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In the Spring of 1971, my wife and I spent a short holiday on Lake 
Garda, partly for pleasure, but mainly to see what survived of D. H. 
Lawrence’s Gargnano, celebrated so memorably in his first travel 
book, Twilight in Italy (1916). We were amazed to hear that Il 
Duro, a leading figure in the book, was still alive, and, with 
apprehension, we sought him out. The following sketches are a 
record of the two meetings with the old man, who even if Lawrence 
hadn’t destined him for literary immortality, would have impressed 
one as a remarkable and alluring individual. 
 
First Meeting with Il Duro 

Then the priest, eventually latching on to what we were trying to 
say, called two boys and detailed them to be our guides. In their 
chirpy company we hurried by the infernal racket of a motor-saw, 
went past a little ‘osteria’ and just beyond turned into a gate-way on 
the right hand side. This brought us in front of a modest stone house 
of three storeys which was distempered a reddish-brown. 
 The first boy hesitated momentarily before leading the way 
through an open door, into a place where utensils and implements 
of viniculture were kept. Beyond this (as we were to find out the 
next day) lay the wine-cellar. The boy’s hesitation was enough to 
inspire the thought that he was timorous of the cantankerous 
nonagenarian above; for this was the fixed prejudice I somehow 
then harboured against Il Duro. I was indebted to Signora Cati 
Capelli, of San Gaudenzio, not only for so expectantly being there, 
but also for the not-quite-accurate computation of age. 

PDF created with pdfFactory Pro trial version www.pdffactory.com

http://www.pdffactory.com
http://www.pdffactory.com


Frederick Owen 34 

 We climbed the stone stairs to the first-floor living-quarters, 
walked across a tiny loggia, where an old, low armchair stood 
covered in cushions, and peeped into the living-room. 
 My immediate reaction was one of disappointment. There were 
two old people in the room. There was a shrunken, fragile lady, 
with pure white hair and large dark glasses, who was on her feet; 
and sitting by the raised hearth on which a few twigs of olive 
smouldered was a fat man, quite ordinary, wearing a beret. Could 
this be Il Duro, then? 
 

Only one man came into the house. He was very handsome, 
beautiful rather, a man of thirty-two or -three, with a clear 
golden skin, and perfectly turned face, something godlike. (TI 
173) 

