tremendous living flood which carried them al-
ways, gave them rest within themselves. If so great a magnifi-
cent power could overwhelm them, identify them altogether
with itself, so that they knew they were only grains in the
tremendous heave that lifted every grassblade its little height,
and every tree, and living thing, then why fret about them-
selves? They could let themselves be carried by life . . .
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One can’t ignore, of course, the bleakness at the end; Sons
and Lovers is a tragedy. But that circumstance only qualifies,
doesn’t cancel the larger implicit argument of the whole: the
argument for the variousness of things. It’s difficult to
carefully enough here—hard to avoid blurring the distinction
between the fullness of Lawrentian art and mechanically bud-
geted work that dutifully balances sunshine with darkness, good
news with bad, sentimental love with sentimental squalor. The
emotional rhythms of Sons and Lovers need to be lived into;
terror, defeat, depression, suffering, continuously jostle enthu-
siasm and delight. There is no balance, only a constant
quickness to the truth that, within vital human creatures, trill-
ings of the celebratory nerve rarely seem mindless or tasteless
or wrong. “‘Paul was hugely delighted” . . . “Home was love,
and they loved it with a passion of love, whatever the suffering
had been” ... “The world was a wonderful place ... and
wonderfully beautiful” . . . “Everybody was tip-top full of hap-
piness” . . . The relishing and praising in the book seem almost
ceaseless—ecstasy in the look of a train ticket, in “a positive
miracle of delicate sunshine,” in the downhill motion of a bike,
in the sound of the sea “clanging at the land.” The secret of
the book’s variousness, surely, lies in the irrepressibility of the
author’s impulse to appreciate.

That impulse is present in the later Lawrence—in the works
in which the novelist is in total possession of his vision, entirely
clear about the standards by which each kind of experience,
human, natural, religious, economic, is to be valued. We're as
conscious of the celebratory urge at Tom Brangwen’s table in
The Rainbow as we are at the impromptu dance, at a German
hostel, in Women in Love. But part of the very authority—the
intellectual persuasiveness—of those works stems from the
proof offered earlier in the career that the author’s knowledge
of the grainy familiar world was broad and acute, and that his
access to le close to ourselves was easy and unforced. The
imperishable Lawrence, in my reckoning, includes a half-dozen
poems, a dozen tales, Studies in Classic American Literature,
and two travel books, as well as The Rainbow and Women in
Love. But the sea upon which everything truly weighty in this
author floats is, I believe, the work in your hand.

—Benjamin DeMott
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PART ONE

|
The Early Married Life of the Morels

“The Bottoms’ succeeded to “Hell Row.” Hell Row was a
block of thatched bulging cottages that stood by the brookside
on Greenhill Lane. There lived the colliers who worked in the
little gin-pits two fields away. The brook ran under the alder-
trees, scarcely soiled by these small mines, whose coal was
drawn to the surface by donkeys that plodded wearily in a
circle round a gin. And all over the countryside were these
same pits, some of which had been worked in the time of
Charles 11, the few colliers and the donkeys burrowing down
like ants into the earth, making queer mounds and little black
places among the corn-fields and the meadows. And the cot-
tages of these coal-miners, in blocks and pairs here and there,
together with odd farms and homes of the stockingers, straying
over the parish, formed the village of Bestwood.

Then, some sixty years ago, a sudden change took place.
The gin-pits were elbowed aside by the large mines of the
financiers. The coal and iron field of Nottinghamshire and Der-
byshire was discovered. Carston, Waite and Co. appeared.
Amid tremendous excitement, Lord Palmerston formally opened
the company’s first mine at Spinney Park, on the edge of Sher-
wood Forest.

About this time the notorious Hell Row, which through
growing old had acquired an evil reputation, was burned down,
and much dirt was cleansed away.

Carston, Waite and Co. found they had struck on a good
thing, so, down the valleys of the brooks from Selby and Nut-
tall, new mines were sunk. until soon there were six pits work-
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ing. From Nuttall, high up on the sandstone among the woods,
the railway ran, past the ruined priory of the Carthusians
and past Robin Hood’s Well, down to Spinney Park, then on
to Minton, a large mine among corn-fields, from Minton
across the farm-lands of the valley-side to Bunker’s Hill,
branching off there, and running north to Beggarlee and Selby,
that looks over at Crich and the hills of Derbyshire; six mines
like black studs on the countryside, linked by a loop of fine
chain, the railway.

To accommodate the regiments of miners, Carston, Waite
and Co. built the Squares, great quadrangles of dwellings on
the hillside of Bestwood, and then, in the brook valley, on the
site of Hell Row, they erected the Bottoms.

The Bottoms consisted of six blocks of miners’ dwellings,
two rows of three, like the dots on a blank-six domino, and
twelve houses in a block. This double row of dwellings sat at
the foot of the rather sharp slope from Bestwood, and looked
out, from the attic windows at least, on the slow climb of the
valley towards Selby.

The houses themselves were substantial and very decent.
One could walk all round, seeing little front gardens with auric-
ulas and saxifrage in the shadow of the bottom block, sweet-
williams and pinks in the sunny top block; seeing neat front
windows, little porches, little privet hedges, and dormer win-
dows for the attics. But that was outside; that was the view on
to the uninhabited parlours of all the colliers’ wives. The
dwelling-room, the kitchen, was at the back of the house, fac-
ing inward between the blocks, looking at a scrubby back gar-
den, and then at the ash-pits. And between the rows, between
the long lines of ash-pits, went the alley, where the children
played and the women gossiped and the men smoked. So, the
actual conditions of living in the Bottoms, that was so well built
and that looked so nice, were quite unsavoury because people
must live in the kitchen, and the kitchens opened on to that
nasty alley of ash-pits.

