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Now the perfect lovers were left together, and fenderness fairly smoked in the
room. They kissed, and held each other in their arms, and felt superlative.
Walter George had been wise enough to take a chair, abandoning that kneeling
curtseying-knight posture. So he was at liberty to take Emmie right in his
arms, without fear of the ground giving way beneath him. And he folded her to
his bosom, and felt he was shielding her from the blasts of fate. Soft, warm,
tender little bud of love, she would unfold in the greenhouse of his bosom. Sof?,
warm, tender through her thin nighty, she sent the blood to his head till he
seemed to fly with her through dizzy space, to dare the terrors of the illimitable.
Warm, and tender, and yielding, she made him so wildly sure of his desire for
her that his manliness was now beyond question. He was a man among men
henceforth, and would not be abashed before any of the old stagers. Heaven
save and bless us, how badly he did but want her, and what a pleasure it was to
be so sure of the fact. (p. 86) ({4 ) v 713%&E)
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For the first time he saw England from the outside : tiny she seemed, and tight,
and so partial. Such a little bit among all the vast rest. Whereas till now she
had seemed all-in-all in herself. Now he knew it was not so. Her all-in-
allness was a delusion of her natives. Her marvellous truths and standards
and ideals were just local, not universal. They were just a piece of local

pattern, in what was really a vast, complicated, far-reaching design. (p. 107)
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Poor Gilbert stumbled with his French. The two men eyed one another.
The Baron was rather elegant and comme il faut, with his hair. and his
moustaches on end. He was small, but carried himself as if he were big. His
manners had that precise assertiveness of a German who is sure of himself and
feels himself slightly superior. These manners always petrified Gilbert into
rigidity. Only his eye remained clear and candid. He looked at the Baron with
this curious indomitable candour, and the Baron glanced back at him rather
fierily and irritably. So, like two very strange dogs, they stood in the window
and eyed one another, and Gilbert stuttered hopeless French. He sounded a
hopeless fool : he behaved like an unmitigated clown: only the insuperable
candid stillness of his dark-blue eye saved him at all. But the Baron ‘was

impatient. (p. 169)
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He met my father only once, at our house. They looked at each other fiercely
—my father, the pure aristocrat, Lawrence, the miner’s son. My father,

hostile, offered a cigarette to Lawrence. That night I dreamt that they had a
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fight, and that Lawrence defeated my father. (Southern Illinois U. P., “Not I, But
the Wind...”, p. 8)
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As she sat in the great, old Gasthaus, the handsome farmer men of Bavaria
looking over their pot-lids at her with the half-hostile, challenging mountain
stare, and as she heard the uncouth dialect, felt the subdued catholic savageness
in the indomitable atmosphere about her, she spread her wings and took a new
breath. She had escaped. She had escaped. From Boston and her house and
servants, from her husband and his social position, from all the horror of that
middle-class milieu, she had broken free, and she sat in a big, common room in
a half deserted old inn at the foot of the Bavarian Alps, and breathed the
ancient, half-savage tang of snow and passion in the air. The old, catholic,
untamed spirit of the Tyrolese! How handsome and how fierce these men could
be! She was happy. (p. 199)

158 L ERBRDOR R+ > BERBROMERH 5 DBBERY, Fo—NLoAzoFEii, SFH
WHEob T, —BERRICEOLND,

BiloF b0 4 —XDKAN %~ T Ommerbach o4tz & % % > country flat ~
b5, FZTKRBUTRINFREL W,

In one deep little corner, in an arm of the stream, Gilbert and Johanna would
sometimes bathe. The water was cold, but wonderful once one was in. Johan-
na was a better swimmer than Gilbert—he was no water fowl. But she rocked
on the water like a full water lily, her white and gold breasts of a deep-bosomed
woman of thirty-two swaying slightly to the stream, her white knees coming up
like buds, her face flushed and laughing. (p. 211)
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Different the people seemed here—soft, vague, easy-going, not so fierce and
hostile as the Bavarian highlanders. He was in Austria, in easy Austria. And
the slight fear that hung over one in Germany—an instinctive uneasy resentment
of all the officialdom—did not exist any more. Pleasant, easy, happy-go-lucky
Austria! (p. 247)
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Gilbert was really rather frightened. There was something terrific about this
upper world. Things which looked small and near were rather far, and when
one reached them, they were big, great masses where one expected stones,
jagged valley where one saw just a hollow groove. He had climbed alone rather

high—and he suddenly realised how tiny he was—no bigger than a fly. (p. 263)
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They went into a shrine. It was all hung with ex vofo arms and legs and bits
of people, in wax. And in the back sat a ghastly life-size Christ, streaked livid
with blood, and with an awful, dying, almost murderous-looking face. He was
so powerful too—and like a man in the flush of life who realises he has just been
murdered.

