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前 言

◆英语是语言的帝国

全球60亿人中,有3. 8亿人的母语是英语,2. 5亿人的第二母语是英语, 12. 3亿人学习英语,33. 6亿人和英语有关。全世界电视节目的75%、电子邮件的80%、网络的85%、软件源代码的100%都使用英语。40~ 50年后,全球将有50%的人精通英语。全球约有6000种语言,21世纪末其中的90%将消亡。届时英语作为主导语言的地位将进一步得到提升。

目前中国大约有4亿人在学英语,超过英国和美国的人口总和,这是中国努力与时代接轨、与国际接轨的一个重要标志,大量中国人熟练掌握国际通用语言是中华民族走向繁荣富强的必要保障。

◆全民学英语运动

中国近20年来兴起了一场轰轰烈烈的全民学英语的运动。其规模之大,范围之广,古今中外前所未有。

学生、教师、公务员、公司职员、商店店员、出租车司机等,各行各业,都在学英语。其学习过程的漫长,也令人感叹。从幼儿园、小学、中学、大学、硕士、博士,到毕业工作,出国,直至退休,一直都在学,英语的学习可谓是终生性的。

◆英语学了多年之后的尴尬

中国人学了多年英语之后,如果冷静地反省一下多年努力的成效,不难发现自己的英语水平令人十分尴尬。这里将具体表现列举一二。

●读任何原版的英语杂志,如Times(时代)、Newsweek(新闻周刊)、The Economists(经济学家),或者原版小说,如Jane Eyre(简·爱)、Gone with the Wind(飘)等,必须借助词典,因为我们随时都可能读不懂。即便查阅大部头的词典,我们常常还是不能理解文意,将文意理解得面目全非。最为可悲的是我们中很多人已经屈从于这种一知半解的阅读状态,甚至有人还荒唐地认为英语本身就是一门模模糊糊的语言,这样当然就更谈不上尝到读原汁原味英语的乐趣了。

●学习和探索专业知识的主流载体仍然是汉语。但我们必须清楚:整个现代科学体系基本是用英语来描述和表达的,译成汉语会有一定程度的失真,而且必然导致滞后。


●英语表达是一个更大的问题。主要体现在用英语写作以及用英语深入交谈上。事实上,大多数人只能用简单的英语来进行粗略的表述,无法顺利地参加国际学术会议或者进行国际贸易谈判。即便是学术水平很高的专家,在国际刊物上发表论文时,只能请仅懂英语不懂专业的人翻译。一篇在很多老外眼中不伦不类的论文就这样产生了。客观地讲,即使采用不太高的标准来衡量,在中国英语学习的失败率也应该在99%以上。

◆来自西方的教育理念

中国人读英语有个缺点,学习缺乏渐进性。他们习惯于读满篇都是生词的文章,以为这样“收获”才最大。结果他们的阅读不断地被查词典打断,一小时只能看两三页,读起来自然索然无味,最后只能作罢。这是中国人学英语的通病!读的文章几乎全部达到了语言学家所说的“frustration level”(使学生感到沮丧的程度)。

西方的语言学家和心理学家对英语学习者的阅读状况进行了大量的研究,结论令人非常吃惊:最适宜阅读的难度比我们长期所处的、我们所习惯的、我们头脑中定位的难度要低得多!只有文中生词量小到足以保证阅读的持续性时,语言吸收的效果才最好,语言水平的提高也最快。举个形象的例子:上山是从峭壁直接艰难攀登还是走平缓的盘山路好?显然,能够从峭壁登顶者寥寥无几!即使其能勉强成功,也远远落后于沿坦途行进者。

◆犹太民族的启示

曾经有人说:全世界的金钱装在美国人的口袋里,而美国人的金钱却装在犹太人的脑袋里。据统计,犹太人占世界总人口约0. 3%,却掌握着世界经济命脉。在全世界最富有的企业家中,犹太人占50%以上。无论是过去和现在,在知名的经济巨头中犹太人占有绝对的比例。如第一个亿万巨富、石油大王洛克菲勒,“美国股神”巴菲特,华尔街的缔造者摩根,花旗集团董事长威尔,“打开个人计算机直销大门”的戴尔,坐在全球软件头把交椅“甲骨文公司”的艾利森,华纳电影公司创办人华纳,电影世界的领头羊斯皮尔伯格,他们都是犹太人。

犹太人成就的背后就是他们的噬书习惯。联合国教科文组织调查表明,全世界读书最多的民族是犹太民族。其中以色列在人均拥有图书和出版社以及每年人均读书的比例上,超过了世界上任何一个国家,成为世界之最,平均每人每年读书64本。与之反差很大的是中华民族,平均每人每年读书0. 7本。这之中有阅读习惯的中国人虽占5%,却掌握着中国80%的财富。一句
 话,阅读,特别是经典名著的阅读,是一个人和民族崛起的最根本方法。

阅读不能改变人生的起点,但它可以改变人生的终点。不论出身高贵与卑贱,阅读都能改变人生的坐标和轨迹。

◆通往英语自由境界的阶梯

英语的自由境界指的是用英语自由地学习和工作;自由地阅读英文原版书刊和资料;自如地用英语表达和交流;自然地用英语进行思维;自主地用英语撰写论文和著作。

一个英语达到自由境界的人,他的生活也常常是令人羡慕的。清晨随手拿起一份国外的报纸或者杂志,一边喝着浓浓的咖啡,一边轻松、惬意地阅读。可以用英语自由地进行实质性的交谈和撰写书面材料。能够自由地在英文网页上荡漾,能够随时了解国外的最新科技动态或最新的商贸行情。自己的生存空间不再受到国界的限制,无论是交友、择偶,还是发展自己的事业,都有更宽的、跨国度的选择。

有一定英语基础的读者要想“修成正果”,达到英语的自由境界,最缺少的就是可读之书。市面上的英语读物粗粗看来似乎琳琅满目,但稍一细读就会发现这些语料要么是难度过低,词汇量只有一、两千词的相当于中学水平的简写本;要么是令人望而生畏、读之更是倍受挫折的原著,语料难度脱节甚至是“代沟”,严重地阻碍了英语中高级学习者对英语的掌握。床头灯英语5000词系列填补了这方面的空白,为读者打造了到达英语自由境界的阶梯。

◆本套读物的特色———真正适合中高级英语学习者的原汁原味英语读物

●难度适中:本套读物用英语中核心5000词写成,对于难以理解之处均有注释,使你躺在床上不用翻词典就能顺利地读下去,在不知不觉中走向英语自由境界。

●语言地道:美国作家执笔,用流畅的现代英语写成,并保留了原著的语言特色。

●选材经典:皆为一生中不可不读的作品,读之可提高英语水平、积淀西方文化和提高人生境界。

●情节曲折:让你徜徉在一个又一个迥异奇妙的书中世界。……

◆“床头灯”英语系列读物的使用方法:


●整个床头灯系列包含儿童、中学生、3000词、5000词、6500词等不同层次。你可以选择不用查字典你就能保证阅读的持续性的级别进入,这个级别最少读30本,体会一下用英语读懂名著的感觉———英语形成语感、自信心增强。然后乘胜追击,读下一个级别的,每个级别读30本以上。

●使用床头灯英语学习读本(英汉对照版)练写作:看书中汉语部分,然后你试着翻译成英文,再把你翻译的英文与书上的英文对比。

本套读物是通向英语自由王国的钥匙,是通往英语最高境界的签证。在中国走向世界的道路上,英语水平决定工资水平!让每天阅读半小时“床头灯”成为你生活中的一部分。我相信这才是英语成功的真谛。

与股神巴菲特吃一顿午餐要花几百万美金,这使人们注意到了与名人交流的昂贵。而与比巴菲特更著名的大家近距离沟通,只需要去读“床头灯”。

王若平 于北京

本系列丛书学习指导咨询中心:

北京汉英达外语信息咨询中心

地 址:北京市海淀区中关村东路华清商务会馆1501室

邮 编:100083

电 话:010- 82867079

网 址:http:∥www. yinghanda. com

E-mail:wrx1@ vip. sina. com

床头灯英语的BLOG:http:∥chuangtoudeng. blog. sohu. com



人物关系表

Constance Chatterley康斯坦丝·查泰莱:小说的女主人公,小名康妮,年轻貌美,因不堪忍受死气沉沉的无性生活,不顾阶级与道德的禁忌,与守林人幽会,在原始的、充满激情的性生活中追逐着自由和人性。

Clifford Chatterley克利弗·查泰莱:康斯坦丝的丈夫,自私自利而又缺乏主见。在一战中负伤,腰部以下终身瘫痪。虽然残废,但仍野心勃勃,先是在写作中寻找着生活的意义,后又致力于特弗雪煤矿的振兴。在得知妻子私情后仍拒绝与其离婚。

Mellors梅勒斯:小说的男主人公,克利弗家的守林人,查泰莱夫人的情人。婚姻的失败,使他对于女人,对于性,有特异的见解和特别的要求。

Hilda希尔达:康斯坦丝的姐姐。身为坚定的苏格兰中产阶级,她憎恨任何降低自己或是家庭身份的行为,但是对妹妹的关心和对克利弗的厌恶,使她在康斯坦丝离开克利弗的决定中扮演了推波助澜的角色。

Sir Malcolm马尔科姆爵士:康斯坦丝的父亲,思想开通的他和希尔达一样不喜欢克利弗。虽不能忍受女儿与一个守林人私通的丑闻,他仍然支持女儿的决定。

Michaelis麦克利斯:克利弗邀请来家里,希望加以利用的剧作家,和空虚的查泰莱夫人一见钟情,并与其维持了短暂的情人关系。

Mrs. Bolton波尔顿太太:克利弗的私人护理,用她的温柔和爱心实现了对克利弗身心上的完全控制。

Bertha Coutts伯莎·库兹:守林人的妻子,揭发了守林人的丑闻,并宣称在他活着的时候决不让他清静。

Duncan Forbes邓肯·福布斯:画家,康斯坦丝和希尔达从小就认识的朋友,同意有条件地被指认做康斯坦丝孩子的父亲。



故事梗概

故事发生在一战后的英格兰,从战场上归来的克利弗·查泰莱爵士在战争中受伤而致使下半身瘫痪,终身只能坐在轮椅上,他与新婚燕尔的妻子康妮回到老家的庄园定居。年轻貌美而心地善良的康妮,明知等待着自己的将是漫长孤寂的苦行僧般的日子,却仍接受了命运的安排,甘愿留在丈夫身边。

