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BIOGRAPHY

David Herbert Lawrence was born in 1885 in Eastwood, Nottinghamshire, the fourth child of Arthur Lawrence and Lydia Beardsall. After attending Beauvale Board School he won a scholarship to Nottingham High School. On leaving school in 1901 he was employed for a short time as a clerk at the Nottingham firm of Haywards, manufacturers of surgical appliances, and from 1902 as a pupil teacher at the British School in Eastwood. He attended the Pupil-Teacher Centre in Ilkeston from 1904 and in 1906 took up a teacher-training scholarship at University College, Nottingham. After qualifying in 1908 he took up a teaching post at the Davidson School in Croydon, remaining there until 1912. 

In early 1912, after a period of serious illness, Lawrence left his teaching post at Croyden to return to Nottinghamshire, shortly afterwards eloping to Germany with Frieda Weekley, the wife of Professor Ernest Weekley. They returned to England in 1914 prior to the outbreak of war and were married at Kensington Register Office on 14 July. Confined to England during the war years, the Lawrences spent much of this time at Tregerthen in Cornwall. In 1919 they left England once more, embarking on a period of extensive travelling within Europe and then further afield to Ceylon, Australia, Mexico and New Mexico. 

His health continued to deteriorate and Lawrence returned to Europe with Frieda in 1925. During his last years Lawrence spent much of his time in Italy making only brief visits to England, the last in 1926. He died on 2 March 1930 at Vence in the south of France. 

Lawrence was a prolific writer - of poetry, novels, short stories, plays, essays, and criticism. His works are heavily autobiographical and the experiences of his early years in Nottinghamshire continued to exert a profound influence throughout his life. 

INTRODUCTION
 Lawrence drew this poem from a meeting with a snake at his watering trough in
 1920-21 when he lived at Fontana Vecchia in Taormina, a town in Sicily on Mount Tauro, overlooking the Bay of Naxos and in sight of Mount Etna. From March 15, 1919, to early June 1923, the central and north-east craters of Etna were active. 
 
I have chosen this poem because Lawrence wants to transmit the readers how our education , and religion,influences in our behaviour and our way of thinking. 

We all are subject to the standard of our culture, and know what to do in a difficult situation. We are taught what is wrong and what is right, but sometimes it is not easy to choose. Knowing what is good or not ,sometimes we question those decisions and we would do things that are supposedly wrong by society. 
D. H  Lawrence’s unsettling opinions earned him many enemies, and endured hardships, official persecution, censorship and misinterpretation 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”.

In this poem the author shows the readers how he was atracted by the snake and the internal struggle he had because he was force to act as the moral values and society marks. As I have pointed before, he not always acted following what society dictates, that is why he was forced to exile, and sometimes accused of being  a spy  in W.W. II.

SNAKE

A snake came to my water-trough




1
On a hot, hot day, and I in pyjamas for the heat,

To drink there.

In the deep, strange-scented shade of the great dark carob-tree

I came down the steps with my pitcher

And must wait, must stand and wait, for there he was at the trough before

me.








He reached down from a fissure in the earth-wall in the gloom

8
And trailed his yellow-brown slackness soft-bellied down, over the edge of

the stone trough

And rested his throat upon the stone bottom,

And where the water had dripped from the tap, in a small clearness,

He sipped with his straight mouth,

Softly drank through his straight gums, into his slack long body,

Silently.







15
Someone was before me at my water-trough,

And I, like a second comer, waiting.

He lifted his head from his drinking, as cattle do,


18
And looked at me vaguely, as drinking cattle do,

And flickered his two-forked tongue from his lips, and mused a moment,

And stooped and drank a little more,

Being earth-brown, earth-golden from the burning bowels of the earth

On the day of Sicilian July, with Etna smoking.

The voice of my education said to me

He must be killed,

For in Sicily the black, black snakes are innocent, the gold are venomous.
26
And voices in me said, If you were a man

You would take a stick and break him now, and finish him off.

But must I confess how I liked him,





How glad I was he had come like a guest in quiet, to drink at my water-trough

And depart peaceful, pacified, and thankless,

Into the burning bowels of this earth?




32
Was it cowardice, that I dared not kill him? Was it perversity, that I longed to talk to him? Was it humility, to feel so honoured?

I felt so honoured.






35
And yet those voices:

If you were not afraid, you would kill him!

And truly I was afraid, I was most afraid, But even so, honoured still more

That he should seek my hospitality

From out the dark door of the secret earth.

He drank enough






41
And lifted his head, dreamily, as one who has drunken,

And flickered his tongue like a forked night on the air, so black,

Seeming to lick his lips,

And looked around like a god, unseeing, into the air,

And slowly turned his head,

And slowly, very slowly, as if thrice adream,

Proceeded to draw his slow length curving round

And climb again the broken bank of my wall-face.


49
And as he put his head into that dreadful hole,

And as he slowly drew up, snake-easing his shoulders, and entered farther,

A sort of horror, a sort of protest against his withdrawing into that horrid black hole,

Deliberately going into the blackness, and slowly drawing himself after,

Overcame me now his back was turned.



54
I looked round, I put down my pitcher,

I picked up a clumsy log

And threw it at the water-trough with a clatter.




I think it did not hit him,





58
But suddenly that part of him that was left behind convulsed in undignified haste.

Writhed like lightning, and was gone

Into the black hole, the earth-lipped fissure in the wall-front,

At which, in the intense still noon, I stared with fascination.


And immediately I regretted it.




63
I thought how paltry, how vulgar, what a mean act!

I despised myself and the voices of my accursed human education.

And I thought of the albatross

And I wished he would come back, my snake.