 
 One of the boys explained why we were there and it became 
evident, much to my relief, that Il Duro was not at home, but would 
be back to eat later on. 
 Now, I imagined him as degenerated to a species of decrepit 
lodger. Where was he, might one ask? 
 In the village, Bogliaco. Better to come back tomorrow—
‘vengano ancora domani’. 
 By this time the boys were eager to be off. So we gave them a 
tip and received a perky, retrospective ‘Merci!’ as they clattered 
down the steps. 
 When could we come tomorrow? ‘Quando domani?’ 
 ‘La mattina’, they replied together, the old lady smiling in a 
particularly friendly fashion. 
 So we mustered up an ‘Arrivederci’ and left the house. 
However, we didn’t quit Villavetro at once, but went round the 
corner to the ‘osteria’ and drank some white wine. We even 
engaged in a halting conversation with the rather melancholic 
landlord, and a few minutes afterwards with his jollier wife. I 
tentatively offered the most elementary of phrases—which were, 
nevertheless, frequently desecrated by inappropriate prepositions—
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in an attempt to relate our trip to Salò and the time-trials of the 
‘Giro d’Italia’ witnessed there. 
 Then we went back down towards Bogliaco, keeping an eye out 
for a tottering man with a stick. But we saw no one to answer to 
that description on the hill and entered the village itself. There are 
cafés at both ends of Bogliaco, but the one at the Villavetro end is 
bigger, with palm trees. It was in season for yellowing figs to hang 
over the garden fence. 
 ‘Shall we ask in here for Il Duro?’ said my wife. 
 ‘Oh no! That would be ridiculous’, I replied. 
 Nevertheless, we did go to the doorway and glance in, but there 
were no old men present. 
 ‘We could try the place lower down’. 
 ‘Yes, but only to look in’, I cautioned. 
 This was a restaurant which we had passed the day before and 
had admired its temptingly laid tables, sparkling with upturned 
wine-glasses. In the evening it became miraculously crowded with 
diners. 
 So we went towards this restaurant, passing two elderly men, 
smartly dressed, with whom we exchanged a ‘Buona sera!’ 
 ‘I’ll just pop inside’, said my wife, when we came to the 
restaurant. ‘It can’t do any harm’. 
 I was waiting impatiently outside when she suddenly reappeared 
with the proprietor, who was pointing up the street. We hurried in 
that direction and met a woman. 
 ‘Il Duro?’ asked my wife. 
 The woman pointed further on, and we saw one of the two 
elderly men who had greeted us, the taller one with the trilby. He 
was leaning lightly on his hand against a doorway. 
 ‘Il Duro?’ I queried again, wanting confirmation. 
 ‘Sì’, responded the woman, ‘sì’. 
 The comparative youthfulness of the back she indicated quite 
took me by surprise. And when, after nerving myself for yet 
another plunge into incoherence, I got up to the man, I found no 
discordance in the front view. He looked a good fifteen years 
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younger than he really was, a man with a strong nose and a wide, 
firm mouth. It was a brown, definite, unsunken face, still the ‘clear-
cut face’ which Lawrence describes (TI 175). 
 The dreaded introduction—for all its incoherence—became 
simple, somehow instinctive. I thrust Selected Letters forward. 
 ‘Signor Faustino’, I gabbled, ‘Il Duro, Lawrence’. 
 His initially perplexed face (who can wonder at it?) suddenly 
broke out into a huge and charming grin, displaying strong, spaced 
teeth. He gripped my hand in his own big warm one, grinning on in 
a delighted, boyish way. It was as easy as the reunion of old friends, 
and I immediately felt him to be a friend. All apprehensions of 
cantankerousness and kindred acerbities vanished like the wind. 
 He was—as previously mentioned—smartly dressed. He wore a 
dark-brown jacket (probably the top part of a suit), light-brown 
trousers, woollen waistcoat, white shirt and a tie with pale-blue 
stripes. These sartorial details are not worth trotting out for 
themselves alone, but they aren’t trivial when they confirm the 
impression of Il Duro’s just and manly pride in himself. Despite his 
great age, there wasn’t a hint of senility, of sloppiness. That 
‘strange static perfection’ (TI 178), which so fascinated Lawrence, 
had nobly withstood all those long intervening years. 
 It would be tedious to attempt to convey every nuance of this 
first encounter, but salient instances obtrude themselves. I 
remember I had pushed Selected Letters towards him with the back 
uppermost, showing the photograph of Lawrence taken towards the 
end of his life (1929), with beard and thin reflective face. 
 ‘Lawrence’, I said, pointing. 
 ‘I met son’, replied Il Duro, ‘there—in San Gaudenzio’. 
 Lawrence had only a moustache in 1912/13. 
 ‘This is Lawrence’, I insisted. 
 He stared at the photograph, without speaking. 
 So perforce I had to say something. 
 ‘Desidera qualcosa da beve?’ I advanced with trepidation, 
exploiting a clumsily welded sentence from my study on the Salò 
steamer. 
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‘We want you drink with us’, supported my wife, falling back 
on the elliptical, heavily enunciated English on which she 
habitually founds her trust outside German speaking countries. And 
took his arm. 
 ‘Will you?’ I asked. 
 His face split once more into the great sunny smile as 
understanding dawned. 
 ‘Sì, sì’, he readily agreed. 
 The shorter friend had by now joined us; he had been in his 
house getting some eye-drops for Il Duro to try. He was a nice little 
person, and it was obvious that he greatly admired Il Duro. 
 We all walked towards the nearer café and photographs were 
taken under the fig tree, before entering. First, a group photo; then 
one of the celebrity himself. He took off his new hat and stood 
there, a sturdy figure, a fraction under medium height now. His hair 
of course was no longer ‘jet black and fine and smooth, glossy as a 
bird’s wing’ (TI 173), but still fine, if grey, and neatly brushed 
back. There was a delightful, winning quality about the old man as 
he posed there, a wholesomeness, nothing weak. No wonder the 
women liked him, I thought; and the men. 
 Next, we went into a café and ordered a bottle of red wine. We 
were all excited and enjoyed being together. The unexpected sense 
of fun issued intoxicatingly out of the old man. When we were at a 
loss for words, I would say, jabbing a finger at the book, ‘Il Duro, 
amico di Lorenzo’, and he would grip my hand and beam, 
overjoyed. 
 He didn’t speak much English, but with our modicum of 
phrasebook Italian and mutual good-will the conversation 
progressed satisfactorily. Dickens, it is said, knowing no Danish, 
had a long heart-to-heart discussion with Hans Christian Andersen, 
who knew no English. I now have an inkling of how it comes 
about. 
 As regards information, however, that arising from the 
conversation was necessarily scrappy. One has only to remember 
that Il Duro was thinking back to events which took place over 
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fifty-eight years before to understand why. It is daunting when one 
tries to think back less than half that span of time. Moreover, it is a 
fair assumption that he only met Lawrence three times at the most, 
within the fleeting space of about a fortnight. 
 But the value of that meeting has to be assessed qualitatively not 
quantitatively. It was what Lawrence made of the meeting, and it 
required a remarkable personality like Il Duro’s to provide the 
creative stimulus. This man was a key figure in Lawrence’s 
imaginative analysis of the great cleavage then occurring in the 
Italian consciousness. Grossly to oversimplify, one could define it 
as a struggle between the old order and the new, with the new 
gradually becoming supreme, as it had done a long time before in 
England. The mechanical and abstracting tendencies of modern life, 
children of the mental consciousness, waged successful war on the 
earth-rooted traditions of the past, which drew large sanctions from 
the blood consciousness. 
 Like Paolo Capelli, Il Duro belonged to the old, ‘twilight’ order. 
These two were the type of men who might spend long, 
somnambulistic years in the Mecca of the new consciousness, 
America, but could not finally break away from the organic village 
and land life, with its time-honoured patterns. They stood over 
against the various restless representatives of the new spirit, the 
younger generation—‘John’, for example, or the Italians in Exile, 
who were just as imperatively impelled to follow change, to allow 
themselves to be driven towards a factory-centred existence with its 
illusion of wage-won independence. 
 Yet Il Duro meant much more to Lawrence than a component in 
a cultural upheaval. He was first and foremost a human being, 
unique, ultimately unfathomable. And suffering—suffering perhaps 
without knowing it, since, as with Paolo, the damage had taken 
place in the subconscious. He gave Lawrence a feeling of ‘vivid 
sadness’ (TI 176) because his god-like static perfection set limits on 
his responsiveness to life in the highest degree, resulting as it did 
from being fulfilled in only one direction: the absolutism of the 
senses. 
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 There was no possibility of the dual polarities of consciousness 
flowing into a state of equilibrium through (as Lawrence then called 
it among other things) the mediation of the Holy Ghost, which 
should also have superintended the essential recoil. There was no 
possibility of development in the Lawrentian, life-making sense as 
expressed in the following quotation: 
 