一天康妮去找庄园的看林人梅勒斯,却在无意中瞥见了他裸露的上身,心情激荡不已,梅勒斯显然也被典雅温婉的康妮所吸引。克利弗为了家族的传承,向康妮提出希望她能给这个家生个孩子,遭到康妮的断然拒绝。

在姐姐希尔达的帮助下,克利弗终于聘请了一位寡妇波尔顿太太随身伺候。获得一些自由时间的康妮经常到林间散步,在和梅勒斯的接触中逐渐产生了感情。日子一天天过去,康妮越来越不能忍受勒格贝大宅中华丽但却刻板苍白的生活,她觉得自己奄奄一息,她向往室外的大自然,向往梅勒斯身上代表的活力。两个人不由自主地互相接近,终于康妮倒在了梅勒斯的怀中。他们一次次地做爱,如同劳伦斯为我们精心描述的,两个健康肉体之间的完满的性爱、全身全心投入的性爱、相互尊重理解善意回应的性爱,两人由最初纯粹的肉体吸引慢慢转化成了灵魂的相互碰撞,梅勒斯用爱抚与热情把康妮变成一个真正意义上的完整的女人,康妮则惊奇地发现自己深深爱上了这个粗鲁不文却深沉热情的男子,他们成了灵欲合一的情人。当康妮晚上偷偷从大宅里溜出来奔向在一旁守候她的梅勒斯的时候,她已经完全向这段感情臣服。

康妮与梅勒斯在雨中裸奔的一段最令人难忘,康妮冲向屋外,脱去身上的长袍,她完美无瑕的胴体在葱绿的森林中显得那样自然和谐,两人犹如快乐的精灵般在雨中奔跑、嬉戏,充分展现了康妮对自由、对人性的渴望和追求。之后,他们用鲜花装点彼此,裸裎相对,犹如回归原始的亚当与夏娃,没有了衣服的界定,横亘在两人之间的等级障碍也就不复存在了。



CHAPTER 1

Ours is essentially a tragic age, so we refuse to take it tragically. The disaster has happened, we are among the destruction,but we’ve got to live,no matter how many skies have fallen.

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

She married Clifford Chatterley in 1917, when he was home for a month on leave. Then he went back to the war, only 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.

He didn’t die, and the bits seemed to grow together again; but the lower half of his body, from the hips down, would be paralyzed forever.

In 1920 the couple returned to Clifford’s home, Wragby. Clifford’s father had recently died and Clifford was now master of the house and bore a new title,Sir Clifford,and Constance was Lady Chatterley. They came to start housekeeping and married life in
 the rather depressing home of the Chatterley’s on a rather inadequate income. 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 Midlands to keep the Chatterley name alive while he could.

He was not really depressed. Having suffered so much, the capacity for suffering had, to some extent, left him. He remained strange and bright and cheerful. Yet still in his face one saw the watchful look, the slight emptiness of a cripple.

Constance,his wife, was a healthy,country-looking girl with soft brown hair and a sturdy body, full of unusual energy. She had big, wondering eyes, and a soft mild voice.

She and her sister Hilda had had what might be called an aesthetically unconventional childhood education. They had been taken to Paris and Florence and Rome to breathe in art,and they had been taken also in the other direction, to The Hague and Berlin, to great political conventions, where the speakers spoke in every civilized tongue. The two girls, therefore, were from an early age not the least intimida-
 ted by either art or ideal politics.It was their natural atmosphere.

They had been sent to Dresden,at the age of fifteen, for music, among other things. And they had had a good time there, living freely among the students.

Both Hilda and Constance had had their tentative love affairs by the time they were eighteen. They had given the gift of themselves, each to the youth with whom she had the most subtle and intimate discussions. The arguments, the discussions were the great thing:the lovemaking felt sort of primitive and was a bit of an anti-climax. One was less in love with the boy afterwards,and a little inclined to hate him,as if he had invaded one’s privacy and inner freedom.

And however one might sentimentalize it, this sex business was one of the most ancient and disgusting of female obligations. Women had always known there was something better,something higher. Men, however,insisted on the sex thing like dogs.

Constance and Hilda, however, if, after the roused intimacy of their vivid and soul-enlightened discussions with intelligent men, the sex thing became more or less inevitable, then they just let it. It
 marked the end of a chapter, like a row of periods that authors use in their books to indicate a break in the theme.

Connie’s young man was musical; Hilda’s was technical. But they, the men, simply lived for their young women.In their minds and their mental excitements, that is. Somewhere else they felt a little rejected, though they did not know it.

In the actual sex-thrill within the body, the sisters nearly gave in to the strange male power. But quickly they recovered themselves,took the sex-thrill as a sensation,and remained free. Whereas the men, in gratitude to the woman for the sex experience, let their souls go out to her. Afterwards, they would moan and complain that their women were holding back too much. But such is the nature of men: always ungrateful and never satisfied. When you don’t have them they hate you because you won’t; and when you do have them they hate you again, for some other reason, or for no reason at all.

However, came the war; Hilda and Connie were rushed home to their mother’s funeral.Before Christmas of 1914 both their German young men were dead. The sisters wept, and loved the young men
 passionately, but underneath forgot them. They didn’t exist any more.

Both sisters lived in their father’s Kensington house. They began to spend time with the young Cambridge crowd. Hilda,however,suddenly married a man ten years older than herself, an elder member of the same Cambridge group, who worked for the government. She lived with him in a small house in Westminster, and enjoyed rubbing elbows with the social elite.

Connie continued to spend time with the Cambridge group. Her‘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 Cambridge. Now he had become a first lieutenant in a regiment.

Clifford Chatterley was more upper class than Connie. And,if the truth must be told, he was just a little bit frightened of middle-and lower-class humanity,and of foreigners not of his own class. He was,in some paralyzing way, conscious of his own defencelessness, though he had all the defence of privilege. Therefore, the peculiar soft assurance of a girl like
 Constance Reid fascinated him. She was so much more mistress of herself in that outer world of chaos than he was master of himself.

Nevertheless, he too was a rebel: rebelling even against his class. Or perhaps rebel is too strong a word, far too strong. He was only caught in the general, popular rebellion of the young against convention and against any sort of real authority. Clifford viewed his father, Sir Geoffrey, as intensely ridiculous, chopping down his trees for battle supplies,and pulling men out of his factory to shove them into the war;and himself being so safe and patriotic; but, also, spending more money on his country than he’d got. At least people of a different class, like Connie, were earnest about something. They believed in something.

In 1916 Herbert Chatterley was killed, so Clifford became heir. He knew that in the eyes of the world his importance as son of Sir Geoffrey was also ridiculous. Now he was heir and responsible for Wragby. Was that not terrible? and also splendid and at the same time, perhaps, purely absurd?

Sir Geoffrey would have none of the absurdity. He was pale and tense, withdrawn into himself, and
 stubbornly determined to save his country and his own position. He wanted Clifford to marry and produce an heir.

The gay excitement had gone out of the war... dead. Too much death and horror. A man needed support and comfort. A man needed to have an anchor in the safe world. A man needed a wife.

The Chatterleys, two brothers and a sister, had lived curiously isolated, shut in with one another at Wragby, in spite of all their connexions. The three had said they would all live together always.But now Herbert was dead, and Sir Geoffrey wanted Clifford to marry. Sir Geoffrey barely mentioned it:he spoke very little. But his silent, brooding insistence that it should be so was hard for Clifford to bear up against.

And so, Clifford married Connie in that terrible year of 1917, and they were intimate as two people who stand together on a sinking ship. He had been a virgin when he married: and the sex part did not mean much to him. They were so close, he and she, apart from that. Their intimacy was so deep and personal that it made sex almost entirely unnecessary. Though Connie did want children:if only to protect her against her sister-in-law Emma, who had not
 been in favor of the marriage, due to the separation it would cause of her and her only remaining brother.

But early in 1918 Clifford was shipped home smashed, and there was no child. And Sir Geoffrey died of disappointment and sorrow.

注释

destruction[dis'trʌkʃən]n.破坏,毁灭

extent[iks'tent]n.某种程度上

sturdy['stəːdi]adj.强健的,结实的

aesthetically[iːs'ɵetikəlli]adv.审美地,美学观点上地

intimidate[in'timideit]vt.恐吓,使害怕

tentative['tentətiv]adj.试探的,尝试的

sentimentalize[̩senti'mentəlaiz]vt.为…而伤感

rub elbows with与…交往

technicality[tekni'kæliti]n.技术性问题

fascinate['fæsineit]vt.使着迷,使神魂颠倒

absurdity[əb'səːditi]n.荒谬,谬论

apart from除…之外

in favor of赞同



CHAPTER 2

Connie and Clifford came home to Wragby the autumn of 1920. The house stood on a hill surrounded by an old park of oak trees. Unfortunately,one could see in the near distance the chimney of Tevershall pit, with its clouds of steam and smoke. Also within eyesight, just a little further beyond, was Tevershall village:a hopelessly ugly village that stretched for a long, awful mile.

Connie was accustomed to Kensington or the Scotch hills or the Sussex downs:that was her England. She just left the surrounding mess at what it was:unbelievable and not to be thought about. However, this was not easy, for often the various noises of the coal pit’s machinery could be heard through the walls of Wragby. Tevershall coal pits were burning, had been burning for years, and it would cost thousands to put them out. So they had to burn. And when the wind was that way, which was often, the house was full of the smell of this smoke of the earth’s bowels.

Clifford professed to like Wragby more than
 London. This country had a grim will of its own,and the people had guts. Connie wondered what else they had: certainly neither eyes nor minds. The people were as beaten-down, shapeless, and unexciting as the countryside, and as unfriendly.

There had been no welcome home for the young Sir Clifford, no festivities, not even a single flower. There was no communication between Wragby and Tevershall village, none. As the couple drove through town toward home, the villagers just stared at them: no caps were touched, no heads were nodded. The gulf seemed impassable, and there was felt a quiet sort of resentment on either side.