“There’s Inry selling joints,” said Stanley sardonically. But Gillbert was
startled, shocked, and he could not forget. Why? Why this awful thing in a
fine, big new shrine? Why this. (p. 268)
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In a valley near St. Jakob, just over the ridge, a long way from the railway,
there is a very big, important shrine by the roadside. It is a chapel built in the
baroque manner, florid pink and cream outside, with opulent small arches. And
inside is the most startlingly sensational Christus I have ever seen. He is a big,
powerful man, seated after the crucifixion, perhaps after the resurrection,
sitting by the grave. He sits sideways, as if the extremity were over, finished,
the agitation done with, only the result of the experience remaining. There is
some blood on his powerful, naked, defeated body, that sits rather hulked. But
it is the face which is so terrifying. It is slightly turned over the hulked,
crucified shoulder, to look. Ar_ld the look of this face, of which the body has
been killed, is beyond all expectation horrible. The eyes look at one, yet have
no seeing in them, they seem to see only their own blood. For they are
bloodshot till the whites are scarlet, the iris is purpled. These red, bloody eyes
with their stained pupils, glancing awfully at all who enter the shrine, looking as
if to see through the blood of the late brutal death, are terrible. The naked,
strong body has known death, and sits in utter dejection, finished, hulked, a
weight of shame. And what remains of life is in the face, whose expression is
sinister and gruesome, like that of an unrelenting criminal violated by torture.
The criminal look of misery and hatred on the fixed, violated face and in the
bloodshot eyes is almost impossible. He is conquered, beaten, broken, his body
is a mass of torture, an unthinkable shame. Yet his will remains obstinate and
ugly, integral with utter hatred.

It is a great shock to find this figure sitting in a handsome, baroque, pink-
washed shrine in one of those Alpine valleys which to our thinking are all
flowers and romance, like the picture in the Tate Gallery. ‘Spring in the
Austrian Tyrol’ is to our minds a vision of pristine loveliness. It contains also
this Christ of the heavy body defiled by torture and death, the strong, virile life
overcome by physical violence, the eyes still looking back bloodshot in consum-
mate hate and misery.

The shrine was well kept and evidently much used. It was hung with ex-voto
limbs and with many gifts. It was a centre of worship, of a sort of almost
obscene worship. Afterwards the black pine trees and the river of that valley
seemed unclean, as if an unclean spirit lived there. The very flowers seemed

unnatural, and the white gleam on the mountain-tops was a glisten of supreme,
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cynical horror. (The Phoenix Ed, Twilight in Ilaly, pp. 12—3)
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But he wanted only one thing—to come to the further, southern brink of the
summit, and look across, across clear space, at that marvellous god-proud aloof
pyramid of a peak, flashing its snow-stripes like some snow-beast, and bluing
the clear air beyond.

They came to the rounded curve of the down-slope. Beyond, mountain tops.
They went on, till they could see beneath the whole slope—where vegetation
began, and shrubs, and trees, and the dense greenery.—It was a deep valley,
narrow, and full of trees and verdure, far away below sinking to a still visible

high-road. And it was so sunny, so sunny and warm. (p. 266)
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How I want to recapture the gaiety of that adventurous walk into Italy,
romantic Italy, with all its glamour and sunshine.

We arrived at Trento, but alas for the glamour! We could only afford a very
cheap hotel and the marks on the walls, the doubtful sheets, and worst of all the
W. C’s were too much for me.

The people were strangers, | could not speak Italian, then.

So, one morning, much to Lawrence’s dismay, he found me sitting on a bench
under the statue of Dante, weeping bitterly. He had seen me walk barefoot
over icy stubble, laughing at wet and hunger and cold ; it had all seemed only fun

to me, and here I was crying because of the city-uncleanness and the W.C’s. It



oA OE K

had taken us about six weeks to get there. (Southern Illinois U. P., “Not I, But
the Wind...”, p. 54)
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Gilbert, as usual, flatly refused to commit himself to the act of asking.
Johanna took her courage, and knocked at one of the old doors: and knocked
again. From the inner darkness appeared a yellow, evil old crone.

