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2. ‘What on earth did it matter if he was nice or not?’ 
(Aaron’s Rod, chapter 13)

“That’s what one must have, I think,” he continued—“the real, real flame of 
feeling through another person—once, only once, if it only lasts three 
months. See, my mother looks as if she’d had everything that was necessary 
for her living and developing.  . . . She knows; she has been there. You can 
feel it about her, and about him, and about hundreds of people you meet 
every day . . .”
“And you think your mother had it with your father?”
“Yes; and at the bottom she feels grateful to him for giving it her, even now, 
though they are miles apart.”
“And you think Clara never had it?”
“I’m sure.”
Sons and Lovers, chapter 12



3. Three sentences in normal: 
The Rainbow, chapter 9 - grandmother to Ursula3

His life stopped. 

But mine went on. 

Then I married your grandfather.



4. In DHL: non-chronological

My life went on, though his stopped, and I married your grandfather.



5. Poetry Explorer: 
https://cgi.csc.liv.ac.uk/~phil/PoetryExplorer/PoetryExplorerForMacOS.zip
https://cgi.csc.liv.ac.uk/~phil/PEApp/

https://cgi.csc.liv.ac.uk/~phil/PoetryExplorer/PoetryExplorerForMacOS.zip


6. Re-do the sentences



7. Highlight the connections



8. Re-create its inner movements



9. The Rainbow mid-chapter 8, ‘the child was 
infinitely more shocked’          back to chapter start



10.    3 versions in Poetry Explorer



11.  DHL revision 

When he heard the child cry, a terror possessed him, because of the 
answering echo from the far, dark distances in himself.

When he heard the child cry, a terror possessed him, because of the 
answering echo from the unfathomed distances in himself.



12. Always the shining doorway ahead; and then, upon approach, always the 
shining doorway was a gate into another ugly yard, dirty and active and dead.
Always the crest of the hill gleaming ahead under heaven: and then, from the top 
of the hill only another sordid valley full of amorphous, squalid activity.

No matter! Every hill-top was a little different, every valley was somehow new.