At first Connie suffered from the steady flow of resentment that came from the village. Then she hardened herself to it, and it became sort of refreshing, something to live up to. It was not that she and Clifford were unpopular, they merely belonged to another species altogether from the villagers.

Clifford left them alone, and she learned to do the same:she just went by without looking at them, and they stared as if she were a walking wax figure. When he had to deal with them, Clifford was rather
 arrogant and contemptuous. But he was neither liked nor disliked by the people:he was just part of things, like the coal pits and Wragby.

But Clifford was really extremely shy and selfconscious now that he was crippled. He hated seeing anyone except just the personal servants, for he had to sit in a wheelchair.

Connie and he were attached to one another. But she could not help feeling how little connection he really had with people. He was not in actual touch with anybody. Connie felt that she herself didn’t really touch him.

Yet he was absolutely dependent on her, he needed her every moment. Big and strong as he was, he was helpless. He could wheel himself about in a wheelchair, and he had a sort of bath-chair with a motor attachment, in which he could puff 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 about people he had known. They were curiously true to modern life, to the modern psychology,
 that is. And Clifford was extremely sensitive about these stories. He wanted everyone to think them good. They appeared in the most modern magazines, and were praised and blamed as usual.But to Clifford the blame was torture. It was as if the whole of his being were in his stories.

Connie helped him as much as she could with the work, discussing for hours the characters and their interactions with one another.She quite enjoyed these discussions for a time.

Connie’s father, during one of his brief visits to Wragby commented about Clifford’s writing,“It’s smart, but there’s nothing in it. It won’t last!”Connie looked at the big Scottish artist-knight who had done himself well all his life. Nothing in it! What did he mean by nothing in it?If the critics praised it,and Clifford’s name was almost famous, and it even brought in money... what did her father mean by saying there was nothing in Clifford’s writing?

It was in her second winter at Wragby her father said to her:“I hope, Connie, you won’t let circumstances force you into a life without sex.”And to Clifford he said the same, when the two men were alone:
 “I’m afraid it doesn’t quite suit Connie to live without sex.”

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

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

“She’s losing her shape... Anyway,it’s not her style.”

Clifford wanted to say something later to Connie about this, 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 another.

Connie guessed, however, that her father had said something, and that something was in Clifford’s mind. She knew that he didn’t mind whether she were sexually active, so long as he didn’t absolutely know,and wasn’t made to see. What the eye doesn’t see and the mind doesn’t know, doesn’t exist.

Connie and Clifford had now been nearly two years at Wragby, living their vague life of absorption in Clifford and his work.Connie went for walks in the
 park,and in the woods that joined the park, and enjoyed the solitude.But it was all a dream.She herself was like a figure somebody had read about. No substance to her or anything... no touch, no contact! Only this life with Clifford and his stories, which Sir Malcolm said there was nothing in, and wouldn’t last.

Clifford had quite a number of friends,acquaintances really,and he invited them to Wragby,all sorts of people:critics and writers, people who would help to praise his books. And they were flattered at being asked to Wragby. Connie understood it all perfectly. She was hostess to these people. And the men,especially those no longer young, were very nice to her indeed. But she gave them no encouragement at all. This,of course, made Clifford extraordinarily proud.

Time went on. 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 people in the house.


注释

profess[prə'fes]v.表示,明言

resentment[ri'zentmənt]n.怨恨,愤恨

crippled['kriplid]adj.残废的

circumstance['səːkəmstəns]n.环境,境况

acquaintance[ə'kweintəns]n.相识,熟人

all sorts of各种各样的



CHAPTER 3

Connie was aware, however, of a growing restlessness. It made her heart beat violently for no reason. And she was getting thinner.She would rush off across the park, abandon Clifford, and lie in the tall grass. To get away from the house... she must get away from the house and everybody.

Vaguely she knew herself that she was going to pieces in some way.She had lost touch with the substantial and vital world. There was only Clifford and his books... which had nothing in them! It was like beating her head against a stone.

Her father warned her again:“Why don’t you get yourself a lover, Connie? Do you all the good in the world.”

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, for he wrote smart society plays. But then he was discovered to be anti-English. And to the upper class society that made this discovery, this was worse than the dirtiest crime. He was cut dead, and
 his corpse thrown into the refuse can.

Yet Clifford did not hesitate to invite him to his home. 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 Wragby. Being grateful, he would no doubt do Clifford‘good’over there in America. It was remarkable what a sound publicity instinct Clifford had. In the end Michaelis did him most nobly in a play, and Clifford was a sort of popular hero. Till the reaction, when he found he had been made ridiculous.

Connie wondered a little over Clifford’s blind instinct to become known as a first-class modern writer. Determined to build himself a monument of a reputation quickly, he used anyone, even the losers. In Connie’s mind, he was only lowering himself.

Michaelis arrived in a very neat car, with a driver and a servant. But at the sight of him something in Clifford’s soul was disgusted. Yet he was very polite to the man, for the goddess of Success roamed,snarling and protective, round the half-humble, half-rebellious Michaelis’heels, and intimidated Clifford completely.

Michaelis obviously wasn’t an Englishman. He
 had a feeling of resentment and a complaint that was too obvious in his own attitude and behavior. He was a man who had been kicked many a time. And,in a sense, he asked to be kicked, for he wished to be where he didn’t belong... among the English upper classes. And how they enjoyed the various kicks they got at him! And how he hated them!

There was something about him that Connie liked. He talked to Clifford sensibly, briefly, practically,about all the things Clifford wanted to know. He knew he had been asked down to Wragby to be made use of, and like an old, shrewd, almost indifferent business man, he let himself be asked questions, and he answered with as little waste of feeling as possible.

“Well, it’s wonderful what you’ve done at your time of life,”said Clifford finally, after a long string of questions had been answered.

“I’m thirty... yes, I’m thirty!”said Michaelis, sharply and suddenly, with a curious laugh; hollow, triumphant,and bitter.

“And are you alone?”asked Connie.

“How do you mean?Do I live alone?I’ve got my servant. And I’m going to marry. Oh, yes, I must
 marry.”

“You say that in the same way you might announce you’re going to have an unpleasant operation,”laughed Connie.

He looked at her admiringly.“Well, Lady Chatterley, I find...excuse me... I find I can’t marry an Englishwoman, not even an Irishwoman... I’ve asked my man if he will find me a Turk or something... something nearer to the Oriental.”

Connie really wondered at this queer, sad specimen of extraordinary success; it was said he had an income of fifty thousand dollars from America alone.

Sometimes he was handsome. Connie felt a sudden, strange leap of sympathy for him, a leap mingled with compassion, just a little bit of disgust, amounting almost to love. The outsider! The outsider! And they called him an idiot! How so much stupider Clifford looked!

Michaelis knew at once he had made an impression on her. He knew just where he was with Clifford. They were two alien dogs which would have liked to bark bitterly at one another, but which smiled instead. But with the woman he was not quite so sure.


At breakfast, Michaelis sent a servant to ask could he be of any service to Lady Chatterley: he thought of driving into Sheffield. The answer came, would he care to go up to Lady Chatterley’s sitting room on the third floor. Michaelis followed blindly after the servant, quite flattered by the invitation.

As he entered her room, he commented,“It’s very pleasant up here.”

Her room was the only gay, modern one in the house, the only spot in Wragby her personality was at all revealed. Clifford had never seen it, and she asked very few people up.

Now she and Michaelis sat on opposite sides of the fire and talked. Michaelis talked frankly about himself, revealing his bitter, indifferent soul; then showing a gleam of pride in his success.

“But why are you such a lonely bird?”Connie asked him; and again he looked at her, with his full, searching look.

“Oh, you’re quite right!”he said, turning his head away.“It’s awfully nice of you to think of me. May I hold your hand for a minute?”

He fixed his eyes on her, and sent out an appeal that affected her deep down. He went over, kneeled
 beside her, and buried his face in her lap, remaining motionless. Looking down at him in a sort of amazement,feeling his face pressing her thighs, she could not help putting her hand on the back of his neck. He trembled and looked up at her with that awful appeal in his full,glowing eyes.She was utterly incapable of resisting it. She must give him anything,anything.

He was a curious and very gentle lover, very gentle with the woman, trembling uncontrollably. To her it meant nothing except that she gave herself to him. And at length he ceased to quiver any more, and lay quite still,quite still. Then, with dim, compassionate fingers, she stroked his head, that lay on her breast.

“And now, I suppose you’ll hate me!”he said in a quiet,inevitable way.

“Why should I?”she asked.

“Oh!You’re frightfully good to me...”he cried miserably.

She wondered why he should be miserable.

“Won’t Sir Clifford... won’t he be...?”

“Yes. You’d better go now. I don’t want Clifford to know not even to suspect. It would hurt him so much.”


“He’ll know nothing from me! You see if he does. Me give myself away! Ha! Ha!”he laughed hollowly, mockingly, at such an idea. She watched him in wonder. He said to her:“I’ll run into Sheffield I think, and lunch there, if I may, and be back to tea. May I do anything for you? May I be sure you don’t hate me?”

“No, I don’t hate you,”she said.“I think you’re nice.”

“Ah!”he said to her fiercely,“That means such a lot more than the words‘I love you’... Till afternoon then. I’ve plenty to think about till then." He kissed her hands humbly and was gone.

“I don’t think I can stand that young man,”said Clifford at lunch.

“I think people have been so unkind to him,”said Connie.

“Do you wonder?And do you think he employs his shining hours doing deeds of kindness?”

Connie thought about this for a moment. Was Michaelis truly so much worse than Clifford? Both were after the same thing:success. Was the way the poor outsider had shoved and bounced himself forward in person, and by the back doors, any worse
 than Clifford’s way of advertising himself into prominence?

Michaelis came back towards teatime with a large handful of violets and lilies, and the same sad expression he had left with. Connie wondered: was he really such a sad dog?

Connie was in love with him,but she managed to sit with her sewing and let the men talk,and not give herself away. As for Michaelis, he was perfect, exactly the same as the previous evening. Connie felt he must have forgotten the morning. He had not forgotten. But he knew where he was... in the same old place outside, where the born outsiders are. He didn’t take the lovemaking altogether personally. His isolation was a necessity to him. But beneath his pale, immobile, disillusioned face, his child’s soul was sobbing with gratitude to the woman, and burning to come to her again.

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

“I’ll come to you,”she said.