“Er—er—camera—affitare—affitarsi—” stammered poor Johanna.

The old crone mumbled something vindictive and completely unintelligible,
and shut the door in Johanna’s face with a clap. Our pair of finches slunk down
that vile stair. They had not imagined they could feel so diminished. Still they
persisted for some time in the jumbled, gutter-like streets. And then they
descended into the more wholesome town, into the open.

They sat in the Piazza di Dante and surveyed the new statue of that uncon-
genial poet, and the trees and plots of grass. And Johanna in her old panama
that was hopelessly and forever streaked with dye that had run out of the cherry
ribbon ; in a burberry that sagged at the sides like a tramp-woman’s ; and in a
weary battered frock of dark cotton voile ; poor Johanna sat on a seat in the

Piazza di Dante, in that ghastly town of Trento, and sobbed bitterly. (pp. 284—5)
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It all seemed so luxuriant, almost tropical—and all so sun-tissued. The
leaves, the earth, the plant-stems, all seemed rather like heat-fabrications:
whereas in England and Germany all nature is built of water, transfigured water.
But no—here already Gilbert saw, as by an inspiration, the magic of tigerish
heat-substance, sharp leaves and blades built of heat, and black, black,
impenetrably dark grapes, and pale grapes like drops of slow, stealthy light
dripping. He loved it, and they were both inordinately happy. He imagined
rice-fields on a flat piece of plain. (p. 286)
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KOBETHBAXY R, FAVEERMD, kL1272 BROEI S ZADRANCRET
%,

Gilbert and Johanna would buy lunch, and go into the old grove of olives above
the shore, and there they would boil their eggs and make their tea and eat their
fruit, and sit in the hot September afternoon watching the lake glitter, and
feeling the mellowness of the world, the rich, ripe beauty of this Italian, sub-
Alpine world, its remoteness and its big indifference. ,th} have problems! (p.
289)

AXY) 255870 ThbdEJHENLE, TXTOLTLLLI»LBHINHREA
DEFE, BRI THHMINAZ LIBARTIE L, ZADEORILIIRICTER (X
EHFABHEL 20D b,

§3 2B —BLRE

BLTHBELELNTRLBE, ZNOBLOBERELITILHDIIRL FHIBMLET
Fo R KDEBDET D TBORKIL, &, TLEBICZANEI "EOER 2 KDHHHR
BOWRTLHo72, BV, FLTERMALT, ZANENEY F1RET HENKLL
TH1DTH5b,
ANVFRERAENKTH b, BLHEBOBARCEAZLL, HLNHELTELR
NDIFROFELBEXRDERLILZ LT )0 AV IV P BITOREEDT—7TNOTTH
ICFEEAENTTERY, AHTERZIZZATERNTIELZILWERARELELIAAT
WTERIRL, ZORXA =} 2FH, —FHX N S— P 3K ‘universal’ 70 %, ‘gen-
erallove’ # D%\, £ 2HOWBHMETH VMR TH ), HA L ‘particular love’ % {5
LBEES, INnVFIE, FNR—ADANMEREL L) LTEBRLLVEIET, T
jealousy (B EL TW B LS KHT 2. HIDIIBELVWF-ET5L0T, L
LEZNRMENETELLDNDESE ). 2N I I v FicX¥ N 35— i3, physically
i2, FRIC 2 Rric N R & 5 iz, physically ic, ZAD A% ERICE TS 2 LIl
#a, physical love 33EfBS% LA TH Y, EFHF S spiritual love |28 &§, HEE
Y BEDIEFEEEERT S (P 164—6), T AP HE > 2 BWBETOHORRTDH
B, BICTLVTARZIDEER, BRTb-72 A7 Vv—FELERIZZD "4, %
HBL, ¥AN— T TEEZ(HRELEI»ED, RALLICAEZEL XA~ T
—HEDBIHBETHBH, I Y TFRMELLZNVATEDELZITANL YL, FHE
CEBEOBU S ETZ LA HRSE, BN REEELZBZ ALV R THBTZLD
24405, RABRTIIBES THRBYLBAEZRT _ADBEZNE~NDEZ H DT




b5,

ZDEILEI TRE, PP 5T -oTLbEE, REFFRELRLPLOZE2RNY
Vi, TTIZBIZIE Women in love (1920) 20 ZETit, ‘Jiu-jitsw’ iz & 2 B R+ Btk
NEVEBL TBYEIRBOZ LFBRNLNT Wy, RETLRBLIBEHREEIH
TREINDTHD, HEWA—R LV TENELERRIN, Xr 0B TBELRIENE
RICEEZZLLAEZVEVIROUEHESX L N— 2B E 253,