Life is a travelling to the edge of knowledge, then a leap taken. 
We cannot know beforehand. We are driven from behind, 
always as over the edge of a precipice. (‘The Crown’, RDP 
262)  

 
 Nevertheless, something about Il Duro lastingly appealed to 
Lawrence, personally and imaginatively. Perhaps the appeal was 
based, as Twilight in Italy proposes, on something fascinatingly 
antithetical in the Italian. One remembers how Lawrence resented 
the factory hands in the cold valley, not far from lake Zurich, 
speaking lightly of the Gardasee peasantry. Il Duro comes home to 
us with such sympathetic force in the chapter devoted to him. 
Moreover, he seems to have exerted a subtle influence on the 
characterisation in the later literature. Don’t we catch a hint of him 
in the person of Anthony Schofield, the market-gardener in The 
Rainbow, and maybe too in Miss James’ companion in ‘The Last 
Laugh’? The appeal, it need hardly be said, was mutual. 
 Mingled with the awe which the philosophical significance of Il 
Duro—smiling opposite—inspired in me was an almost equal 
amount of amazement deriving from the chronological factor. This 
very man had not only been with Lawrence at San Gaudenzio 
during March-April 1913, but had even been older than the 
Englishman at that time. Marco Capelli, now past his three score 
years and ten, had only been a lad of thirteen then. But Marco was 
much less representative than Il Duro, philosophically a subsidiary 
figure, there to show the consequence of the ill-matched marriage 
of Paolo and Maria rather than participate in a primary role himself. 
Il Duro, on the other hand, had actually engaged in a serious 
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conversation with the writer, at night, more or less privately. He 
had certainly danced with Antonia Cyriax (alias Mrs. Anthony), the 
mysterious, runaway artist, whom Lawrence befriended to do 
Edward Garnett a favour; and probably with Frieda too. 
 Yet all three—Garnett as well—were long dead. Lawrence 
himself had now been dead for over forty years, long enough for 
him to have evolved into indisputable classic status. It was no good; 
the banality of expression couldn’t be avoided: it was as though 
through Il Duro we were vitally linked to a legend. 
 But leaving all that, and more, implicit, we turn to the 
conversation itself. There was talk about the dance at San 
Gaudenzio: 
 

For the dark, handsome Englishwoman, who looks like a 
slightly malignant Madonna, comes Il Duro; for the ‘bella 
bionda’, the wood-cutter. (TI 169) 

 
 Il Duro wanted to know which was Lawrence’s wife, and when I 
told him the ‘bella bionda’, looked thoughtful. 
 And what sort of music had they danced to? I asked. 
 He strummed the air at his hip. 
 ‘Mandolines?’ 
 ‘Sì, mandolini’. 

Had Lawrence himself danced? 
No, he hadn’t. 
How many times had Il Duro danced? 
Once with Frieda, several times with the ‘girl’ (i.e. Mrs 

Anthony). 
My interrogation was rigidly structured, couched, alas, in the 

most elementary Italian. He couldn’t help but wander away from 
the desired simplicity when he responded. But gathering from my 
glazed features that he wasn’t playing the game, he would make a 
courageous effort to speak English. 

‘I ham (the ‘ham’ mightily aspirated) ... in America seven year. I 
com bag ... eighteen ... mille ottocento otto’. 
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‘Nineteen hundred and eight’, I suggested. 
‘Ye ... s, nineteen ’un’red and eight’. 

We chuckled at our common linguistic struggles, and he reached 
over and felt the muscles of my arm. 

All along, his little friend, with his hands on his knees, had been 
leaning associatively into the conversation, gazing with respectful 
attention at Il Duro and joining heartily in the general laughter. 
Occasionally, Il Duro translated what I had said and this gave his 
friend an especial pleasure. 

‘Sì’, resumed Il Duro, patting his chest, ‘ham old. No longer 
have fun. You are strong’. 

Then he twisted round and brushed my wife’s arm with his 
hand: ‘Your wife is also strong’. 

I felt like a circus turn. ‘The Il Duro still looks very strong to 
me’, I said. 

And this delighted him. 
‘You’, he said, taking my hand and shaking it, ‘you!’ 
And here was Il Duro, smiling and sighing for joy, which 

received renewal when he heard that we had previously been 
searching for him in Villavetro. He took an innocent enjoyment in 
his fame. 