He waited for her a long time...but she came.

He was the trembling excited sort of lover, whose crisis soon came,and was finished. 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 in her; he was always come and finished so quickly, then shrinking down on her breast, while she lay disappointed and lost.

But then she soon learned to hold him, to keep him there inside her when his crisis was over. And there he was generous and curiously potent;he stayed firm inside her, giving to her, while she was active... wildly, passionately active, coming to her own crisis. And as he felt the excitement of her achieving her own climactic satisfaction from his hard, erect passivity, he had a curious sense of pride and satisfaction.

He stayed that time only the three days, and to Clifford was exactly the same as on the first evening; to Connie also. She 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 love in hopelessness. And he, being hopeless, couldn’t ever quite love at all.

So they went on for quite a time, writing, and meeting occasionally in London. She still wanted the physical, sexual thrill she could get with him by her
 own activity, his little climax being over.

She was terrifically cheerful at Wragby. And she used all her aroused cheerfulness and satisfaction to stimulate Clifford, so that he wrote his best at this time,and was almost happy in his strange, blind way. Yet when those days of her grand joyful cheerfulness and stimulus were gone, and she was depressed and irritable, how Clifford longed for them again! Perhaps if he’d known he might even have wished to get her and Michaelis together again.

注释

substantial[səb'stænʃəl]adj.真实的

make a fortune赚大钱

in a sense在某种意义上

make use of使用,利用

in the same way同样地

frankly['fræŋkli]adv.坦白地,真诚地

awfully['ɔːfuli]adv.非常,很,十分

motionless['məuʃ(ə)nlis]adj.不动的,静止的

mockingly['mɔkiŋli]adv.愚弄地,取笑地

employ[im'plɔi]v.使用

after['ɑːftə]be after追赶,寻找

yearning['jəniŋ]n.向往



CHAPTER 4

On a frosty morning with a little February sun, Clifford and Connie went for a walk across the park to the wood. Clifford steered cautiously down the slope of the hill from the hall,and Connie kept her hand on the chair. In front lay the wood. Connie opened the wood-gate, and Clifford puffed slowly through. The wood was a remnant of the great forest where Robin Hood hunted.

Clifford loved the wood; he loved the old oaktrees. He felt they were his own through generations. He wanted to protect them. He wanted this place shielded, shut off from the world.

The chair struggled slowly up the incline, rocking and jolting on the frozen mud. And suddenly, on the left, came a clearing where there was nothing but big sawn stumps,showing their tops and their grasping roots, lifeless. This was one of the places that Sir Geoffrey had cut during the war for trench timber.

This place always made Clifford curiously angry. He had been through the war, had seen what it meant. But he didn’t get really angry till he saw this bare hill. He was having it replanted. But it made
 him hate Sir Geoffrey.

Clifford sat with a fixed face as the chair slowly mounted. When they came to the top of the rise he stopped, for it was much too dangerous for him to attempt the rest of the path, which dove down into the depths of the forest.

“I consider this is really the heart of England,”said Clifford to Connie.

“Do you?”she said, seating herself in her blue knitted dress, on a stump by the path.

“I do! I want this wood perfect... untouched. I want nobody to enter it,”said Clifford.

He sat in the pale sun, with the light on his smooth, rather blond hair, his reddish full face impossible to read.

“I mind more, not having a son, when I come here, than any other time,”he said.

“But the wood is older than your family,”said Connie gently.

“Quite!”said Clifford.“But we’ve preserved it. Except for us it would go...it would be gone already, like the rest of the forest. One must preserve some of the old England! That’s why having a son helps; one is only a link in a chain,”he said.


Connie found his desire for a son curiously impersonal.

“It would almost be a good thing if you had a child by another man,”he said,“If we brought it up at Wragby,it would belong to us and to the place. I don’t believe very intensely in fatherhood. If we had the child to rear, it would be our own, and it would carry on. Don’t you think it’s worth considering?”

Connie looked up at him at last. The child, her child, was just an‘it’to him.

“But what about the other man?”she asked.

“Does it matter very much?Do these things really affect us very deeply?What do the occasional relationships matter? And the occasional sexual relationships especially! It’s the lifelong companionship that matters. You and I are married. We have the habit of each other. And habit, to my thinking,is more vital than any occasional excitement. The long, slow, enduring thing... that’s what we live by... not the occasional excitement.If we stick to that we ought to be able to arrange this sex thing,as we arrange going to the dentist.”

Connie sat and listened in a sort of wonder,and a sort of fear. She did not know if he was right or not.


“And wouldn’t you mind what man’s child I had?”she asked.

“Why, Connie, you wouldn’t let the wrong sort of fellow touch you.”

She thought of Michaelis! He was absolutely Clifford’s idea of the wrong sort of fellow.

“And should you expect me to tell you?”she asked, glancing up at him.

“Not at all, I’d better not know... But you do agree with me, don’t you, that the casual sex thing is nothing, compared to the long life lived together?”

“As far as I can see I agree with you. Only life may turn quite a new face on it all.”

“But until life turns a new face on it all, you do agree?”

“Oh yes! I think I do, really.”

She was watching a brown dog that had run out of a sidepath,and was looking towards them,making a soft bark. A man with a gun strode swiftly, out after the dog, facing their way as if about to attack them; then stopped instead,saluted,and was turning downhill. It was only the new gamekeeper, but he had frightened Connie.

“Mellors!”called Clifford.“Will you turn the
 chair round and get it started?That makes it easier.”

The man at once came forward with the same curious swift, yet soft movements,as if keeping invisible. He was moderately tall and lean,and was silent. He did not look at Connie at all, only at the chair.

“Connie, this is the new gamekeeper, Mellors.”

The man lifted his hat as he stood, showing his thick, almost fair hair. He stared straight into Connie’s eyes with a perfect, fearless, impersonal look, as if he wanted to see what she was like. He made her feel shy.

“How do you like it here?”she asked.

“I like it just fine, thank you, your Ladyship!”

Clifford started the little engine. The man carefully turned the chair,and set it nose-forwards to the incline that curved gently to the dark green forest.

“Is that all then, Sir Clifford?”asked the man.

“No, you’d better come along in case she sticks. The engine isn’t really strong enough for going up hill.”

They went fairly quickly down the slope, the man with his hand on the rail of the chair,steadying it. When they came to the wood gate,Connie suddenly ran forward and opened it. As she stood holding it,
 the two men looked at her in passing, Clifford critically, the other man with a curious, cool wonder; impersonally wanting to see what she looked like. And she saw in his blue, impersonal eyes a look of suffering and detachment, yet a certain warmth.

As Mellors pushed the chair up the park hill, he breathed rather quickly, through parted lips. He was rather fragile really. Curiously full of vitality, but a little fragile and tired. Her woman’s instinct sensed it.

The chair waited at the top of the pink path. Clifford looked round for Connie.

“Not tired, are you?”he asked.

“Oh, no!”she said.

But she was. A strange, weary yearning, a dissatisfaction had started in her. Clifford did not notice:those were not things he was aware of. But the stranger knew.

“Thanks, then, for the help, Mellors,”said Clifford casually,as he began to wheel down the passage to the servants’quarters.

“It was kind of you to push the chair up that hill... I hope it wasn’t heavy for you,”said Connie, looking back at the keeper outside the door.


His eyes came to hers in an instant, as if woken up. He was aware of her.

His voice dropped again into the broad sound of the countryside dialect:“Good morning to your Ladyship!”

“Where did the gamekeeper come from?”asked Connie at lunch.

“Nowhere! He was a Tevershall boy...son of a worker, I believe.”

“And was he a worker himself?”

“Blacksmith in the coal pit, I believe. But he was keeper here for two years before the war... before he joined up. When he came back, I just took him back here as keeper.”

“And isn’t he married?”

“He was. But his wife went off with... with various men... but finally with a worker at Stacks Gate,and I believe she’s living there still.”

“So this man is alone?”

“More or less! He has a mother in the village... and a child, I believe.”

Clifford looked at Connie, and she felt all the background of his mind filling up with nothingness. And it frightened her.It made him seem impersonal,
 almost to idiocy. Once he was‘well’, once he was back at Wragby, and writing his stories, and feeling sure of life. But now, as the years went by, slowly, slowly, Connie felt the bruise of fear and horror coming up,and spreading in him. And as it spread in him, Connie felt it spread in her. An inward dread, an emptiness, an unconcern to everything gradually spread in her soul.

Poor Connie! As the years drew on it was the fear of nothingness in her life that affected her. Clifford’s mental life and hers gradually began to feel like nothingness. Their marriage, their integrated life based on a habit of intimacy that he talked about: there were days when it all became utterly blank and nothing.

There was Clifford’s success. It was true he was almost famous,and his books brought him in a thousand pounds. His photograph appeared everywhere. There was a bust of him in one of the galleries,and a portrait of him in two galleries. He seemed the most modern of modern voices. It was strange and it was nothing.

Michaelis had seized upon Clifford as the central figure for a play;already he had sketched in the plot,
 and written the first act. He wrote to Clifford about the play, and Clifford was again thrilled. He invited Michaelis down to Wragby to read the first act.

Michaelis came and the first act of the play was a great success. Even Connie was thrilled. However, next morning Michaelis was more uneasy than ever, for Connie had not visited him in the night. He went up to her sitting room in the morning. He asked her about his play... did she think it good? He had to hear it praised. She praised it, of course, knowing, however, that it was nothing.

“Look here!”he said suddenly at last.“Why don’t we marry?”

“But I am married,”she said, amazed, and yet feeling nothing.

“Oh he’ll divorce you all right... Why don’t you and I marry?”

Connie looked at him.

“I can’t leave Clifford, you know.”

“Why not? The man has no use for you at all,as far as I can see; he’s entirely wrapped up in himself.”

Connie felt there was truth in this. But she also felt that Michaelis was hardly making a display of
 selflessness. She just sat and stared and looked dazzled,and felt nothing.

“I should have to think about it,”she finally said.“I couldn’t say now. It may seem to you Clifford doesn’t count,but he does. When you think how much he needs me...”

“Oh damn it all!”He turned aside, working his hands furiously in his trousers pockets.