Gilbert watched the last horse-flanks disappear round the corner of the white,
low-roofed farm—and then he stared in silence across the shallow, sun-shim-
mering valley. And stared with regret—a deep regret. He forgot the woman
at his side—and love, and happiness. And his heart burned to be with the men,
the strange, dark, heavy soldiery, so young and strong with life, reckless and
sensual. He wanted it— he wanted it—and not only life with a woman. The
thrill of soldiery went heavily through his blood: the glamour of the dark,
positive fighting spirit. (p. 209)

FRTARMOB) ANE N a=—DED LS B XN N— M T, HMOBEE —&K{LL
T2 B,

Gilbert would stand a long time on his high balcony, watching them work in the
misty morning, watching them come in at noon-day, when the farm-bell rang,
watching the dusk gather over them. And always, he wished he were one with
them—even with the laborers who worked and whetted their scythes and sat
down to rest under the shade of the standing corn. To be at one with men in
a physical activity. Why could he not? He had only his life with Johanna, and
the bit of work he was doing. (p. 227)

Z NP 3~ F & 9 ‘the perfect, consummating sleep of true, terrible marriage’
(P 226) ICE 28 L \» love-passion NEANWENBERICH TR, ZNbLDMch, &
EROIRELINBELZRTX NN, KrLBNLBLZITNERE, Hibdbes B
DB EEHIC, BEEERL2EEH»HS (p.210),

BERNFELLAE—DELER-> 20 L > 2, —Mikic, *n BT 200mM, &
TRRRRAKRZNFEED—HKILNFALE % XL~ P iCHIRDLDH, FNUERELT L a
ThELEI &Y, BALOHBEONFTREV ) ZLLNTHA 5, BRALHEEICLE-T
ABERUDS ZEFERZDIE, SHARCHZINDRINYFLDEFE, BREVS
P L 2R LB T TH2 I %, ¥ =BT EE 2D EL 5> TRLETW
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2, 2L 220 THE, A0 7H Yt 1914 E£EHICEH N2 Study of Thomas Hardy 0
$9LFROTICLALNG Y, L LI/ TIIMALEEICHELAD SN REHD
I ERURBRNLVKENDBORER L > THISMT 2 LBOEBHDOF DL L,
BOEENEFNLE I REFZMBYLNTWEZ EADEE R, ZHOBLNFNYFENH
RHWIFRICEAZINSG L &, REREBEVEELZ L VATV #ERS, L LAROZ LY
oLy ARKRICNICINE I LI LBV OTRIE W HZIEZNERICIE,
BRROME, BROBBRBE I I D225 5, BHRLEENTEAEHRNL
ERTH->Th, ERic L » TEEIELN TV 20 ERDBROERPIZA - TiE, A
MNEHE L W) ZELEBE22BL»-2DTREVHLEVIZETHE, HdWT
F72, MBOXLFEOBRFL L TOHBLESRD->TY, MAZNZITREVI LI %
SEDIWREVWHRCEL Z LB 2NIES Y, FRCHHPESE L) 2 XAzl
ThH, L AESPFBH LY 2—) 2> OBBRICHFCLNT, £REML, HE2E
ALFNREHZHINIERZL > TWREWIZETLHDBNIES ),

LU ANBROBEOWECBHALOKE, HEOBEIELHT. UL > ARBOE
B Chatterley TENT—=<l3—YDZ7Zb ) Rk v 28 2 THRLRIc—KRILE N 55,
FIANELBELE L TRDEIEEEZ UL, L2 "BoRE—BESM, KR
< 20 FRBIED VLW 2 o) leadership gD %255 L DT, - TENIE, wbiE
9L Y ZADFERRIIDSA NRZANDEABE LD LD TH 72 L EZBRETHHH (Z
NIZOWTRIERHROHTL ) —ENL), LIt ZDEIIERDAL V- T—o L ¥
ALIZCWERISEH»RVBEINT, ZADBEOFOKLL, BOBEK L V5 Chatterley
B3 EEEOMEICAE L AL 5, B URRIcEL» Lz Aaron’s Rod R L & 5 %
BEBEZRLEIICLN b0, REFED» LBIC—HEACREZEFRATHEINL TV,
)—F—2y TIBBOBRMNLD LR, F0L ) REROES, BERNELT, —
DNFEFHWREBEBL T EDENBHTD 5,

