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As everyone reading this journal will know, Lawrence died on 2 
March 1930. He had been trying to recover his health in the Ad 
Astra, a sanatorium which was in Vence, a small French town some 
ten or so miles above Nice. When his condition worsened, he 
insisted on discharging himself and went with Frieda to a rented 
house in the town, known as the Villa Robermond. The other 
family member who was there to look after him at this house was 
his step-daughter Barbara Weekley (Barby as she was always 
called); but there was also present an English nurse whom Frieda 
had hired. 

It would be interesting to know who this nurse was. She may 
have been called Evelyn Thorogood since in October 1937 
someone of that name sent to the Evening Standard a page of 
doodles which she claimed to have found “one morning on 
[Lawrence’s] breakfast tray”. These doodles are familiar to 
Lawrentians because they were reproduced in the third volume of 
Edward Nehls’s Composite Biography.1 As the illustration 
indicates, they include a cross of David, the sun with a face on it, a 
cockerel or bird of paradise and, in the middle, a drawing of a 
railway engine, reminiscent perhaps of those engines which used to 
shuttle coal from the pit-head often described in Lawrence’s stories 
or novels – although this one is followed by a man with a flag. On 
the left is a game of noughts and crosses and at the bottom an 
address in Paris (33 rue de Berri), with what might possibly be a 
telephone number. But the doodle which catches the eye is in the 
bottom right-hand corner and shows a man lying on a bed (the 
drawing makes it look more like a hospital trolley) with his beard 
pointing vertically, and therefore almost comically, upwards. There 
are two ways in which this doodle might bring Lawrence to mind. 
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In the first place, beards had become rare by 1930 and Lawrence’s 
own was something of a personal trademark. When in February 
1929 he appeared in an Evening Standard cartoon which featured 
the censorious Home Secretary, Joynson-Hicks, as a policeman 
evicting a number of prominent contemporary authors from “The 
Literary Hyde Park”, it was by a luxuriant black beard that 
Lawrence was most easily identifiable.2 The second way is more 
specific. In the early afternoon of 2 March Lawrence’s condition 
became even worse than it had been and he complained to Frieda 
that he was delirious. What he meant was that he could see his own 
body lying on a table on the other side of his bedroom. Could not 
this representation of a bearded man on a trolley or table be a 
representation of what Lawrence could then see?  
 There is plenty in these doodles to encourage an investigation of 
a dying man’s thoughts, to initiate a psychological or even a 
psychoanalytic enquiry. But are they in fact his? Evelyn Thoro-
good says that she found them on Lawrence’s breakfast table “one 
morning” but since he moved to the Villa Robermond on 1 March 
and died the following day, one morning there is all he had. This 
could be no more than a minor failing of memory on her part, seven 
years after the event, so the more serious move to make is perhaps 
to look at the handwriting. All one has to go on here is the 
expression “Day by Day” in the top left-hand corner (not very 
helpful, perhaps, since those words are printed); the three versions 
of “Multitudes” on the right, written as if this was a word the writer 
had forgotten how to spell; and above all the Paris address (which is 
one, incidentally, that does not appear to belong to any of 
Lawrence’s known contacts there). Without being a graphologist, it 
is possible to say that although the handwriting may appear quite 
similar to Lawrence’s, there are nevertheless significant differences 
(in the way, for example, of writing the lower case d). More 
immediately striking however is the crossed seven in what might be 
a telephone number below the address. Lawrence lived on the 
European continent for many years but, as far as I know, crossing 
his sevens in the continental fashion was a habit he never acquired. 
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 Although these differences could be accounted for by the 
extreme circumstances in which the doodles were made, they are 
worrying. Even more so is the paper on which the doodles appear.  
This is a compliments slip from The New English Weekly, a journal 
founded by a well-known figure from the London literary world, 
Alfred Richard Orage. As the editor of The New Age from 1907 to 
1922, Orage had been influential in Lawrence’s intellectual life 
since it was in his journal that articles about Nietzsche, and many 
other avant-garde figures, appeared. The New Age was also where 
Katherine Mansfield published several of her early stories. What 
put an end to Orage’s editorship was that he became preoccupied 
with Gurdjieff, the charismatic founder of the Institute for the 
Harmonious Development of Man, in Fontainebleau. Orage foll-
owed him there in 1922, and then moved to New York where he 
supervised the master’s interests. The bearing of this itinerary on 
the likely authenticity of the Lawrence doodles is that Orage did not 
return from New York to England until May 1930, and that the first 
number of The New English Weekly did not appear until April 1932. 
It is possible for a journal to have a compliments slip ready before 
the publication of its first number, but highly unlikely that one was 
available two years in advance, and while its future editor was still 
abroad. 
 It would seem, then, that these doodles are not after all by D. H. 
Lawrence. Yet if one is in fact dealing here with a case of forgery 
or false attribution, what could be the motive? Shortly after his 
death there was a great deal of interest in Lawrence but by 1937, 
when Evelyn Thorogood sent in her doodles, it had died down. 
What could she have to gain by either forging a document or falsely 
attributing a genuine page of doodles to him? It is possible to 
suggest an answer to that question by going beyond the 
reproduction in Nehls to the newspaper where they first appeared. 
The surprise here is that those supposed to be by Lawrence are not 
alone but accompanied by six others and that these seven doodles, 
or collections of doodles (there ought to be a collective noun), take 
up a whole page of about the size of a page in the present Evening 
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Standard. Each group of doodles has a title and is accompanied by 
an interpretation of their meaning, or a psychological ‘analysis’, 
provided by one of the paper’s experts. Those which concern me 
here carry the title ‘From D. H. Lawrence’s Death Bed’ and the 
accompanying analysis is as follows: 
 

A doodle done during a period of anxiety and depression. Is 
impatient of the present conditions and worried by his inability 
to alter them. Is liable to be overwhelmed by an emotion. 
Interested in the occult. A creative mind struggling with 
adverse circumstances. 

 
This might have been quite impressive had it been written blind, 
and without the obvious hints provided by the title. 
 The Evening Standard, it turns out, was running a series on 
doodles: a page of them appeared every day; and it paid half a 
guinea to anyone who submitted a batch deemed worthy of 
publication. There was in addition a prize of ten guineas for 
whichever were judged the best doodles of the week. Evelyn 
Thorogood did not win this prize but there would have been enough 
financial incentive in the half-guinea, and the possibility of more, 
for her to have stretched a point or two. This does not prove that 
she was not the nurse Frieda hired. She may well have been and 
confused the drawings with those made by another patient in the 
South of France whom she had been hired to attend. She may have 
been someone who knew the nurse in question and misunderstood 
what that person told her. The only reasonable certainty is that the 
doodles she sent to the Evening Standard were not drawn by 
Lawrence and indeed it seems unlikely, on reflection, that any man 
who was close to death, and who saw his own body on a table 
opposite, would be in any state to draw that body so clearly.  
 
                                                
1  Edward Nehls, D. H. Lawrence: A Composite Biography (Madison: 
University of Wisconsin Press, 1957-59), iii, 440. 
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2  This cartoon, published in the Evening Standard of 26 February 1929, 
is reproduced in Keith Sagar, The Life of D. H. Lawrence: An Illustrated 
Biography (London: Eyre Methuen, 1980), 232. 
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