That evening she went to him. He was a more excited lover that night, with his strange,small boy’s fragile nakedness.Connie found it impossible to come to her crisis before he had really finished his. She had to go on after he had finished, while he heroically kept himself up,and present in her, with all his will and self-offering, till she brought about her own crisis, with strange little cries.

When at last he drew away from her, he said,in a bitter little voice:

“My God! All the women are like that,”he said.“Either they don’t go off at all, as if they were dead in there... or else they wait till a man’s really done, and then they start to bring themselves off, and a man’s got to hang on.I never had a woman yet who went off just at the same moment as I did.”


“But you want me to have my satisfaction too, don’t you?”she repeated.

“I’m quite willing. But I’m damned if hanging on waiting for a woman to go off is much of a game for a man...”

This speech was one of the crucial blows of Connie’s life. It killed something in her. She had almost loved him for bringing her to her crisis that night...and wanted to marry him. Her whole sexual feeling for him,or for any man, collapsed that night. Her life fell apart from his as completely as if he had never existed.

And she went through the days drearily, for there was nothing now but this empty life with Clifford.

注释

frosty['frɔsti]adj.结霜的,严寒的

steer[stiə]v.掌舵,驾驶

incline[in'klain]n.倾斜,斜坡

blond hair金发

occasional[ə'keiʒnəl]adj.偶然的,临时的

stick to坚持(真理等)

invisible[in'vizəbl]adj.看不见的,无形的


rail[reil]n.横杆,扶手

critically['kritikəli]adv.批评地

dissatisfaction['dis̩sætis'fækʃən]n.不满,不平

join up参军,联合起来

idiocy['idiəsi]n.白痴,白痴的行为

seize upon抓住,利用

wrap up in酷爱

count[kaunt]v.有价值



CHAPTER 5

Connie wondered to herself,“What was the point, of her or anything?”All men seemed so old and cold. They just didn’t really want a woman,even Michaelis didn’t. Men had no real glamour for a woman:if you could fool yourself into thinking they had, even as she had fooled herself over Michaelis, that was the best you could do. Meanwhile, you just lived on and there was nothing to it. She understood perfectly well why people had cocktail parties, and went listening and dancing to jazz until they were ready to drop. She almost wished she had gone off with Michaelis, and made her life one long cocktail party, and jazz evening.

On one of her bad days she went out alone to walk in the wood. Then suddenly the report of a gun not far off startled and angered her. Then, as she went, she heard a child sobbing. At once she attended; someone was ill-treating a child. Turning the corner, she saw two figures in the drive beyond her: the keeper, and a little girl in a purple coat.

“Ah,shut it up, you false little baby!”came the
 man’s angry voice, and the child sobbed louder.

Constance strode nearer, with blazing eyes. The man turned and looked at her,saluting coolly, but he was pale with anger

“What’s the matter?Why is she crying?”demanded Constance.

A faint smile came on the man’s face.“Why don’t you ask her?”he replied coldly.

Connie felt as if he had hit her in the face, and she changed color. Then she turned to the child.“What is it, dear? Tell me why you’re crying!”At the same time she felt in the pocket of her knitted jacket, and luckily found a coin.“Don’t you cry then!”she said, bending in front of the child.“See what I’ve got for you!”

There were still more sobs, but then a black shrewd eye cast for a second on the coin,and the crying began to quiet.

“There, tell me what’s the matter, tell me!”said Connie, putting the coin into the child’s hand, which closed over it.

“It’s the cat!”said the child pointing behind Connie.


Connie looked, and there, sure enough, was a big black cat, stretched out grimly, with a bit of blood on it. She then looked at the keeper angrily.

“No wonder the child cried,”she said,“if you shot it when she was there. No wonder she cried!”

He looked into Connie’s eyes. The man did not respect her.

“What is your name?”she said playfully to the child.

“Connie Mellors!I wanted to go and see Grandma.”

“But where is your Gran?”

The child lifted an arm, pointing down the drive.“At the little house.”

Connie turned to the man.

“It is your little girl,isn’t it?”

He saluted and made a slight movement of the head in affirmation. Again he looked into her eyes, with that calm, searching glance. A man very much alone, and on his own.

“Would you like to come with me to the cottage, to your Gran?”Connie asked the girl.

“Yes!”she cried.


Connie disliked her: the spoiled and false little female. Nevertheless, she wiped her face and took her hand.

At the cottage the door stood open, and there was a rattling heard inside. Connie lingered, the child slipped her hand, and ran indoors.

“Gran!”

The grandmother came to the door. She was a little, rather dry woman.“Good morning!”said Connie.“She was crying, because her father had shot a cat, so I brought her home.”

“It was very kind of you, I must say! She’s frightened of him, that’s the trouble. Seems he’s almost a stranger to her. They don’t get along very well.”

Connie didn’t know what to say.She began moving away to go.

“Well, thank you ever so much, Lady Chatterley.”

“Good morning,”Connie replied with a smile and then went away.

She went slowly home to Wragby.“Home”was too warm a word for that cold place. But then it was
 a word that had had its day. It was somehow cancelled. All the great words, it seemed to Connie, were cancelled for her generation: love, joy, happiness, home, mother, father, husband; all these great, dynamic words were half dead now,and dying from day to day.So that’s that! Always this was the last utterance. And when one died, the last words to life would be:So that’s that!

Money? Money is a necessity,and the only absolute necessity. All the rest you can get along without, at a pinch. But not money. Emphatically, that’s that!

She thought of Michaelis, and the money she might have had with him; and even that she didn’t want. She preferred the lesser amount which she helped Clifford to make by his writing. The last feat to be humanly proud of! So she went home to Clifford, to join forces with him again, to make another story out of nothingness:and a story meant money.

Since Michaelis,she had made up her mind she wanted nothing more than what she’d got; only she wanted to get ahead with what she’d got: Clifford, the stories, Wragby Chatterley business, money and
 fame, such as it was... she wanted to go ahead with it all. Love, sex, all that sort of stuff, if you don’t hang on to it in your mind,it’s nothing.

But a child, a baby! That was still one thing she wanted. But there wasn’t a man in the world whose children she wanted. She had an idea that he would have to be a foreigner: not an Englishman, still less an Irishman. A real foreigner.

Next winter she would get Clifford to London; the following winter she would get him abroad to the South of France,Italy.She was in no hurry about the child. One might take a lover almost at any moment, but a man who should bring forth a child...one must be careful and patient!

It had rained as usual, and the paths were too wet for Clifford’s chair, but Connie would go out. She went out alone every day now, mostly in the wood, where she was really alone. She saw nobody there.

This day, however, Clifford wanted to send a message to the keeper,so he put the task in Connie’s charge.

As she came out of the wood on the north side, the keeper’s cottage,a rather dark, brown stone cot-
 tage, with a high roof and handsome chimney,looked uninhabited,it was so silent and alone.

She knocked softly, no one came. She knocked again, but still not loudly. There was no answer.She stood and listened, and it seemed to her she heard sounds from the back of the cottage, so she went round the side of the house. In the little yard two paces beyond her, the man was washing himself, completely unaware. He was naked to the hips, and his white slim back was curved over a big bowl of soapy water,in which he placed his head,shaking his head with a queer, quick little motion, lifting his slender white arms, and pressing the soapy water from his ears. Connie backed away round the corner of the house, and hurried away to the wood.In spite of herself, she had had a shock. After all, merely a man washing himself, commonplace enough, Heaven knows!

Yet in some curious way it was a significant experience:it had hit her in the middle of the body.She saw the warm, white flame of a single life, revealing itself in a form that one might touch: a body! But with her mind she was inclined to scorn. She was rather annoyed; why should she be made to stumble
 on these vulgar privacies?

So she walked away from herself, but after a while she sat down on a fallen tree. She was too confused to think. But in the coil of her confusion, she was determined to deliver her message to the fellow.

So she walked slowly back, listening. As she came near, the cottage looked just the same. A dog barked,and she knocked at the door, her heart beating in spite of herself.

She heard the man coming lightly downstairs. He opened the door quickly, and startled her. Instantly a laugh came to his face.

“Lady Chatterley!”he said.“Will you come in?”

“I only called with a message from Sir Clifford,”she said in her soft, rather breathless voice. She delivered her message, looking unconsciously into his eyes again. And now his eyes looked warm and kind, and at ease.

“Very good, your Ladyship. I will see to it at once.”

Connie hesitated, she ought to go. But she looked round the clean, tidy, rather dreary little living room with something like dismay.

“Do you live here quite alone?”she asked.


“Quite alone, your Ladyship.”

“But your mother...?”

“My mother comes and cleans up for me on Saturdays; I do the rest myself.”

Again, Connie looked at him. When the eyes ceased to laugh they looked as if they had suffered a great deal, still without losing their warmth. She wanted to say so many things,and she said nothing.

He went in front of her down the garden path to hold the gate. As she passed him, there was something young and bright in his fair hair, and his quick eyes. He would be a man about thirty-seven or eight.

She walked on into the wood, knowing he was looking after her. She wondered very much about him; he seemed so unlike a gamekeeper, so unlike a workingman anyhow; although he had something in common with the local people. But also something very uncommon.

“The gamekeeper, Mellors, is a curious kind of person,”she said to Clifford,“he might almost be a gentleman.”

“I know very little about him. He only came out of the army last year, less than a year ago. From India,I think. He may have picked up certain tricks out
 there, perhaps he was an officer’s servant, and improved on his position. But it does people like him no good,they have to fall back into their old places when they get home again.”

“But don’t you think there is something special about him?”she asked.

“Frankly, no! Nothing I had noticed.”

He looked at her curiously, uneasily, half-suspiciously. And she felt he wasn’t telling her the real truth; he wasn’t telling himself the real truth. He disliked any suggestion of a really exceptional human being. People must be more or less at his level, or below it.

注释

ill-treat['il'triːt]vt.虐待

grimly['ցrimli]adv.可怕地

no wonder不足为奇的

affirmation[æfəː'meiʃən]n.肯定

linger['liŋցə]v.逗留,徘徊

at a pinch在紧要关头

make up one’s mind下决心,决定


in spite of oneself不由自主

commonplace['kɔmənpleis]adj.普通的,平凡的

see to负责,注意

in common with和…一样

more or less或多或少



CHAPTER 6

When Connie went up to her bedroom she did what she had not done for a long time: took off all her clothes, and looked at herself naked in the huge mirror. She had been supposed to have rather a good figure, but now she was out of fashion. Instead of ripening its firm, down-running curves, her body was flattening and going a little harsh. It was as if it had not had enough sun and warmth.