§4 HE2B—BoRlE
anvthTAY HicvsKEverard D E~NE D Z L ORI WEHIL, K2
BB L 2ANPERROBE~DEBTH 205, LVbITHE2ERLLDELT,
BTRELNDELT, UVRTHLHMELL) LT2RDBEIRBLLANDTH -T2,

Everard’s nature was basically sensual. But this he Aid—though mind you,
he was au fond proud of it. Secretly, almost diabolically he flattered himself on
his dark, sensual prowess: and not without reason. But he had to keep it

lurking in secret. Openly : ah, openly, he was all for the non-existence of such



things. (p. 191)

BITEREZMEL, HMEE 2 RERL, £+ B4 ‘white snowflower’ |, ‘eternal white
virgin’ (|32 T, BEOBRICHLIAD LS £ T 5, HOMHBEBENBDMF I A LD
EY—FTholze T_F—FizE Y, B3 THEEL I b0, ZELDEFTHY,
EITIADSELRTEERELRZ LD, TBEIH T ETFE I vHiE, PARY
AL LLTHLZ FTOR-F20o04, BTRVE» LFERTVD2LTH S,

There would Johanna seize this nameless door-handle and twist and pull, till
from within came the snarl of a wounded and enraged tiger.

“Oh, are you there!” she would exclaim, and stand aside.

And presently would emerge Everard, handsome and white with rage, trembl-
ing with fury.

“Are you mad, woman!” he would snarl as he passed her. (p. 192)

DL URIIHL TEXERBL L 2w, HEVECHTAZLL, #0240 013013
PORVWERND—DL, ZDE ) URANORETH Y, FNHrERDOEKEROMR, X
JEABOSEB 2 HBL TN THA ), 2L TCEDSENII > FDEREVWI LD,
FEHROERTH 2, ARERERU UL bR, ACIRBDOAEE XKLL OERNK
BADEBEID), BOVFEBIIHLITTLINEZRRESCRITL LN EFEICEY T
% (p.193),

INE)UUBNLEHEEDRELL, 0L > A —FARIZBE A TWI2DTH S 5 %

Let us confess our belief : our deep, our religious belief. The great eternity
of creation does not lie in the spirit, in the ideal. It lies in the everlasting and
incalculable throb of passion and desire. The ideal is but the iridescence of the
strange flux. Life does not begin in the mind: or in some ideal spirit. Life

begins in the deep, the indescribable sensual throb of desire, pre-mental. (p. 189)

BEREFENDRTL LRI 2 BB LEFNIAENAE—BEL N L ) LAE
BATHERLTEE, FONEMNITRABICHETSNTHDL, £ L TIDRERATH:
HHFEIR, RLTERLLRBRCI > TUTLONEINTR L EMFITME 52 & 24EE
ESTY (/AN

You can no more bring about, deliberately, a splendid passional sexual storm
between yourself and your woman than you can bring about a thunderstorm in

the air. All the little tricks, all the intensifications of will remain no more than
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tricks and will-pressure. You have got to release from mental control the deep
springs of passion: and after that there has got to be the leap to polarised

adjustment with the woman. And these two things are deep mysteries. (p. 190)

BHOB VR L HMENNEIL LB T HILELHAL, BROMBRLEUDE~ADE VY-
RREOVNERRIDNTH b, £ L TREBEFENEN (accustomedness) NHIZE N5
PEBLNBEIEEZEY, TNERTEBOMELERT S, 2L TIDHBORELED
22T, DENEBEBETCOHOEHCBWT, EEARZ 77 AARFAVACINRET
BEoTi7:, EEAOERSOMENIZIChoT2E, AREZ—FETHEBE TR L2
BHRTE2DTHB(PP.190— 1), EZATEEIRZITL, \WOTBRETLT TR
{, EENHRE~DEBI) LT LI FERORELHFEILE ST, F5TIATRZ
nEHiz, BHECOFEEH TV, KEDEE E L TOBFOLENLEE, Thds
DOBOBIEL L TORBEBEOMELENOTIE, vl v AR KORTEEL ZNE) »T
DFHBECE > THBRICBRAL TW5NTH 3,

