HREE JEREIR

BREFM:
DN gﬁ? %fé@éyﬂ

Z

@%fxﬂm&k

FOREIGN LANGUAGES PRESS




ARERNFIEA

D.H. 5746 =&

@ﬂ*&ﬂ(i&&i&

FOREIGN LANGUAGES PRESS




BB ER S B (CIP) #iiE

BRFRANE A FE/ G FEHT Lawrence, DH.) F.
bR S RR#E, 2009

(R 2 FEB D

ISBN 978—7—119~05935~8

L& ILOF Q% I OEBF-WE-HEEH OKES
PW-EEH-HA 1V. H319.4:1

th E R A B H1E CIP BB (2009) 3 129897 5

C R REERIAR
ERFEXANEA
1E £ {8 D.H. Lawrence

WITRE BERN ¥ X B OW
£WUg A E RS
EnRIdER O W

© 2009 53T H AL
HRAET O . _
4t FEEEAEBRKEAERE 245 @RERED 100037
7 Ht hetp://www.flp.com.cn
B % (010)68320579/68996067 (R IRE)
(010) 68995844/68995852 (AT &R)
(010) 68327750/68996164 (AL &)
BF{EH info@flp.com.cn/sales@flp.com.cn
# bW ETER
H FEPIE/HBHIE
A 32K
B 9
120 F%
B P
WRO20094E 10 A LAR 2009 4F 10 HE 1 REIRI
2 ISBN 978-7-119-05935-8
#  10.00 7T ‘ COREWLEE EEEY

Al e A 5T B CRE  68995852)

AESHNIHE D
2

&
&
]
t



(TN gfff/{ﬁﬁ/(

CHAPTER 1

1»pOurs 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 future: but
we go round, or scramble over the obstacles. We've got

to live, no matter how many skies have fallen.

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

learn.

3»»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.

4»»His hold on life was marvellous. He didn’t
die, and the bits seemed to grow together again. For
two years he remained in the doctor’s hands. Then he

was pronounced a cure, and could return to life again,
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with the lower half of his body, from the hips down,

paralysed for ever.

s»-»This was in 1920. They returned, Clifford and
Constance, to his home, Wragby Hall. His father had
died, Clifford was now a baronet, Sir Clifford, and
Constance was Lady Chatterley. They came to start
housekeeping on a rather inadequate income. Clifford
for ever, knowing he could never have any children,
Clifford came home to the smoky Midlands to keep the
Chatterley name alive while he could.

6»»He was not really downcast. He could wheel
himself about in a wheeled chair, and he had a bath-

chair with a small motor attachment, so he could drive
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himself slowly round the garden and into the fine

melancholy park.
e

8»» Having suffered so much, he remained strange
and bright and cheerful, almost, one might say, chirpy,
with his ruddy, healthy-looking face, arid his pale-
blue, challenging bright eyes. ... Yet still in his face one
saw the watchful look, the slight vacancy of a cripple.
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10»-»He had so very nearly lost his life, that what
remained was wonderfully precious to him. But he

had been so much hurt that something inside him had
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perished, some of his feelings had gone. There was a

blank of insentience.
1pp...

12»-»-Constance, his wife, was a ruddy girl with soft
brown hair and sturdy body, and slow movements, full
of unusual energy. She had big, wondering eyes, and
a soft mild voice.Her father was the once well-known
R. A, old Sir Malcolm Reid. Her mother had been
one of the cultivated Fabians in the palmy. Between
artists and cultured socialists, Constance and her sister
Hilda had had what might be called an aesthetically
unconventional up-bringing. They had been taken ‘to

Paris and Florence and Rome to breathe in art, and
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they had been taken also in the other direction, to the

Hague and Berlin, to great Socialist conventions,
BE...

14»»Connie did a mild form of war-work, and
consorted with the flannel-trousers Cambridge
intransigents, who gently mocked at everything, so far.
Her “friend” was a Clifford Chatterley, a young man of
twenty-two.
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16»»Clifford married Connie, nevertheless, and
had his month’s honeymoon with her. He had been

virgin when he married: and the sex part did not mean
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much to him. They were so close, he and she, apart
from that. And sex was merely an accident, or an
adjunct, one of the curious obsolete, organic processes
which persisted in its own clumsiness, but was not

really necessary.

17»»But early in 1918 Clifford was shipped home

smashed, and there was no child.
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"HAPTER 2

1»»Connie was aware, however, of a growing
restlessness. Qut of her disconnexion, a restlessness was

taking possession of her like madness,

2»» It was just restlessness. She would rush off
across the park, abandon Clifford, and lie prone in the
bracken. To get away from the house...she must get

away from the house and everybody. The wood was

her one refuge, her sanctuary.
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3»» Vaguely she knew herself that she was going
to pieces in some way. Only Clifford and his books,

which did not exist...which had nothing in them!

aw» Her father warned her again: “Why don’t you
get yourself a beau, Connie? Do you all the good in the

world.”

s»» That winter Michaelis came for a few days. He
was a young Irishman who had already made a large
fortune by his plays in America. He had been taken
up quite enthusiastically for a time by smart society in
London. He was cut dead, and his corpse thrown into

the refuse-can.
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6»» Clifford was inviting the young man of thirty

- at an inauspicious moment in that young man’s career.

Yet Clifford did not hesitate, Michaelis had the ear of
a few million people, probably; and, being a hopeless
outsider, he would no doubt be grateful to be asked
down to Wfagby at this juncture, when the rest of the
smart world was cutting him. Being grateful, he would
no doubt do Clifford “good” over there in America.

Clifford was a coming man.
...

8»»He found an opportunity to say to her, as they
were lighting the candles in the hall:
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9»» “May I come?”

10»»“T'll come to you,” she said.

1w»“Oh, good!”

12»-» He waited for her a long time ... but she came.

13»»He was the trembling excited sort of lover,
whose crisis soon came, and was finished. There was
something curiously childlike and defenceless about

his naked body: as children are naked.

1s»»He roused in the woman a wild sort of
compassion and yearning, and a wild, craving

physical desire. The physical desire he did not satisfy
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in her; he was always come and finished so quickly,
then shrinking down on her breast, and recovering
somewhat his effrontery while she lay dazed,

disappointed, lost.

1s»-»But then she soon learnt to hold him, to keep
him there inside her when his crisis was over. she was
active ... wildly, passionately active, coming to her own

crisis.

16»-»“Ah, how good!” she whispered tremulously,
and she became quite still, clinging to him. And he lay

there in his own isolation, but somehow proud.

17»-» He stayed that time only the three days, and
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to Clifford was exactly the same as on the first evening;
to Connie also. There was no breaking down his

external man.

18> He wrote to Connie with the same plaintive
melancholy note as ever, sometimes witty, and touched
with a queer, sexless affection. A kind of hopeless
affection he seemed to feel for her, and the essential
remoteness remained the same. He was hopeless at the
very core of him, and he wanted to be hopeless. He
rather hated hope. “ Une immense espérance a traversé
Ia terre”, he read somewhere, and his comment was:
“—and it’s darned-well drowned everything worth

having.”
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19»-»Connie never really understood him, but, in
her way, she loved him. And all the time she felt the
reflection of his hopelessness in her. She couldn’t quite,
quite love in hopelessness. And he, being hopeless,

couldn’t ever quite love at all.

20»»So they went on for quite a time, writing, and

meeting occasionally in London.
23] 3 S

2»»Connie always had a foreboding of the
hopelessness of her affair with Mick, as people called
him. Yet other men seemed to mean nothing to her.

She was attached to clifford. He wanted a good deal of
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