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Brief comment and general introduction
O 5 | K

Lady Chatterley’ s Lover is a most notable book for its contro-
versy surroundings due to its sexual content. It was published pri-
vately in Florence in 1928, in a bowdlerized version in London in
1932 and finally unexpurgated by Grove Press in America in 1959.
It was also Lawrence’s last novel. It is the story of Connie, Con-
stance Reid. She marries Sir Clifford Chatterley in 1917, but soon
he was wounded in the war and must be confined to a wheelchair
permanently. After a brief affair with Michaelis, the playwright
that leaves her unsatisfied, Lady Chatterley enjoys an extremely
passionate relationship with the gamekeeper on their estate. The
later stages of the novel move onto the issue of her pregnancy by
Mellors and her trip to Venice to disguise the true parentage of the
child. The truth is eventually uncovered and the novel ends with a

sense of fulfillment for both Lady Chatterley and Mellors although
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the situation is never fully resolved. The story and its sentiments
suggest that the sexual relationship is the most profound of all and
that it may be debased either by treating it lightly or by viewing it
with shame (the attitudes seemingly taken by young and old

respectively).
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1. 464, Lady Chatterley’'s Lover HaRAABWA

2. 1% . David Herbert Lawrence & - #5144%- 257c%7 (1885~1930)

3. =2BAD.
Connie (Constance) A (MNTIBNT)
Mr. Mellors B DN
Clifford FEIBA

4. &£ Third person narration (F=AmReat)

5. Good Quotations: (93 )

(1) It is rather hard work : there is now no smooth road into the
future: but we go round, or scramble over the obstacles.
We'’ ve got to live, no matter how many skies have fallen.

(2) Time went on as the clock does , half past eight instead of
half past seven.

(3) 1t was a lovely morning; the pear-blossom and plum had
suddenly appeared in the world in a wonder of white here
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and there.
(4) Gold of sunshine touched the closed white curtain.

(5) “Not unless it’ s one time in a thousand, but you never
know.”

(6) And Connie felt herself released, in another world, she
felt she breathed differently .

(7) She was so drifted away that he glanced up at her quickly ,
and saw the utterly still, waiting look on her face.
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Chapter 1

Qurs is essentially a tragic age, SO we refuse to
take it tragically. The cataclysm® has happened, we
are among the ruins; We start to build up new little
habitats, to have new little hopes. It is rather hard
work : there is now no smooth road into the fu-
ture, but we’ ve got to live, no matter how:
hard it will be.

This was more or less Constance Chatterley’ s
position. The war had brought the roof down over her
head And she had realized that one must live and
learn.

She married Clifford Chatterley in 1917, when he
was home for a month on leave. They had a month’ s
honeymoon Then he went back to Flanders: to be
shipped over to England again six months later, more
or less in bits, Constance, his wife, was then twenty-
three years old, and he was twenty-nine.

His hold on life was marvelous. He didn’t die, for
two years he remained in the doctor’ s hands, with the
lower half of his body, from the hips down,
p_aralyzeo® for ever.

This was in 1920, Clifford and Constance re-
turned to his home, Rigby Hall, the family “seat”. His
father had died, Clifford was now a baronet®, Sir Cli-
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ford, and Constance was Lady Chatterley. Clifford had
a sister, but she had departed. Otherwise there were
no near relatives. The elder brother was dead in the
war, Crippled forever, knowing he could never have
any children, Clifford came home to the smoky Mid-
lands to keep the Chatterley name alive while he
could.

He was not really downcast. He could w_hge_@
himself about in a wheeled chair, and he had a bath-
chair with a small motor attachment, so he could drive
himself slowly round the garden and into the park, of
which he was really so proud. He remained strange
and bright and cheerful, with his healthy-looking face
and his pale-blue, challenging bright eyes. His shoul-
ders were broad and strong, his hands were very
strong He was expensively dressed, yet still in his
face one saw the watchful look, the slight vacancy of a
cripple.

Constance, his wife, was a ruddy®, country-
looking girl with soft brown hair and gu_rgp body, and
slow movements, full of unusual energy. She had big,
wondering eyes, and a soft mild voice, and seemed
just to have come from her native village. !t was not
so at all, Her father was the once well-known R. A, ,
old Sir Malcolm Reid. Constance and her sister Hilda
had had what might be called an unconventional up-
bringing They had been taken to Paris and Florence
and Rome to breathe in art, and they had been taken
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also to the Hague and Berlin, to great Socialist con-
ventions.

Both Hilda and Constance had had their tenta-
tive® love affairs when they were eighteen. It was ob-
vious in them too that love had gone through them:
that is, the physical experience. They’ re more bloom-
ing, their young angularities® softened.

‘ However, came the war. Hilda and Connie were
rushed home again after having been home already in
May, to their mother’ s funeral. Before Christmas of
1914 both their German young lover was dead: where-
upon the sisters wept, but then forgot them, as they
didn’ t exist.

Hilda suddenly married a man ten years older than
herself, an elder member of the Cambridge group, a
man with a fair amount of money, and a comfortable
family job in the government: he aiso wrote philosoph-
ical essays. She lived with him in a small house in
Westminster®, and moved in that good sort of society
of people in the government who are, or would be, the
real intelligent power in the nation,

Conmnie’ s “friend” was a Clifford Chatterley, a
young man of twenty-two, who had hurried home from
Bonn, where he was studying the technicalities of coal-
mining He had previously spent two years at Cam-
bridge Now he had become a first lieutenant® in a
smart regiment, so he could mock at everything more
becomingly in uniform.
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Clifford Chatterley was more upper class than
Connie, and was better bred than Connie. He was at
his ease in the narrow “great world”, but he was shy
and nervous of that other entire big world which con-
sists of the middle and lower classes, and foreigners.
If the truth must be told, he was just a little bit fright-
ened of middle-and lower-class humanity, and of for-
eigners not of his own class. He was, in some way,
conscious of his own defenselessness, though he had
all the defenses of privilege®.