§5 H2HB—BOEV

HITETENN— I, I FOEFROAIRIRICH 2 342 T Trier O] D K TILIC 1k
B o5, BE, NOBEH~RTTTLANEZR, T0HLBEVICHITE, —HBW
TUWEL LML A5, —DOFERMDPICANSLN S LOBEN L H i, KELERL
NESNDRBERIZERIZB INTHE, ZNIFEIVIIETHAHI I, INVTLEE
DRTH ) L H, BIFFELELBL YAV (mingling), E{ET 22 & 2B TWT, FiZ
BT, HRIRELMETHL L, LENCHIMLLE) £ T 5, HFRWEZAHTH
LFENEITTLADTENRN L G i, AOHTOREN L ZAHTHEW, BENFTH
TR, WOFTLLHUI DL VESEDY, BOAETHEETH(PP.173—4), 2D
EZREVOETLRVBEINT, ZITRENBVIIEICEZOBWICEKILI N, BE
X F DB, BHEICETH), THFERKTHERY, ZARERICENDG LTS, B
BB, Kiciikon, MECRIBLFFELIH D, ZOTEN LI EDHMOIRITIC
oTWwaELE)e FLTIOATAR-BLHFTH BN EMBN LY, AICHEATE,
ERFEELDOEE, HNFEEHV, BOLEE DY, FREFOWCHETFLEDEE,
HMEOEF BRI EFLL LI, FRICL->TTEKREAD, BB TREIN T
ARMOL I, FIICHESMRN, BICSAIEFOREN bR E, FRERY
RY1ODBRDBAHELBZNIZETH (pp.211—2),

ZEMMIR OV ZADOFCRAT, HOEELHFL The Crown (1915) % &iZ ZHRN
ICEHBESWRLNTHEH, ¥Noi—Leanry ol &z, HEHICEor 2
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HEL7V—FDBEDRICNTBREL VWY, 20k X BEBEBONLE L THE
NEZOREICHENIES ), Z L CTEELXILIZUL Y AFRBREN L LN L L TZoxnt
MEREABLTNE W) ZETHD, NILEZIEFENHDOBEL L THENICZD 2
EVIRIEENLRBIC LT, HLNOBHEEZBRRL 2N 2o hh ozl >y 20E
BEZIRELPVIENF>TL 2DTH 5,
ENTRINADEARDTBNSICEDIE B L EN2DTH A5 ». MEDEIC
$BINES TER) %, BB 200 ¢ TH, #, vL 2RI nEROFTRE
L2THBH) . BETHIL, AICHETEZ DL WL En T#4, (union) 75 = #,
HLWHrEGLBEHNEIND LT ). TEKRB LM, MO LMBOKNTELLS F
& H\> (perfect consummating) 7 & Mz | WITHEF N L Gk kKEKDE I LA
DL WAL EOHEE N H ) (moment’s matching) = %75, FANNOEBHEET
EVVYRRIEZBDTH S,

The love of two splendid opposites. My dear—I mean you, gentle reader—all
life and splendour is made up out of the union of indomitable opposites. We
live, all of us balanced delicately on the rainbow, which is born of pure light and
pure water. Think, gentle reader : out of the perfect consummating of sun and
rain leaps the all-promising rainbow : leap also the yellow-and-white daisies,
pink-and-gold roses, good green cabbages, caterpillars, serpents and all the rest.
Out of what, gentle reader? The moment’s matching of the two terrible
opposites, fire and water. The two eternal, universal enemies, you call them? 1
call them the man and the woman of the material universe, father and mother

of all things. If you don’t believe me, that’s your affair. (p. 186)

L2LENRELTZADBNAEVOLETLWRBLNAWTIE hh o7, H{ETLME
MNAUTEZLDEL TOULNTH Y, Db\ (mating) [3HICEITE T, FEIEOKITHK
ZEDVBEHILETH, ZELTCIDE ) B P LEBENTELNAIEOMEZ %, BE
TRTE&7:ML, —DODRIEMATELNTH), Tt TH L WEERICETNES
ZEDHRBENIZEE T,

Ah God, the terrible agony and bliss of sheer passion, sheer, surpassing desire.
The agony and bliss of such an embrace, the very brink of death, and yet the
sheer overwhelming wave of life itself. Ach, how awful and utterly unexpected
it is, before it happens: like drowning, or like birth. How fearful, how cause-

less, how forever voiceless.
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Gilbert afterwards lay shattered, his old soul, his old mind and psyche shat-
tered and gone. And he lay prostrate, a new thing, a new creature : a prostrate,
naked, new thing.