Her body was going meaningless, going dull. It made her feel immensely depressed and hopeless. What hope was there? She was old, old at twentyseven, with no gleam and sparkle in the flesh. Old through neglect and denial, yes, denial. And the longish slope of her and her bottom had lost its gleam and its sense of richness. Gone! Only the German boy had loved it, and he was ten years dead, very nearly. The healthy boy with his fresh, clumsy emotionality that she had then been so scornful of!Where would she find it now?It was gone out of men.

She slipped into her nightdress, and went to bed, where she sobbed bitterly. And in her bitterness burned a cold indignation against Clifford, and his
 writings and his talk:against all the men of his sort who cheated a woman even of her own body.

But in the morning, all the same, she was up at seven, and going downstairs to Clifford. She had to help him in all the intimate things, for he had no man, and refused a woman-servant. It was a demand on her, but she had wanted to do what she could.

And yet, deep inside herself, a sense of injustice, of being cheated, had begun to burn in Connie. Poor Clifford, he was not to blame. His was the greater misfortune. It was all part of the general catastrophe.

And yet was he not in a way to blame? He was never really warm, nor even kind, only thoughtful, considerate,in an upper class, cold sort of way! His whole race was this way. They were all inwardly hard and separate, and warmth to them was just bad taste. It was all cold nonsense.

A sense of rebellion grew in Connie. What was the good of her sacrifice, her devoting her life to Clifford?What was she serving,after all?A cold spirit of vanity that had no warm human contacts: Success. But Clifford wasn’t even that great a success. Michaelis was much more of a success. He was a he-
 roic rat,and Clifford was a fancy dog showing off.

The days seemed to grind by, with curious painfulness, yet nothing happened. Only she was getting thinner, even the housekeeper noticed it, and asked her about herself.She began to be afraid of the horribly white tombs, which stuck up on the hillside, under Tevershall church, and which she saw with such grim painfulness from the park.She felt the time not far off when she would be buried there.

She needed help,and she knew it:so she wrote a letter to her sister, Hilda.“I’m not well lately, and I don’t know what’s the matter with me.”Down came Hilda from Scotland. She came in March, alone, driving herself in a little two-seater. Hilda pulled up her car, got out, and kissed her sister.

“But Connie!”she cried.“You’re ill, child!”

“No, not ill. Perhaps I’m bored,”said Connie a little pathetically.

The light of battle glowed in Hilda’s face;“This wretched place!”she said softly, looking at poor, old, lumbering Wragby with real hate.

She went quietly in to Clifford. He sat square and well-groomed in his chair, his hair shiny and blond, and his face fresh, his blue eyes pale, and a
 little prominent,his expression unreadable,but wellbred. Hilda thought it depressing and stupid, and he waited.

“Connie’s looking awfully unwell,”she said in her soft voice, fixing him with her beautiful, angry grey eyes.

“She’s a little thinner,”he said.

“Haven’t you done anything about it?”

“Do you think it necessary?”he asked in the typical cold way of the English gentleman.

Hilda only stared angrily at him without replying.

“I’ll take her to a doctor,”said Hilda at length.“Can you suggest a good one round here?”

“I’m afraid I can’t.”

“Then tomorrow I’ll take her to London, where we have a doctor we trust.”

Though boiling with rage, Clifford said nothing.

“You must have a nurse or somebody, to look after you personally. You should really have a manservant,”said Hilda as they sat, with apparent calmness,at coffee after dinner.

“You think so?”he said coldly. He, of course, hated the idea.


“I’m sure! It’s necessary. Either that, or father and I must take Connie away for some months. This can’t go on.”

The two sisters drove off in the morning. The doctor examined Connie carefully and said,“You’re spending your life without renewing it. You’ve got to be amused, properly, healthily amused. You’re spending your vitality without making any. Can’t go on, you know. Depression! Avoid depression!”

Hilda set her jaw, and that meant something. Back went the sisters to the Midlands. Hilda talked to Clifford and told him all the doctor had said, and he sat silent through the provocation.

“Here are the addresses of two women; I saw one of them, she would do very well; a woman of about fifty, quiet, strong, kind, and in her way cultured...”

Clifford only sat angrily silent.

“Very well, Clifford. If we don’t settle something by tomorrow, I shall telegraph to father, and we shall take Connie away.”

So next day Clifford suggested Mrs. Bolton, a nurse from Tevershall. Apparently, Mrs. Betts had thought of her. Mrs. Bolton was just retiring from
 her duties to take up private nursing jobs. Clifford had a queer dread of delivering himself into the hands of a stranger, but this Mrs. Bolton had once nursed him through a severe illness, and he knew her.

The two sisters at once called on Mrs. Bolton and found a rather good-looking middle-aged woman, in a nurse’s uniform, with a white collar and apron, just making herself tea in a small crowded sitting room. She was most attentive and polite,and seemed quite nice.She was very much respected in the village for the work she had been doing.

On the following Sunday Mrs. Bolton drove up in a cab to Wragby with two trunks. Hilda had talks with her; Mrs. Bolton was ready at any moment to talk. And she seemed so young! She was forty-seven.

Her husband, Ted Bolton,had been killed in the coal mines, twenty-two years ago, twenty-two years last Christmas.

“He was twenty-eight when he was killed in an explosion down there.It was sort of his own fault,so the legal compensation I received from the mine was quite small. And what could I do with two little children on my hands?But Ted’s mother was very kind.
 She agreed to keep both the children for the day, while I went to Sheffield, and attended classes in nursing.”

After finishing her studies she acted as an assistant at Uthwaite hospital for a while. But then Sir Geoffrey noticed her and offered her a position at his medical clinic for the Tevershall Mining Company. And she worked there until just recently.

She had very mixed feelings about the workers that she had for so long cared for. She liked them, but she felt very superior to them. She felt almost upper class; and at the same time, a resentment against the ruling class lived in her. The upper classes fascinated her,appealing to her peculiar English passion for superiority. She was thrilled to come to Wragby and talk to Lady Chatterley. Yet one could see a negative feeling toward the Chatterleys peep out in her.

“It’s a mercy Lady Chatterley had a sister to come and help her. Men don’t think. They take what a woman does for them for granted. But it’s very hard for Sir Clifford, you know, crippled like that. They were always an arrogant family, as they’ve a right to be. But then to be brought down like that!
 And it’s very hard on Lady Chatterley, perhaps harder on her. What she misses! I only had Ted three years, but my word, while I had him, I had a husband I would never forget.”

For the first week or so, Mrs.Bolton, however, was very quiet at Wragby and she was nervous. Clifford liked that, and soon recovered his self-possession, letting her do things for him without even noticing her.

Clifford made her feel small, like a servant, and she accepted it without a word,adjusting herself to the upper classes. She was bullied, but she didn’t mind. She was experiencing the upper classes. She neither resented nor disliked Clifford; he was just part of a phenomenon, the phenomenon of the highclass folks, so far unknown to her, but now to be known. She felt more at home with Lady Chatterley, and after all it’s the mistress of the house matters most.

Clifford, however, inside himself, never quite forgave Connie for giving up her personal care of him to a strange hired woman. It killed, he said to himself, the real flower of the intimacy between him and her. But Connie didn’t mind that. Now she had more
 time to herself. And she was so glad to be alone,and not always to have to talk to him.

But he still wanted the old intimate evenings of talk with Connie:talk or reading aloud. But now she could arrange that Mrs. Bolton should come at ten to disturb them. At ten o’clock Connie could go upstairs and be alone. Clifford was in good hands with Mrs. Bolton. So changed was Wragby after Mrs. Bolton’s coming

And Connie felt herself released in another world. She felt she breathed differently. She breathed more freely,a new phase was going to begin in her life.

注释

be supposed to应该

scornful['skɔːnful]adj.轻视的,藐视的

nightdress['naitdres]n.女睡衣

catastrophe[kə'tæstrəfi]n.大灾难,灾祸

show off炫耀,卖弄

pathetically[pə'ɵetikəlli]adv.哀婉动人地

lumbering['lʌmbəriŋ]adj.笨拙的,行动迟缓的

unreadable[ʌn'riːdəbl]adj.难以理解的

provocation[prɔvə'keiʃən]n.挑衅

cultured['kʌltʃəd]adj.有教养的


compensation[kɔmpen'seiʃən]n.补偿,赔偿

care for关怀,照顾

appeal to对…有吸引力

recover[ri'kʌvə]v.重新获得,恢复

adjust to调整,适应

disturb[dis'təːb]v.打断



CHAPTER 7

Mrs. Bolton always urged her ladyship to walk out, to drive to Uthwaite, to be in the air. For Connie had got into the habit of sitting still by the fire, pretending to read or to sew, and hardly going out at all.

It was a windy day soon after Hilda had gone, that Mrs. Bolton said:“Now why don’t you go for a walk through the wood, and look at the flowers behind the keeper’s cottage? They’re the prettiest sight you’d see in a day’s march. And you could put some in your room.”

Connie took it in good part. After all,one could not stew in one’s own juice. She had forgotten the keeper in her unspeakable depression. But now something awakened.

She was stronger, she could walk better, and in the wood the wind would not be so tiring as it had been in the winter. She wanted to go there and forget, to forget the world.

Connie was strangely excited in the wood, and the color flew in her cheeks, and burned blue in her eyes. She walked slowly, picking a few flowers here
 and there, without knowing where she was, until she came to the clearing,at the end of the wood,and saw the green-stained stone cottage. The door was closed. There was no sound; no smoke from the chimney; no dog barking.

She went quietly round to the back; she had an excuse, to see the flowers. And they were there, the short-stemmed flowers, fluttering and shivering, so bright and alive, but with nowhere to hide their faces,as they turned them away from the wind.

She hated breaking the flowers, but she wanted just one or two to go with her. She would have to go back to Wragby walls, and now she hated it, especially its thick walls. Walls! Always walls! Yet one needed them in this wind.

She followed the broad path that led to a spring called John’s Well. How icy and clear it was! Brilliant! The new keeper had no doubt put in fresh pebbles. She heard the faint sound of water, as the tiny overflow washed over and downhill. This place was a little frightening, cold, damp.