I replenished the glasses. 
‘No more, no more!’ he protested. ‘Make drunk. Not walk 

home’. 
Afterwards, he said something to his friend, who obviously 

approved. 
‘We pay for wine’, Il Duro said, turning to me. 
But we wouldn’t have that. 
‘You drink coffee?’ he asked, acknowledging that dissuasion 

was useless. 
‘Yes, yes’. 
‘Then we pay for coffee’. 
His little friend was already patting himself affluentially and 

sliding out his purse. 
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I committed one indiscretion and mention it in order to advert to 
Il Duro’s eyes, which so engrossed Lawrence. For him they were an 
inlet to the psyche. They bespoke the culmination of the sensuous 
Eternity; goat-god’s eyes, satyr’s eyes, but suffering also shone out 
of them. This is how they are described in one place: 
 

His eyes, however, had a sinister light in them, a pale, slightly 
repelling gleam, very much like a god’s pale-gleaming eyes, 
with the same vivid pallor. (TI 173) 
 

I had in fact been looking at them, slyly studying them, ever since 
the first moments of our meeting; for one could hardly help doing 
so. Those grey, gleaming eyes dominate his Red-Indian-strong face. 
In the photographs he showed us the next day, the eyes are the first 
thing one remarks, whether in the child or the man. 
 But a long full life seemed to have subdued the ‘sinister light’ in 
them, while the face as a whole could not now be fairly described 
as predominantly wearing the ‘slightly malignant, suffering look of 
a satyr’ (TI 173). It had at least a wash of good nature and ripe 
contentment over it. 
 However, this doesn’t mean that the Lawrentian divinations are 
spurious. Other inhabitants of Gargnano supplied facts about Il 
Duro’s life which indeed go to confirm them. And in the following 
exchange, in which the indiscretion occurred, an intimation of the 
old cast of expression was evoked, with its sinister lights, stoniness 
and psychic potency. 
 ‘Very long no speak English’, bemoaned Il Duro. ‘Left America 
... lissabut’. 
 As he was speaking I was thinking about his attraction for 
women—the gay bachelor—and imposed my thoughts on that last 
dubious utterance, which I interpreted as ‘Elizabeth’. He obviously 
meant (it came to me, typically, hard upon the blunder): ‘When I 
left America, I could speak a little bit of English’. But I rashly and 
romantically construed it thus: ‘I left America and Elizabeth’. So I 

PDF created with pdfFactory Pro trial version www.pdffactory.com

http://www.pdffactory.com
http://www.pdffactory.com


Meeting Il Duro 43 

returned something flippant, along the lines of ‘Oh, it doesn’t 
matter. There are plenty more fish in the sea’. 
 And his face momentarily froze, stuck stern and stony. The 
sinister light unequivocally gleamed, in a disconcerting fashion. It 
was not, I believe, because he understood the words that he reacted 
thus, but because he felt my response to be inappropriate, possibly 
derisory. The mistake suddenly clicked. I effusively protested that, 
on the contrary, he spoke good English, and the broad grin 
blossomed again. 
 Then he signed his name in a firm copper-plate hand above the 
chapter dedicated to his significance in my copy of Twilight in 
Italy: 
 

Amico il Duro 
Faustino Magri 

2.6.1971 
di anni 89 

Nato il 1882 
 
 It movingly called up entries in the front of a family Bible. 
 The espresso coffee came, and after drinking it we prepared to 
leave. The landlord and landlady, a young couple, seemed pleased 
about our association with Il Duro and even broke into a bit of 
English for the occasion. Il Duro himself insisted on a particular 
favour, that we should visit him at Villavetro on the following day, 
and drink wine. 
 ‘Today you pay’, he said, ‘tomorrow drink wine with me. Only 
we three; my friend not there. We sing’. 
 His friend, though excluded from the convivial prospect for 
some reason, nodded in happy affirmation. ‘Nevertheless’, I 
thought, ‘he isn’t a gay bachelor’. 
 ‘But what time shall we come to Villavetro?’ 
 ‘Uno, due, tre, quattro ... when you will.’ 
 ‘In the morning,’ said Anne, ‘we go Campione. Then we want 
visit you at Villavetro. Now, we take you home’. 
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 ‘Good! good!’ he replied, assimilating only our acceptance of 
his invitation. 
 So we all rose, and Il Duro refitted his trilby. Since he evidently 
wished to stay behind to speak with his little friend, I flicked an 
eloquent nod at Anne. Il Duro didn’t need anyone to escort him. We 
shook hands all round and departed. 
 