In 1916 Herbert Chatterley, the elder brother of
the family, was killed, so Clifford became heir. He
was terrified even of this. His importance as son of Sir
Geoffrey, and child of Rigby, was so ingrai in
him, he could never escape it. Now he was heir and
responsible for Rigby. Was that not terrible?

Sir Geoffrey wanted Clifford to marry. He barely
mentioned it: he spoke very little, But his silent insis-
tence was hard for Clifford to bear up against. Clifford
married Connie, nevertheless, and had his month’ s
honeymoon with her. it was the terrible year 1917,
and they were intimate as two people who stand to-
gether on a sinking ship. He had been virgin when he
married: and the sex part did not mean much to him.
They were so close, he and she, apart from that. Clif-
ford anyhow was not just keen on his “satisfaction”,
as so many men seemed to be. No, the intimacy was
Jeeper, more personal than that. And sex was merely
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an accident, but was not really necessary. Though
Connie did want children: if only to fortify® her against | (D[ 'fotrfar] vz. 4 & %%
her sister-in-law Emma.

But early in 1918 Clifford was shipped home
smashed, and there was no child. And Sir Geoffrey | @[ 'feegrin] n 1%, %1%, %

died of chagrin®. )3
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Chapter 2

Connie and Clifford came home to Wragby in the
autumn of 1920, Miss Chatterley, still disgusted® at | (D[ dis'gast] vi. 4 AR E, 4
her brother’ s defection, had departed and was living AB B v AR
in a little flat in London.

There had been no welcome home for the young
knight, no festivities, and no deputation, not even a
single flower. There was no communication between
Wragby Hall and Tevershall village, none. it was not | [iX 3f R 2 B % /47 R & 2%
that they were_unpopular, they belonged 1o another | &, il & 754" LA KT
species altogether from the miners. RI# A=A HE.]

Clifford left the miners alone, and she leamt to do
the same: she just went by without iooking at them,
and they stared as if she were a walking wax figure.
When he had to deal with them, Clifford was rather
haughty®; One could no longer afford to be friendly. | @[ hot1] a. #4% &
And he was neither liked nor disliked by the people.

But Clifford was really extremely shy and self-
conscious now he was lamed. He hated seeing anyone
except just the personal servants, For he had to sit in
a wheeled chair. Nevertheless he was just as carefully
dressed as ever, and from the top he looked just as
smart and impressive as ever. But his eyes, at the
same time bold and frightened, assured and uncertain,
revealed his nature.
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He was not in‘ touch. He was not in actual touch
with anybody. Even Connie felt that she herself didn’ t
really, not really touch him. Yet he was absolutely de-
pendent on her, he needed her every moment. Big and
strong as he was, he was helpless. He could wheel
himself acout in a wheeled chair, and he had a sort of
bath-chair with a motor attachment, in which he could
wf_i@ slowly round the park. But alone he was like a
lost thing. He needed Connie to be there, to assure
him he existed at all,

Still he was ambitious. He had taken to writing
stories; curious, very personal stories about people
he had known. Clever, and yet, in some mysterious
way, meaningless. The observation was extraordinary
and peculiar. But there was no touch, no actual contact.
It was as if the whole thing took place in a Lag__u_n®

But Clifford was almost rnorbidlp sensitive about
these stories. He wanted everyone to think them
good, and the best of all. They appeared in the most
modern magazines, and were praised and blamed as
usual But to Clifford the blame was torture, like
knives goading® him. It was as if the whole of his be-
ing were in his stories.

Comnie helped him as much as she could, He
tatked everything over with her, and she had to re-
spond with all her might. 1t was as if her whole soul
and body and sex had to rouse up and pass into theme
stories of his. This thrilled her and absorbed her.
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Of physical life they lived very little. It was in her
second winter at Wragby her father said to her: “I
hope, Connie, you won’ t let circumstances force you
into being a demi-vierge®. ”

“A demi-vierge!” replied Connie vaguely. “Why?
Why not?”

“Unless you like it, of course!” said her father
hastily. To Clifford he said the same, when the two
men were alone: “I’m afraid it doesn’ t quite suit Con-
nie to be a demi-vierge. ”

“A half-virgin!” replied Clifford, translating the
phrase to be sure of it.

He thought for a moment, then flushed very red.
He was angry and offended.

“In what way doesn’ t it suit her?” he asked
stiffy?.

“She’ s getting thin. .. angular®. It’ s not her
style, ”

“Without the spots, of course!” said Clifford.

He wanted to say something later to Connie about
the demi-vierge business. . . the half-virgin state of her
affairs. But he could not bring himself to do it. He was
at once too intimate with her and not intimate®enough.
He was so very much at one with her, in his mind and
hers, but bodily they were non-existent to one anoth-
er. They were so intimate, and utterl)ps out of touch,

Clifford had quite a number of friends, acquain-
tances® really, and he invited them to Wragby. He in-
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vited all sorts of people, critics and writers, people
who would help to praise his books, And they were
flattered at being asked to Wragby, and they praised.

She was hostess to these people. . . mostly men.
These men, especially those no longer young, were
very nice to her indeed. But, knowing what Clifford
would feel at the slightest sign of flilrtingo1 on her part,
she gave them no encouragement at all. She was quiet
and vague; she had no contact with them and intended
to have none. Clifford was extraordinarily proud of
himself.

Time went on. Whatever happened, nothing
happened, because she was so beautifully out
of contact. She and Clifford lived in their ideas and
his books. She entertained. . . there were always peo-
ple in the house. Time went on as the clock does ,
half past eight instead of half past seven.
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