She rose and continued slowly towards home. As she went, she heard a faint tapping away on the right, and stood still to listen. Was it hammering,
 or a woodpecker?It was surely hammering.

She walked on, listening. And then she noticed a narrow track between young trees, a track that seemed to lead nowhere. She turned down it adventurously, and soon found herself in a secret little clearing, and a secret little hut. And she had never been here before! She realized it was the quiet place where the growing birds were cared for; the keeper in his shirtsleeves was kneeling, hammering. The dog ran forward with a short, sharp bark,and the keeper lifted his face suddenly and saw her. He had a startled look in his eyes.

He straightened himself and saluted, watching her in silence, as she came forward with weakening limbs. He resented the intrusion; he cherished his solitude as his only and last freedom in life.

“I wondered what the hammering was,”she said, feeling weak and breathless, and a little afraid of him,as he looked so straight at her.

“I’m just getting the cages ready for the young birds,”he explained.

She did not know what to say, and she felt weak.

“I should like to sit down a bit,”she said.


“Come and sit in the hut,”he said, going in front of her to the little building.

He looked at her hands; they were rather blue. So he quickly took some twigs and made a fire inside the hut. He made a place by the brick hearth.

“Sit here and warm up a bit,”he said.

She obeyed him. He had that curious kind of protective authority she obeyed at once. So she sat and warmed her hands at the blaze,and dropped logs on the fire, while outside he was hammering again.

The hut was quite cozy. It had no window; the only light came in through the open door. It was bit of a mess inside, full of tools, but also it was a sort of peaceful little place to escape to.

She listened to the tapping of the man’s hammer; it was not so happy. He had reached the point where all he wanted on earth was to be alone. And yet he was powerless to preserve his privacy; he was a hired man,and these people were his masters. Especially he did not want to come into contact with a woman again. He feared it; for he had a big wound from old contacts. He felt if he could not be alone, and if he could not be left alone, he would die. His last refuge was this wood; to hide himself there!


Connie watched the man at work. He seemed not to notice her, but he knew. The same solitary aloneness she had seen in him naked, she now saw in him clothed. She felt his experience had been deeper and wider than her own; much deeper and wider, and perhaps more deadly.

He glanced up at her quickly,and saw the utterly still, waiting look on her face. To him it was a look of waiting. And a little thin tongue of fire suddenly flickered between his legs,and at the root of his back. He wished she would go away, and leave him to his own privacy. He hated her presence there.

Connie came to herself with sudden uneasiness. She rose. The afternoon was turning to evening, yet she could not go away. She went over to the man, who stood up at attention, his worn face stiff and blank, his eyes watching her.

“It is so nice here,so restful,”she said.“I think I shall come and sit here sometimes. Do you lock the hut when you’re not here?”

“Yes, your Ladyship.”

“Do you think I could have a key too, so that I could sit here sometimes?”

“No. I don’t think so.”


He was putting up an opposition. Was it his hut, after all?

“Couldn’t we get another key?”she asked in her soft voice that underneath had the ring of a woman determined to get her way.

“You’d have to ask Sir Clifford,”he said, putting her off.

Connie suddenly flushed with anger.

“Very well!”she said.“I’ll see to it.”

Their eyes met. His had a cold, ugly look of dislike and contempt, and indifference to what would happen. Hers were hot with anger.

“Afternoon, my Lady!”He saluted and turned abruptly away. She had wakened the sleeping dogs of old anger in him, anger against the self-willed female. And he was powerless, powerless. He knew it! And she was angry against the self-willed male. A servant too! She walked unhappily home.

She found Mrs. Bolton waiting for her at the gate to the park.

“I just wondered if you’d be coming, my Lady,”the woman said brightly.

“Am I late?”asked Connie.

“Oh, only Sir Clifford was waiting for his tea.”


“Why didn’t you make it then?”

She went indoors to Clifford’s study, where the old brass kettle was simmering on the tray.

“I’m sorry I’m late! Why didn’t you let Mrs. Bolton make the tea?”

“I didn’t think of it,”he said ironically.“I don’t quite see her presiding at the tea-table.”

“Oh, there’s nothing so precious about a silver teapot,”said Connie.

He glanced up at her curiously.

“What did you do all afternoon?”he said.

“Walked and sat in a sheltered place.”Then pouring him his tea,she asked,“Do you think there is a second key to that little hut not far from John’s Well, where the birds are reared?”she said.

“There may be. Why?”

“I happened to find it today and I’d never seen it before. I think it’s a darling place. I could sit there sometimes, couldn’t I?”

“Was Mellors there?”

“Yes! That’s how I found it: his hammering. He didn’t seem to like my intruding at all.In fact,he was almost rude when I asked about a second key.”

“What did he say?”


“Oh, nothing: just his manner; and he said he knew nothing about keys. I don’t see why he should mind. It’s not his home, after all! I don’t see why I shouldn’t sit there if I want to.”

“Quite!”said Clifford.“He thinks too much of himself, that man. You know he had a wife he didn’t get on with, so he joined up in 1915 and was sent to India, I believe. Anyhow he was blacksmith to the cavalry in Egypt for a time; always was connected with horses,a clever fellow that way. Then some Indian colonel took a fancy to him, and he was made a lieutenant. He was ill; he was a pension. He didn’t come out of the army till last year, I believe, and then,naturally,it isn’t easy for a man like that to get back to his own level. But he does his duty all right, as far as I’m concerned. Only I’m not having any of the Lieutenant Mellors touch.”

Connie wasinclined to agree. What was the good of discontented people who fitted in nowhere?

In the spell of fine weather Clifford, too, decided to go to the wood. However, the walk with him was not quite a success. Between Clifford and Connie there was a tension that each pretended not to notice, but there it was. Suddenly, with all the force of her
 female instinct, she wanted to be clear of him and his obsession with himself.

The weather came rainy again.But after a day or two she went out in the rain, and she went to the wood. And once there, she went towards the hut. She came to the clearing. No one there! The hut was locked. But she sat on the doorstep, under the porch, looking at the rain.

She had sat for quite a long while, when a wet, brown dog came running. The man soon followed. She began to withdraw.

“I’m just going,”she said.

He looked at her. She looked cold.

“Sir Clifford hasn’t got no other key then?”he asked.

“No, but it doesn’t matter. I can sit perfectly dry under this porch.Good afternoon!”She hated the way he spoke to her in the countryside dialect.

He took out the key to the hut from his pocket.

“I can just give you this, and then find another place to take care of the birds,”he said with a heavy accent.

“Why don’t you speak ordinary English?”she said coldly.


“Me! I thought it was ordinary.”

She became angry.

“I don’t want your key,”she said.“I don’t want you to clear anything out at all.I don’t think Ishould have minded at all sitting and seeing you look after the birds. I should have liked it. But since you think it interferes with you, I won’t disturb you, don’t be afraid. You are Sir Clifford’s keeper, not mine.”

“It’s just that I’d be working here, making all kinds of noise. I think you’d rather be alone to yourself.”

“Why? Why should I take any notice of you and your being here or not?Why is it important?”

He looked at her, his lips stretching into wicked laughter.

“It’s not, your Ladyship.Shall I get you another key then?”

“No thank you! I don’t want it.”

“I’ll get one anyway.”

“And I consider you are rude,”said Connie, turning a little red with anger. She went away completely bewildered. She was not sure whether or not she had been insulted. Perhaps the man really only meant what he said; that he thought she would ex-
 pect him to keep away. As if he could possibly be so important, he and his stupid presence.

注释

urge[əːdʒ]v.催促,力劝

in good part欣然地,毫无恶感地;常与take连用

no doubt无疑地

hammering['hæməriŋ]n.锤打,锤打的声音

cherish['tʃeriʃ]v.珍爱

cozy['kəuzi]adj.舒适的,安逸的

refuge['refjuːdʒ]n.庇护,避难所

put off搪塞

simmer['simə]v.煨,炖

ironically[aiə'rɔnikəl]adv.说反话地,讽刺地

rear[riə]v.饲养

think much of重视,尊重

blacksmith['blæksmiɵ]n.锻工,铁匠

cavalry['kævəlri]n.骑兵

be inclined to倾向于

clearing['kliəriŋ]n.空旷地

porch[pɔːtʃ]n.门廊,走廊

clear out清除,把…清出

interfere with妨碍;干涉,打扰



CHAPTER 8

Connie was surprised at her own feeling of dislike for Clifford. What is more, she felt she had always really disliked him. Almost, it seemed to her, she had married him because she disliked him, in a secret, physical sort of way. It rose up in her from her depths: and she realized how it had been eating her life away.

All his talk! All his writing! All his wild struggling to push himself forwards! It was just insanity. And it was getting worse. At least, he was shifting his grip from her on to Mrs. Bolton. He did not know it, though.

Mrs. Bolton had that queer sort of bossiness about her. Clifford fascinated her because he always, or so often, frustrated her will, as if by a finer instinct. This was his charm for her.

At first he had resented her caregiving, but now he liked it more and more. Gradually, with infinite softness, almost with love, she was getting him by the throat, and he was yielding to her. She now did almost everything for him, and he felt more at home with her. She liked handling him. She loved having
 his body in her charge, absolutely.

Connie was sometimes tempted to say to him:“For God’s sake, don’t sink so horribly into the hands of that woman!”But she found she didn’t care for him enough to say it,in the long run.

He taught Mrs. Bolton how to play chess and other intellectual games. Yes, he was educating her. And he enjoyed it.It gave him a sense of power. And she was thrilled.

Connie wondered at the genuine thrill which the woman got out of Clifford. To say she was in love with him would be putting it wrongly. She was thrilled by her contact with a man of the upper class. And his‘educating’her created in her a passion of excitement and response much deeper than any love affair could have done.

It was no wonder Clifford was caught by the woman! She absolutely adored him,in her persistent fashion, and put herself absolutely at his service, for him to use as he liked. No wonder he was flattered!

Connie heard long conversations going on between the two. Or rather,it was mostly Mrs.Bolton talking. She had begun to share with him the stream of gossip about Tevershall village. Once started,
 Mrs. Bolton was better than any book, about the lives of the people. She knew them all so intimately, it was both wonderful and a bit humiliating to listen to her. Clifford was listening for‘material,’and he found it in plenty. Connie realized that his so-called genius was just this: a talent for personal gossip, clever and apparently detached.