Second Meeting with Il Duro 
 It was about a quarter past four the next day when we crossed 
the little loggia to the living-room. Il Duro, who was sitting by the 
tall stone hearth, immediately stood up with a broad smile on his 
face. 
 ‘Come in, come in. We wait for you all afternoon’. 
 ‘Sorry to be late … er … scusi,’ I feebly replied. ‘We’ve just got 
back from Campione’. 
 ‘Sit down, sit down, please’. Il Duro pointed to chairs by the 
table, upright, hard chairs. 
 In the background hovered the small, fragile old lady in dark 
glasses, smiling too. 
 ‘This is my ... mia moglie’, elucidated Il Duro. 
 So he had married after all? Neither he nor Lawrence had 
expected that. 
 But now the phrase-book was unabashedly open. 
 ‘Grazie dell’invito, Signora Faustino’. Though of course she had 
to accept it as a fait accompli. Her hand felt so light and brittle that 
one was scared to squeeze. Clearly, she found it a strain to sit, but 
slid round the back of the table for a while to put us at our ease. 
 Il Duro then asked if we would drink wine, and received an 
enthusiastic affirmative. He placed little green tumblers on the table 
and fetched a big bottle of red wine and two less capacious ones of 
white. We started on the red. The old lady took only a tiny drop in 
the bottom of her glass. 
 ‘Salute!’ 
 ‘Salute!’ we cried. 
 ‘Good?’ 
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 ‘Very good!’ 
 Today Il Duro resembled the relaxed family man. He still wore 
the waistcoat and trousers of the previous afternoon, but without a 
jacket and tie. Reading glasses well down on the nose, incipient 
stubble and a folded newspaper completed the domestic impression. 
 So he had married after all? The contradiction kept nagging. 
Meanwhile, he refilled our glasses and I clumsily manoeuvred the 
conversation round to Lawrence. 
 ‘I eat cheese and bread with Lawrence—there, in San 
Gaudenzio’. He developed the theme in passionate Italian, of which 
I grasped nothing. Seeing this, he tried English; too difficult. So 
deliberately spacing the words, I posed the simple question, ‘Did 
Lawrence understand Italian?’ 
 ‘Tutto!’ he exclaimed, with an emphatic slash of the hand. 
‘Tutto, ma his ... his moglie ... his ...’ 
 ‘Wife?’ 
 ‘Yes! His wife not’. 
 But not enough was being drunk. ‘Drink out! drink out!’ Would 
we now sample his white wine? 
 ‘Gladly’, said I. 
 ‘A little’, said Anne cautiously, ‘or I shall be drunk’. 
 ‘No make sick’, averred Il Duro. ‘Can drink molto. Wine in 
village (i.e. Bogliaco) too much make sick’. 
 He uncorked a bottle and, prior to pouring, shook a jet over the 
flagged floor. Uninitiated, I winced at the extravagance. The wine 
fizzed and sparkled like moscato, but tasted better, drier. Even my 
palette – a rank amateur’s – could certify that both vintages were 
excellent. It was undoubtedly the best wine we had had since our 
arrival, and both red and white were his own. He greedily gulped 
down a glassful, then refilled and sipped. 
 Anne asked him about his work in America. He had just 
returned from Pennsylvania when he met Lawrence. That was the 
year in which emigration reached its peak, in Italy, a total of 
872,000, of which the United States absorbed a large percentage. 
After the First World War it tended to decline. 
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 ‘Very dirty’, he answered, bringing mime to his assistance. 
‘Coal mining’. 
 ‘But you also had another job, didn’t you?’ I interrupted. ‘Nella 
fabrica?’ An enquiry based on Lawrence’s: 
 

He had served chiefly in a flag factory, and had had very little 
to do save push a trolley with flags from the dyeing-room to the 
drying-room—I believe it was this. (TI 175) 