Mrs. Morel was not anxious to move into the Bottoms, which
was already twelve years old and on the downward path, when
she descended to it from Bestwood. But it was the best she
could do. Moreover, she had an end house in one of the top
blocks, and thus had only one neighbour; on the other side an
extra strip of garden. And, having an end house, she enjoyed
a kind of aristocracy among the other women of the “between”
houses, because her rent was five shillings and sixpence instead
of five shillings a week. But this superiority in station was not
much consolation to Mrs. Morel.
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She was thirty-one years old, and had been married eight
years. A rather small woman, of delicate mould but resolute
bearing, she shrank a little from the first contact with the Bot-
toms women. She came down in the July, and in the September
expected her third baby.

Her husband was a miner. They had only been in their new
home three weeks when the wakes, or fair, began. Morel, she
knew, was sure to make a holiday of it. He went off early on
the Monday moming, day of the fair. The two children were
highly excited. William, a boy of seven, fled off immediately
after breakfast, to prowl round the wakes ground, leaving
Annie, who was only five, to whine all morning to go also.
Mrs. Morel did her work. She scarcely knew her neighbours
yet, and knew no one with whom to trust the little girl. So she
promised to take her to the wakes after dinner.

William appeared at half-past twelve. He was a very active
lad, fair-haired, with a touch of the Dane or Norwegian about
him.

“Can I have my dinner, mother?”’ he cried, rushing in with
his cap on. * "Cause it begins at half-past one, the man says
s0.”
“You can have your dinner as soon as it's done,” replied the
mother.

“Isn’t it done?” he cried, his blue eyes staring at her in
indignation. ‘“Then I'm goin’ be-out it.”

“You’ll do nothing of the sort. It will be done in five min-
utes. It is only half-past twelve.”

“They’ll be beginnin’,”” the boy half cried, haif shouted.

“You won't die if they do,” said the mother. “Besides, it's
only half-past twelve, so you've a full hour.”

The lad began hastily to lay the table, and directly the three
sat down. They were eating batter-pudding and jam, when the
boy jumped off his chair and stood perfectly still. Some dis-
tance away could be heard the first small braying of a merry-
go-round, and the tooting of a horn. His face quivered as he
looked at his mother.

“I told you!” he said, running to the dresser for his cap.

“Take your pudding in your hand—and it’s only five past
one, so you were wrong—you haven’'t got your twopence,”
cried the mother in a breath.

The boy came back, bitterly disappointed, for his twopence;
then went off without a word.

“I want to go, I want to go,” said Annie, beginning to cry.

“Well, and you shall go. whining, wizzening little stick!" said
the mother. And later in the afternoon she trudged up the hill



4 SONS AND LOVERS

under the tall hedge with her child. The hay was gathered from
the fields, and cattle were turned on to the eddish. It was
warm, peaceful.

Mrs. Morel did not like the wakes. There were two sets of
horses, one going by steam, one pulled round by a pony; three
organs were grinding, and there came odd cracks of pistol-
shots, fearful screeching of the cocoanut man’s rattle, shouts
of the Aunt Sally man, screeches from the peep-show lady.
The mother perceived her son gazing enraptured outside the
Lion Wallace booth, at the pictures of this famous lion that
had killed a Negro and maimed for life two white men. She
left him alone, and went to get Annie a spin of toffee. Presently
the lad stood in front of her, wildly excited.

“You never said you was coming—isn’t the’ a lot of things?—
that lion’s killed three men—I've spent my tuppence—an’ look
here.”

He pulled from his pocket two egg-cups, with pink moss-
roses on them.

“I got these from that stall where y’ave ter get them marbles
in them holes. An’ I got these two in two goes—’aepenny a
go—they’ve got moss-roses on, look here, I wanted these.”

She knew he wanted them for her.

“H’m!” she said, pleased “They are pretty!”

*“‘Shall you carry 'em, 'cause I'm frightened o’ breakin’ 'em?”

He was tipful of excitement now she had come, led her about
the ground, showed her everything. Then. at the peep-show,
she explained the pictures, in a sort of story, to which he lis-
tened as if spellbound. He would not leave her. All the time
he stuck close to her, bristling with a small boy’s pride of her.
For no other woman looked such a lady as she did, in her little
black bonnet and her cloak. She smiled when she saw women
she knew. When she was tired she said to her son:

“Well, are you coming now, or later?”

‘“Are you goin’ a’ready?”’ he cried, his face full of reproach.

‘“Already? It is past four, / know.”

“What are you goin’ a'ready for?"' he lamented.

“You needn’t come if you don’t want,” she said.

And she went slowly away with her little girl, whilst her son
stood watching her, cut to the heart to let her go, and yet
unable to leave the wakes. As she crossed the open ground in
front of the Moon and Stars she heard men shouting, and
smelled the beer, and hurried a little, thinking her husband
was probably in the bar.

At about half-past six her son came home, tired now, rather
pale, and somewhat wretched. He was miserable, though he