And he and Johanna slept, with his arm round her, and her breast, one breast,
in his hand : the perfect, consummating sleep of true, terrible marriage. As a
new-born child sleeps at the breast, so the newly-naked, shattered, new-born
couple sleep together upon the heaving wave of the invisible creative life, side

by side, two together, enveloped in fruition. (pp. 225—6)

oLy RRBROBELE L 2BHNEEICEL TWaZ L 28 L, s IRTo
Bz, MIPLEINMALEIDFETH->T, BRECBELLIETNEY), KIIE
L LLEINEY, ZORENHBEOMBRLABIITHIIR) ZIRINEZLE
g5, "BTT4HEns (shattered and born) #& Y 7% % f5 (unceasing creation) ; &
TLyRIFIERDTH S (pP.226— 7)o Z L THRX NN~} EF LD IV FIHESD
Famizg L TREREBE IR L (, it 2 WO ERDE U (intolerable sensual sweet-
ness) TH»YH (p.290), #nizFANL I— (athousand Emmies) & R#% 27— %
THRLTH, LTLELBLWEBMNLDTH-72 (p-291),

§ vTUILS

FLET, INVFOERLOBFEPRR F ok nMBENLHI, ZADITLFIZ
BLA%B, #F0L ) LR TENANS— FOBICEENRERLI MDY, K love-mak-
ing i3 # "7 ‘gripped and intense and almost cruel’ 23 »ic% 3 (p.231), 2 HENK
XNN— b L BREZTLINTHBLATTTIRLNTNT, biFELETEL)
R, WIIRBTHAICHERE G I TWE LS ). BRDG > 2R 2 RIZEST DB T,
LB TRARL, BRICBHL I LTI MDEXNNN—1 2, FL T LWDEELL-
Twzany+b, HOBOPTREICHESEFY B, ZARRKRBLEE > T 5, 2D
IR LTHUZARGERZ2EL, BIEL2ET 2 (pp.231—3). AMEICZ DL ) LHEH
HBZLIZEBINREZ L LBbNb, Lady Chatlerley’s Lover (1928) % —R L T3AE
L T\ 7z ‘Tenderness’ DT HIEL 2 b D%, ZHOBKE, LRBRHATHZ LREHTH LW
LThHb,

Chatterley (33431 5 > DEp% ICE 5 Tenderness D3E % U 72T 538K L 72/E5H
THotzo HELZOOHANFETNTNOHRELHER LRI B TTRIENDL L &, BRD
BORLEEOUAICOLL DI L) HIBHL, BETILDL LT T (WENKET
23X LT phallus »&# S ¢, kindness # | C tenderness D HELREHH» B4 b
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N5 Z &%, Chatterley Tu L v ZZAFCICH 2, Z L T2 HIZRICHBNEB OSSP
RYIZDLDTlEZed - 72, ‘tenderness’ |2Eic v L > ZOMROBEHO M, £IENKE
MTHo72, AL oKICEY), FIIMNLEBZ 22HHEEICED Y FROHR T
HY, BRICENTIHICZWEINEABEICL > TOM—FRRDBEETH > 1225 TH
%,

Chatterley D) =DD D ED N 72D Ht 1926 4 & 28 4£, Mr Noon H#EIZ F iz 5 4
PDERTL -T2, 22 TEHREZNEFNDBEHEZIR) » S L 2BWESLIBICEDHEL,
LPLEZPLMEPE AN LETFLZIEBEA L L Tz, EHNLT 2 22087
HEOBRRXEEBER TE-T, 27200 2 {HUE 5 Eo tenderness DIFALIZET 2 D
i, BICRHEZELL, L2LADROS1OERBTT CicMni ki, $18&%
DEFGLIEZI—DT7 A NI —FEEDREBEICHT, ‘soft’, ‘warm’, ‘tender(ness)
PRELBRNVEIN TV, 2L TSERE2H19E, AHBHED, Fo53% LA AL
ZDOL T3 INyFTR2LFICBEDE ) &, FUN— | HERIFORICTAAGHETH
3. > DIBE L Chatterley |2 317 2 ‘tenderness’ * #tl TEL WL DTH D J ATk &
ZZTHEP—EHRLTOHRIC ‘warm’ Y 10 HE N REN DD, =3I —EHDPEZIT TR
{ Chatterley \cfrT 1, ‘warmy’, ‘warm-hearted’ |3 ‘tender’ £ < FRIZFETH - 720