 
 ‘Sì, they make ...’ a gesture of hopelessness over the vanished 
English ‘... bandiere.’ 
 I sketched a crude Stars and Stripes on a blank page of the 
phrase book. ‘Flags?’ 
 ‘Ye ... s, flags!’ 
 A brief, thoughtful silence fell upon him. 
 ‘I had to come back’, he then confessed simply and fluently, ‘to 
my home here’. 
 Hanging from a nail on the wall was a family photograph which 
Il Duro took down to show us. He stood there as a boy of nine or 
ten, crop-haired amongst a numerous progeny, staring out with 
those conspicuous eyes of his. Then he went into the bedroom to 
get something else, and his wife very amusingly picked up the 
newspaper, scrolled it, and brandished it in a mocking way at his 
vacant seat. 
 ‘Il Duro’, I gushed, ‘un uomo grande in Inghilterra’. 
 Smiling ironically, she made an expansive motion of her arms 
and then gave a dismissive flick of her work-roughened hand by her 
ear. It was eloquently expressive of a private and deflating 
knowledge of all her husband’s caprices and foibles. 
 ‘Sì’, she repeated slyly, ‘un uomo grande!’ 
 Il Duro bustled back, boyishly delighted, bringing another 
photograph and a handful of papers. 
 ‘Drink out’, he exhorted, ‘drink out’, and topped up the 
tumblers. 
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 This second photograph, taken, he thought, in 1928, presents 
him in his middle forties, the focal point of a stylised family group. 
He wears a suit, is patriarchally seated and absolutely unsmiling—
nay, grimly defying the camera with those gleaming grey eyes. His 
hair is severely brushed back from his temples, where there is a 
suggestion of grizzling. The moustache flourishes, too—the one 
that the women wished another colour than brown, but were really 
more than satisfied with (TI 175). Il Duro has now abandoned it. In 
this photograph he looks forcibly, forbiddingly male, and offers one 
a juster appreciation of the man whom Lawrence met. 
 Since then, however, an Italian scholar has made available a 
copy of another photograph, from about 1910. On it, the moustache 
hasn’t as yet been realised, but the other striking points of the 
physiognomy which Lawrence picked out for mention are all 
apparent, especially the ‘beautifully drawn’ brows over those 
distinguishing eyes. 
 His wife, in the family photograph, stands dutifully by Il Duro’s 
chair. She has a pretty, delicate face and softly curling hair. We saw 
her when she was eighty-six, so she must then have been over forty, 
but it is difficult to credit it. And equally difficult to imagine her 
transformation into this shrunken old lady, so weak and wrinkled 
and puckered up about the mouth. Her body, not her husband’s, 
suddenly came home to me as indexing the relentless friction of 
those long, lapsed years since Lawrence’s residence on the Garda. 
In visiting the superannuated theatre, we had experienced the 
burden of that past time measured in crumbling stone and dusty 
interior murk. Here, it was poignantly registered on the human 
frame. 
 Two girls and a boy completed the photograph. In fact, at about 
this juncture, the two daughters entered the room, accompanied by 
a pair of small grand-daughters, the elder having sticking plaster on 
both knees. After introductions, the buxom, dark-haired daughters 
kept discreetly in the background, occasionally helping their father 
out when his memory faltered. But one sensed that Il Duro was the 
boss. 
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 The talk moved naturally on to family affairs. I indicated the 
photograph of Signora Faustino as a young wife and mother and 
said ‘Bella’. 
 But she made the flicking gesture by her ear again. ‘Sono 
stanco’, she said, pressing my hand. ‘Pronto morire’. 
 ‘Ma no!’ I protested. It was unthinkable. 
 ‘Sì, sì’, she nodded, slowly, definitively. ‘Sono stanco’. And she 
rested her cheek on prayer-shaped hands like a child solemnly 
playing at sleep; such a small, white head. 
 However, she didn’t remain solemn for long. Soon an amusing 
exchange took place between herself and her husband. It began 
when I managed to convey how we had tracked Il Duro down in 
Bogliaco the day before, not so long after leaving her house. She 
replied (Il Duro himself helping me understand the reply fully) that 
he was there chasing women. ‘Ma no!’ I contradicted again, but she 
nodded and smiled with the same perfect assurance. 
 I looked from one to the other, uncertain quite how to take it. 
Then Il Duro uttered a remark in Italian, nodding towards his wife. 
Of course, it didn’t sink in first time, so he groped for English and it 
suddenly became clear: ‘No good; in bed do nothing’. 
 Even though this multiplied my perturbation, I couldn’t restrain 
myself from bursting out laughing—the thought of the poor little 
fragile creature by my side. Il Duro heartily joined me and so too, 
to my enormous relief, did Signora Faustino. Only Anne looked 
sad, having missed the joke. I shot a sideways glance into the 
shadowy bedroom, at the narrow, old-fashioned beds, chastely 
separate. 
 Then the old lady borrowed Il Duro’s spectacles to riffle through 
Twilight in Italy and said something about ‘il dottore’, the one in 
Villavetro, in connection with books. This book? Had he written 
one? I couldn’t sort it out. 
 The papers which Il Duro had fetched turned out to be a number 
of letters and Christmas cards. He explained that they had been sent 
by English ladies who had been on holiday at Bogliaco. He 
received a card from one of these ladies every Christmas. He was 
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obviously proud of this correspondence; his wife was non-
committal. 
 This proved to be an inspiration; we also formed a pact to keep 
in touch, and addresses were ceremoniously swapped. It was 
particularly important that he have his photograph from us, along 
with a modest present for his wife, for whom, since she was 
unexpected, there had been no provision made. 
 Could we now, since the minutes were ticking inexorably away, 
take some more photographs of Il Duro out in the garden among his 
vines; in, so to speak, his natural habitat? 
 ‘Certo!’ 
 So we all went into the garden, turning right from the loggia and 
down some outside steps. The old lady hobbled painfully between 
the taller daughter and myself, Il Duro having gone on ahead with 
Anne. He was still so vigorous, while his life’s partner had so 
withered and aged. 
 In the garden, which wasn’t very big, we were cordially greeted 
by some other people, neighbours, who had somehow got wind of 
us, and had drifted up out of friendly curiosity, as they do in South 
Wales. One of them, though, was Il Duro’s son, who was very 
diffident and retiring. The newcomers lingered long enough to 
participate unself-consciously in a ‘family’ snap and then 
unobtrusively slipped away. Afterwards, grandfather and 
grandmother posed with their two grand-daughters. Il Duro may 
have made a late start, but his family now prospered like his vines. 
 It was in fact among his vines, alone, that a culminating study of 
him was desired, for they constitute an indispensable backcloth to 
Lawrence’s portrait of him. It was within a green and living setting, 
the element of the god Pan, that Lawrence’s abiding recollection of 
this man shone most vividly—this man who, strange and puzzling 
though it was, since there was nothing between them but ‘complete 
difference’, almost loved him: 
 

I can always see him crouched before the vines on his 
haunches, his haunches doubled together in complete animal 
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unconsciousness, his face seeming in its strange golden pallor 
and its hardness of line, with the gleaming black of the fine hair 
on the brow and temples, like something reflective, like the 
reflecting surface of a stone that gleams out of the depths of the 
night. (TI 178) 