For he seemed to me again like a king,



68
Like a king in exile, uncrowned in the underworld,

Now due to be crowned again.

And so, I missed my chance with one of the lords

Of life.

And I have something to expiate:

A pettiness.






74
Taormina, 1923
COMMENTARY

In this poem, written in free verse, the author tells the readers, about what happened to him one day in his voluntary exile in Taormina, Sicilia.

It was a hot  day, and still in pyjamas he went to have some cold  water to drink in his water- trough. Line 2 “ On a hot, hot day..”

 There was not much light, it was probaly early in the morning and the carob – tree fomed  a strange shade, line 4 “ strange –scented shade..” this could form an odd situation to place what is going to happen out there.

He found that a snake had come to his water-trough, and had to wait, must wait because it was before him, the snake had arrived before, line 6 “ there he was at the trough before me”
The poet personalice the snake, “he”, treating it as equal.

We can argue that Lawrence is waiting there because it is dangerous to be close to the snake, but in this few lines there is no trace of being afraid of it, he is just waiting because he is a gentleman and the snake had arrived before him.

Both of them are males, and “he was at the trough before me” for that reason, Lawrence “must sand and wait”, almost in disbelief or indignation, but a civilized Brit always respects a queue and never buttss in ahead of the last one in line.
 
In the second paragraph, he descrives how that snake had come to his water-trough, 
line 8 “ from a fisure in the earth-wall” in the gloom, as it was still dark,  and “trailed”over the stone to reach to the tap, where some water was dripping. 

We can notice the use of some adjectives ,carefully chosen, in order to descrive  how this serpent was acting, “softly” and “ silently” as serpents usually do.
In line 16-17, the author explains why he had to wait, and must stand and wait, “someone was before me”,  as we said before the poet is a gentleman and had to wait, he himself is a second comer.

Still, considering the sake as if it were a person,(many of the poems display what John Ruskin called the “Pathetic fallacy”, the tendency to ascribe human emotions to animals and even inanimate objects)
,

 the author continues describing the snake drinking , as cattle do, but there is a moment when the snake realices he is threre, standing up, and it looked at him, without giving hin any importance, line 19 “ and looked at me vaguely”, but after a while, the snake considereing there was no danger, it continues drinking , line 21 “ and stopped and drank a little more”.
The poet, standing there observing the animal , starts considering it, trying to gess to which specie is that snake, and being earth-golden, was venomous.

It is when he has an internal struggle, his education points out that the snake is dangerous and must be killed, line 27 “ And voices in me said , If you were a man.....”

Education and social conventions  make Lawrence think that the poisonous snake must be killed, and that a brave man should undertake the task. 
But on the other hand, he liked the animal and was glad to have that strange visit.
This internal fight makes him think whether he is a coward or not, but what it is true is that he was honoured to have such a guest there. Line 35 “ I felt so honoured”.

This could be interpreted as that he has been tempted by the animal, this special creature who attracts him so much for its beauty, and he sees no reason why to kill something which has nothing done, seems  an  innocen animal.
However, his inner self is trying to convince him to kill him,he must not be a coward and finish with it. This struggle could be interpreted as the decisions we must take in life, on the one hand what we have been taught by following our religious doctrine or our society, on the other what is forbidden or unknown must be destroyed. It is obvious the religious connotation . The snake has been a condemned anymal, in the Bible, it was this animal who tempted Eve and consequentrly Adan , and for that reason they were expulsed from Paradise.
The poet realiced  he was afraid, line 38 “ and truly I was afraid”, but the serpent had drank enough and slowly proceed with magesty, to go into the hole whithout denoting any interest in what is around him. We notice the use of some poems in order to describe the snake’s action “slowly turned his head”, “and slowly, very slowly...”

And it is in line 45 where the author of this poem compares it for the first time to a   god “ and looked around like a god”.
The animal proceeds to go back to his hole, “ a dreadful hole” , “horrid black hole”, Lawrence wants to create in the reader’s mind the sensation of a terrible place, probaly Hell, with the use of this adjectives which accompany “hole”. The serpent has been a considered as Evil in the Bible, so  that is why it lives in the burning bowels of the earth.
Realicing it was going back to the hole and he had done nothing, in his mind the struggle appears again,he has to decide what to do and choose between what is right and wrong, and a sort of horror ivandes him, line 52. So he gets a “clumsy log” and threw it to the snake in order to kill him, but immediately he regretted it.

Line 65,”I despised myself and the voices of my accused human education”

And whished it come back again.

In the next few lines , he considers again, the snake like a king, a king in exile, and it is here where we would see the serpent a king, but a king of demons, animals living in the underworld.
What calls my attention is that the poet whishes that the animal should be crowned again, and that he had missed the chance with such a lord. Why such interest?, probably the author feels atraction for the forbidden, but in the end he really is a coward because he has to follow what is right and is not capable  to go further what society dictates.
CONCLUSION
This poem can be interpreted from differet points of view, could contain sexual connotations with religious symbolism, the snake, as evil trying to tempt the poet to follow the forbidden way of life. As we know, Lawrence developed a sexual relationship with a farmer, so it seems to indicate Lawrence’s fascination with themes of homosexuality.
However, in this poem what is clear is that we are under the influence of our education, and what society dictates,and most of the times we have to face difficult situations following the doctrine of our culture. In this poem, the author feels atraction for that animal, it seems an innocent creature, but it hides a tremendous danger.
But what would be the danger of becoming friend of such a creature, considered evil and condemned by society since the world was created?

The poet acted that day following what he was taught, the right decision, as he is a man and it is supposed to act that way, but in the end he regrets having done that.
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