... I do believe in something. I believe in being warm-hearted. 1 believe
especially in being warm-hearted in love, in fucking with a warm heart. 1
believe if men could fuck with warm hearts, and the women take it warm-

heartedly, everything would come all right. (Chatterley, Penguin Books, p. 215)

WRLEPKOHLE, 2IIFERITOCDBPETHLZEIIT I ETTL LW, Mr Noon
TRINPBIZ—DNDIEY—FIZR->TWBIZBEL W, L L% 1d Chatteriey 0
tenderness NEENX ThH »72 & B2 Z L3kl THEETIZ v,

L4 L Mr Noon TOBENHS Chatlerley (2107 > TREICHB 2B L T2 bl T
32w, ZOMSERY OMICT L > ADILEIT N 73T A - T iz, Mr Noon & AT
L TEE XN T\ 72 Aaron’s Rod (1922) i35eicnrz ki, KIE - KEORED H—
BHA THRELEFERICA > T, FZTRENEED L HOBE~DBIT, LVEKRE
FHADECERDEHF R EN T2, £ L TINTREHEFEEIZ Kangaroo (1923) i
THIBBICEICBB I N, IR\WT The Plumed Serpent (1926) (2 TEHBMICEICHE
FEND, T leadership ZFMEZERT2ELH LSS5 25 BRIt oL > 2
XHEOKELWIIZRIT B =2 A TH-T2 bRz, 2L 2HEH 19284 3 A
13 BEM T, The Plumed Serpent ~DMHIT3FT 28EE LT, KDL H BT
%,
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On the whole, I think you're right. The hero is obsolete, and the leader of men
is a back number. After all, at the back of the hero is the militant ideal : and
the militant ideal, or the ideal militant seems to me also a cold egg. We're sort
of sick of all forms of militarism and militantism, and Miles is a name no more,
for a man. On the whole I agree with you, the leader-cum-follower relation-
ship is a bore. And the new relationship will be some sort of tenderness,
sensitive, between men and men and men and women, and not the one up one
down, lead on I follow, ick dien sort of business. (Heinemann, The Letters of D.
H. L. ed. by A. Huxley, p. 711)

leadersip |3 FHCEN CEEERN T, EICH 2 X EH L v ARBIfRI3 tenderness 72
(LY ZHEDESTWBENDTH D, Mr NoonizoL > 253 - LB &F 5 THREK
FREE, §TICRTERLHIC, FATIEVWE LN, REHEFEHEF CICREAADL S
Ehrotz, DF ) Mr Noon i, /WA SZDGIEEIZH ) Leh b v ALFEND AL
YeRM)—MeHALEEE ST, ZFORDRHTEET KBS, 0L > AFEDRER
87> 2 Chatterley o) ‘tenderness’ 2 LR DL ERTH -2 EEF 2 ¥ &
Jo

Mr Noon "R T 2BHRICOVWTT > 7Y v U Introduction (38> = &
ZHER L T 2 (xxxiii—xxxiv), #5 1922 4 ~26 £DM TI2, leadership NERK %2 FX
Lad oD, TORFDPNRDTRE, BRIZEL >0 THS ) L, 26 F Chatteley HEE
Btk 28 ENRE, 30 FNZE T3, THEENRENES & WATL THICHH 2 213,
RREOIERTH 5o, —BHREZWI L ThH-7207Z2 ) tBbih b, $72—F%
22T EZEZTATYH, TNIIBHEE P L L 27 ) T LOREBHREMNILACE
BRI NS, BOTETNVENENLNTHY), Lrbur X - 44 Frb—FH
KHEPNTWELNTH D, TNOVTBRBERINIFA, 7)) —FnkREFHLLPH
BOERIZITHEER, HEBMOBGHTH- 220, VMt winTh-725
I EBbN, L 2NBWALESELTY, STHIRELPLNLLEVWIZELHZD
72595,

Sl ko, FEX1IB2EEEB L TEEITREIC gentlereader’ & LIFLIT
FEL»TS, BRI LVWEVOOERTH S, 2R LITLIE2—ET R TH Y,
BETATHY), TOREHATFIZ, @KL L TECRLOE IHZITITEC, E2HTL
JEEHT, FLTCZNLE I LB H» TR T, Ho TEEZERBVWGNESOE 2,
FREZBRD Z LMWK, vL RN L) LERICIE, ZIITFRAELHETH- 2L
B3N bLikwv, (85 10, 24)