 
 This is not only a precise, skin-deep description; it is also one 
completely in harmony with the psychic intention. It is a profound 
reaching down below Il Duro’s social personality to the ‘carbon’ of 
his being. Inferences are there in the features, veins of surface coal, 
as it were, but it requires a superbly imaginative intuition to explore 
to their source. 
 The complicated idea of unbalanced sensuality, which the 
implied moon imagery helps unfold, stands at the opposite pole to 
the consciousness of the old spinning-woman who only woke to 
life, like a flower, with the day and sunlight. ‘She,’ Lawrence tells 
us, ‘did not know the yielding up of the senses and the possession 
of the unknown through the senses, which happens under a superb 
moon’ (TI, 113). 
 Naturally, Il Duro couldn’t be asked to go down on his 
haunches, though, if asked, no doubt he would have done so with 
the greatest good will. For the first time, one experienced a twinge 
of pity, when instructions where he should stand seemed to confuse 
him. There was the hint of the dazed misunderstanding of a mind 
taxed well beyond its normal life-expectancy. But a daughter came 
and gently positioned him up against the vines, placing a tendril 
within his fingers. As mentioned earlier, his local reputation may 
have had its dubious facets, which intriguingly corroborate 
Lawrence’s psychological insights, but at that moment he presented 
a picture of splendid old age. 
 Put on their toes by our research, and the rumours thereof 
bruited abroad, certain members of the journalistic staff of the 
Giornale di Brescia descended on Gargnano early the following 
autumn. What they wrote about Il Duro, of which the quotation 
below is an extract, is interesting and fair: 
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Il Duro, chiamato ‘Faüstì Dür’, vive ancora a Villavetro. Oggi, 
che a 89 anni, è un bell’uomo vivace, sano, senza rughe, con 
tutti i denti.1  

 
 Anent the preservation of his teeth, Il Duro is reported to have 
said ‘They are mine’, an assertion not to be refuted. A less 
felicitous aspect of the journalism concerns the present writer who 
finds himself ‘il tedesco che sta scrivendo un libro su D. H. 
Lawrence (the article was called ‘H. D. Lawrence spettatore a 
Gargnano’) ospite di Villa di Gargnano intitolato Sessant’anni dopo 
...’ 
 Shortly afterwards, we returned to the house, but everyone 
except Il Duro and Signora Faustino had dissolved into thin air. 
Though Il Duro wanted us to stay longer, it would have been 
ungracious, considering how weary the old lady now appeared. So 
we only allowed ourselves a few parting phrases with her. We 
would come again to Gargnano, we said, and pay her another visit 
at Villavetro. But she repeated the child-like counterfeit of sleep so 
gravely that it denied opposition. However, Il Duro would have it 
that we inspect his wine-cellar before departing, so the three of us 
trooped down to the ground floor, with me idly wondering whether 
the promised singing would now take place, the mood being 
somehow all wrong. 
 In the small, improvised cellar were barrels of assorted 
capacities, some quite huge; but they sounded empty. One side of 
the room was entirely and incongruously monopolized by a noble 
stone fireplace which would not have disgraced the banqueting hall 
of a medieval castle. Leaning up against this, Il Duro launched into 
an earnest résumé of the secrets of wine-making. But alas, we 
soaked up so little of it. Eventually, without being aware of having 
broken into song, we were shaking hands in the doorway and 
crossing the road. But before being swallowed up in the tortuous 
course of the cobbled alleyway, we glanced back up at the loggia, 
and there was the old woman smiling and waving enthusiastically. 
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 ‘Wir freuen uns auf ein Wiedersehn’, Anne called. 
 But it was not to be. Signora Faustino died almost exactly a year 
later. Nor did we see Il Duro in person again, but he kept in touch, 
usually with cards at Christmas and Easter. Apparently 
indestructible, he lived till well over ninety in his little house at 
Villavetro on the ‘bright Garda’ until 1975, when even he, ‘the hard 
one’, had to give way before the adamantine pressure of time. 
 
 
 
 
 

  
 
Il Duro. 
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Il Duro in his vineyard with Frederick Owen. 
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Il Duro with his family and friends. 
 
 

AFTERWORD 
 

N. H. REEVE 
 

The pieces above are two chapters from Frederick Owen’s 
unpublished monograph Lawrentian Places, which he completed 
around 1977, having previously used some of the material in the 
MA thesis he had submitted at what was then known as the 
University College of Swansea, now Swansea University. Three 
articles derived from his extensive researches appeared in the 
1970s,2 but otherwise none of the material—and none of his 
substantial collection of Lawrence-related photographs—has 
appeared in print until now. Owen’s literary executor, Dr Derek 
Lee, tried to get Lawrentian Places published in the early 1980s, 
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but had no success, despite the enthusiastic support of Richard 
Hoggart.  

Frederick Owen was born in 1932, the son of a miner from 
South Wales. He was brought up in Gloucestershire, attended 
Newent Grammar School, studied at Fircroft Working Men’s 
College in Birmingham (where he met Derek Lee), and 
subsequently at the University of Leicester, where Hoggart was one 
of his tutors. He then trained as a teacher in Bristol, and worked at a 
number of schools in the UK, Denmark, Germany and Uganda. He 
began working on Lawrence at the University College of Swansea 
in the late 1960s, and together with his wife Anne, decided to 
explore all the places in the UK and Europe that Lawrence had 
visited or lived in, reconstructing Lawrence’s own routes, trekking 
on foot through valleys and over mountain passes, and carefully 
studying whatever could be found that still survived from 
Lawrence’s day. For the early 1970s, this was genuinely pioneering 
literary-biographical research. Owen was able to correct many of 
the misleading impressions of Lawrence’s travels given by David 
Garnett, Richard Aldington and Harry T. Moore, among others, and 
with Anne taking photographs of everything significant along the 
way, a substantial archive record was built up at a time still close 
enough to Lawrence’s own for much of what he knew to be still 
visible. Apart from ‘Il Duro’, Faustino Magri, the Owens talked 
with and photographed Marco Capelli, the son of Paolo and Maria 
Capelli with whom the Lawrences had stayed at San Gaudenzio in 
1913, and Lena Trachsel, the daughter of the Lawrences’ landlord 
and landlady at Kesselmatte in Switzerland in the summer of 1928. 
Lena Trachsel, who was living in Geneva, gave the Owens a 
photograph of Frieda, and they were also able to obtain from 
Lawrence’s niece Margaret Needham, née King, copies of 
photographs of Margaret herself (who had visited her uncle at 
Kesselmatte) and the Trachsel family. The Owens also made as 
complete a photographic record as they could of the Bavarian 
shrines along Lawrence’s route into the Alps, retraced the 1921 trip 
to Sardinia, covered all the Rhineland, Etruscan and Austrian 
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journeys, and produced some interesting research on the Forest of 
Dean house which the Carswells rented in 1918 and which 
Lawrence used as the setting for the story ‘The Blind Man’. 

Anne Owen died of cancer in 1979, and Frederick took his own 
life the following year. He was 48. In 1985, Derek Lee deposited 
the bulk of Frederick’s literary remains in the library of the 
University College of Swansea, and earlier this year, 2006, he 
kindly added several more writings and photographs to this 
collection. The files now include the various stages of the research 
leading up to Lawrentian Places, together with an unpublished 
thesis on the Dymock Poets, a substantial quantity of photographs, 
prints and slides, original and copied, and a letter to Owen from Il 
Duro, written in a slightly shaky but still bold and florid hand. It is 
hoped that more of this material may be published in the future, for 
its intrinsic interest and as a tribute to a dedicated scholar. 
 
                                                   
1  Giornale della Brescia, 6 September 1971. 
2  These were: ‘San Gaudenzio Today’, The Human World, nos. 15-16 
(1974) (this article was extracted from Lawrentian Places and described 
Owen’s meeting with the surviving members of the Capelli family); ‘D. H. 
Lawrence and Max Mohr: A Late Friendship and Correspondence’, D. H. 
Lawrence Review, Vol. 9, No. 1 (1976); and ‘A Note on Carl Seelig and 
D. H. Lawrence’, Contemporary Review, Vol. 229, No. 1330 (1976). Paul 
Eggert made reference to Owen’s MA thesis in his edition of Twilight in 
Italy and Other Essays (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1994), 
271, 291. 
 I would like to thank Dr Derek Lee for supplying many biographical 
details. 
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PROVINCE OF CAGLIARI 

DEPARTMENT OF CULTURE HERITAGE ARTS AND SPORT 
 

D. H. Lawrence Prize for Travel Writing 
 
The Provincial Administration of Cagliari in collaboration with the 
Borough of Mandas announces the D. H. Lawrence Prize for Travel 
Writing to be awarded for contemporary works of fiction or non-
fiction. The Prize aims at encouraging the genre of travel writing as a 
means of developing understanding among people from different 
cultures. It also aims at promoting interest in a touristic and cultural 
route in the footsteps of the trip made by D. H. Lawrence in Sardinia 
in 1921, and described in his book Sea and Sardinia. The natural 
home of the Prize is Mandas, a little village where D. H. Lawrence 
spent a night and the location of the future D. H. Lawrence Literary 
Park. 

The presentation of the Prize will take place in Mandas, in 
Sardinia, in Spring 2007 at the Convento di San Francesco. 

The Prize is divided into two categories:  
 

(1) Fiction or non-fiction works published in Italian or English. 
Authors with books published during 2005-6 by registered publishers 
and on sale in regular outlets may take part. The jury in this category 
may consider and eventually award the Prize to works published in 
Italian or English that have not been sent to the Prize Secretariat but 
that have been nominated by at least two of its members.  
(2) Unpublished works (short stories and/or travel diaries) in Italian 
only. 
 
The annual Prizes will amount to €12,000.00 (twelve thousand) for the 
published works and €3,000 (three thousand) for the unpublished. 

The jury will consist of six British and Italian novelists, historians 
and essayists. Six copies of the work to be submitted should be sent to 
the Prize Secretariat no later than 31 December 2006.  Address: ‘D. H. 
Lawrence Prize’ Secretariat, c/o Associazione culturale Italia-
Inghilterra, Via Machiavelli 97-09131 Cagliari, Italy 
 

PDF created with pdfFactory Pro trial version www.pdffactory.com

http://www.pdffactory.com
http://www.pdffactory.com


    E47c: Composite MS-TS 
 
 
E47d: Am. TS     E47e: Eng. TS 
 
       
      Eng. 1st proofs 
 
Am. 1st proofs; 3rd 
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       proofs  2nd proofs 
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proofs           proofs 
      BBFEng 
 
Am. 3rd proofs 
     E47h: Author’s copy 
 
 
BBFUS     Collected proofs 
 
 
     Collected Poems 
 
            E47.2: Section prefaces 
 
          BBF Cresset 
 

 
Fig. 1: Stemma of Birds, Beasts and Flowers, showing the trans-

mission of extant, known and hypothetical documents and editions. 
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