Under Mrs.Bolton’s influence,Clifford began to take a new interest in the mines. He began to feel he belonged. A new sort of self-assertion came into him. After all, he was the real boss in Tevershall, he was really the mine.

Tevershall coal pits were running thin. It had once been a famous mine,and had made famous money. But its best days were over.

“There’s a lot of Tevershall men left and gone to Stacks Gate and Whiteover,”said Mrs. Bolton.“You’ve not seen the new works at Stacks Gate, opened after the war, have you, Sir Clifford? Oh, you must go one day, they’re something quite new: great big chemical works involved now, doesn’t look a bit like a traditional pit. They say they get more money out of the chemically made by-products than out of the coal—I forget what it is. They say
 Tevershall’s done, finished:only a question of a few more years, and it’ll have to shut down. Doesn’t it sound awful! They say you can’t get the same chemicals out of Tevershall coal as you can out of Stacks Gate, and that’s funny, they’re not three miles apart. But they say so. But everybody says it’s a shame something can’t be started here. My word, it would be something to talk about if Tevershall pits took a new lease of life.”

It was Mrs. Bolton’s talk that really put a new fight into Clifford. He began to realize the distinction between popular success and working success. Yes, there were two great groups of dogs fighting for success: the group that gave pleasurable delights to the people, such as stories, films, plays:and the other, much more savage group, those who gave her meat, the real substance of money.

And under Mrs. Bolton’s influence, Clifford was tempted to enter this other fight, to capture success by ruthless means of industrial production. Somehow, he got his penis up. He even went to the mines once more: and when he was there, things he had learned before the war, and seemed utterly to have forgotten, now came back to him. He began to read
 again his technical works on the coal-mining industry, he studied the government reports, and he read with care the latest things on mining and the chemistry of coal.

He went down to the pit day after day, he studied, he put the general manager, and the overhead manager, and the underground manager,and the engineers to work like they never had dreamed of.

Now life came into him! He had been gradually dying with Connie in the isolated private life of the artist and the conscious being. Now let all that go. Let it sleep. Now he was really doing something:and he was going to do something. He was going to win, to win:and this time it would be a man’s victory.

The idea of a new concentrated fuel that burnt with a hard slowness at a fierce heat was what first attracted Clifford. He began to experiment,and got a clever young fellow, who had proved brilliant in chemistry, to help him. And he felt triumphant. He had at last got out of himself.

With Connie,he began to be a little stiff. He felt a certain dread of her,and was extremely nice to her. But his voice was a little tense when he spoke to her, and he began to be silent whenever she was present.


Only when he was alone with Mrs. Bolton did he really feel lord and master, and his voice ran on with her almost as easily as her own could run. And he let her shave him or sponge all his body as if he were a child, really as if he were a child.

注释

insanity[in'sæniti]n.精神错乱,疯狂

grip[ցrip]n.掌握,控制

bossiness['bɔsinis]n.跋扈

at one’s service听…使唤

humiliating[hjuː'milieitiŋ]adj.羞辱性的

take interest in对…产生兴趣

capture['kæptʃə]v.夺取

penis['piːnis]n.阳物

concentrated['kɔnsentreitid]adj.集中的,浓缩的

triumphant[trai'ʌmfənt]adj.胜利的,洋洋得意的

sponge[spʌndʒ]v.用海绵等擦拭



CHAPTER 9

Connie was a good deal alone now, for fewer people came to Wragby. Clifford no longer wanted them. He would sit alone for hours listening to the radio. He would sit with a blank expression on his face, like a person losing his mind.

Connie herself was really completely trapped. Clifford began to feel that he must have her there with him. He seemed to have a nervous terror that she would leave him. The curious, emotional part of himself depended on her with terror, like a child,almost like an idiot.

He had become a practical man himself and an amazingly talented and powerful one, a master of industry. But this intelligent and practical man was almost an idiot when left alone to his own emotional life. He worshipped Connie. All he wanted was for Connie to swear, to swear not to leave him, not to give him away.

“Clifford,”she said to him—but this was after she had the key to the hut—“Would you really like me to have a child one day?”

“I shouldn’t mind,if it made no difference to our
 love for one another. If it’s going to affect that, then I’m all against it. Why, I might even one day have a child of my own!”

She looked at him in amazement. Such talk was really that of an idiot. He no longer knew what he was talking about.

“Oh,it wouldn’t make any difference to my feeling for you,”she said, with a certain sarcasm.

“There!”he said,“That is the point! In that case, I don’t mind in the least. I live for your sake and your future. I am nothing to myself.”

Connie heard it all with deepening dismay and disgust. What man in his senses would say such things to a woman! His declaration of private worship put her into a panic. There was nothing between them. She never even touched him nowadays,and he never touched her. He never even took her hand and held it kindly. And she felt her reason would give way, or she would die.

She fled as much as possible to the wood. One afternoon, as she sat brooding, watching the water bubbling coldly in John’s Well, the keeper strode up to her.

“I got you a key made, my Lady!”he said,salu-
 ting, and he offered her the key.

“Thank you so much!”she said, startled.

He looked at her with his keen blue eyes. He seemed kindly, but distant. But at least he was sane, and wholesome, if even he looked thin and ill. A cough troubled him.

“You have a cough,”she said.

“Nothing—a cold! The last illness left me with a cough, but it’s nothing.”

He kept distant from her, and would not come any nearer.

She went fairly often to the hut, in the morning or in the afternoon,but he was never there. No doubt he avoided her on purpose. He wanted to keep his own privacy.

Outside,by the clearing,he had built a low little roof of sticks and straw, a shelter for the birds, and under it stood the live cages. Soon all the live cages were occupied by chickens, three brown and a grey and a black.

Now she came every day to the hens, they were the only things in the world that warmed her heart. Clifford’s protestations made her go cold from head to foot. Mrs. Bolton’s voice made her go cold, and the
 sound of the businessmen who came. An occasional letter from Michaelis affected her with the same sense of chill.She felt she would surely die if it lasted much longer.

It was truly becoming unbearable. She had only one desire now, to go to the clearing in the wood. The rest was a kind of painful dream. But sometimes she was kept all day at Wragby by her duties as hostess. And then she felt as if she too were going blank, just blank and insane.

One evening, guests or no guests, she escaped after tea. It was late, and she fled across the park like one who fears to be called back. The sun was setting rosy as she entered the wood,but she pressed on among the flowers. The light would not last long overhead.

She arrived at the clearing flushed and semi-conscious. The keeper was there, in his shirtsleeves, just closing up the cages for the night, so the little occupants would be safe.

“I had to come and see the chickens!”she said, panting, glancing shyly at the keeper, almost unaware of him,“Are there any more babies?”

“Thirty-six so far!”he said.“Not bad!”


“I’d love to touch them,”she said, putting her fingers gently through the bars of the cage. But the mother-hen pecked at her hand fiercely, and Connie drew back startled and frightened.

The man standing above her laughed, and crouched down beside her, knees apart, and put his hand with quiet confidence slowly into the cage and drew out a baby chicken in his closed hand.

“There!”he said, holding out his hand to her.

“Oh! It’s so adorable!”she said softly.

The keeper,squatting beside her,was also watching with an amused face the bold little bird in her hands. Suddenly, he saw a tear fall onto her wrist.

And he stood up,and moved away. For suddenly he was aware of the old flame shooting and leaping up in his stomach. He fought against it, turning his back to her. But it leapt, and leapt downwards, circling in his knees.

Without knowing, he came quickly towards her and crouched beside her again, taking the chicken from her hands, because she was afraid of the hen, and putting it back in the cage.

He glanced apprehensively at her. Her face was turned away, and she was crying blindly. His heart
 melted suddenly, like a drop of fire, and he laid his hand on her shoulder,and softly, gently,it began to travel down the curve of her back, blindly, with a blind stroking motion, to the curve of her crouching thighs. And there his hand softly, softly, stroked the curve of her flank,in the blind instinctive caress.

“Shall you come to the hut?”he said,in a quiet, neutral voice.

And closing his hand softly on her upper arm,he drew her up and led her slowly to the hut, not letting go of her till she was inside. Then he cleared aside the chair and table, and took a brown, soldier’s blanket from the tool chest, spreading it slowly. She glanced at his face, as she stood motionless. His face was pale and without expression, like that of a man submitting to.

“You lie there,”he said softly, and he shut the door,so that it was dark, quite dark.

With a queer obedience, she lay down on the blanket. Then she felt the soft, feeling, helplessly desirous hand touching her body, feeling for her face. The hand stroked her face softly,softly, with infinite soothing and assurance, and at last there was the soft touch of a kiss on her cheek.


Then she quivered as she felt his hand moving softly among her clothing. The hand knew how to unclothe her where it wanted. He drew down the thin silk slip, slowly, carefully, right down and over her feet. Then with a quiver of exquisite pleasure he touched the warm soft body,and touched her bellybutton for a moment in a kiss.

She lay still,in a kind of sleep,always in a kind of sleep. The activity, the climax was his, all his; she could strive for herself no more. Even the tightness of his arms round her, even the intense movement of his body, and the springing of his seed in her, was a kind of sleep, from which she did not begin to rouse till he had finished and lay softly panting against her breast.

Then she wondered, just dimly wondered, why? Why was this necessary? Why had it lifted a great cloud from her and given her peace?Was it real?

The man lay in a mysterious stillness. What was he feeling?What was he thinking?She did not know. He was a strange man to her.She did not know him. He lay there with his arms round her, his body on hers, his wet body touching hers, so close.

When at last he got up and drew away from her.
 It was like an abandonment. He drew her dress in the darkness down over her knees and stood a few moments, apparently adjusting his own clothing. Then he quietly opened the door and went out.

Then she went to the door of the hut.

“I’ll go with you to the gate,”he said.

He locked the door of the hut and came after her.

“You aren’t sorry,are you?”he asked.

“No! No! Are you?”she said.

“For that! No!”Then after a while he added:“But there’s the rest of things.”

“What rest of things?”she said.

“Sir Clifford. Other folks. All the complications.”

“And are you sorry?”she said.

“In a way!”he replied, looking up at the sky,“I thought I’d done with it all. Now I’ve begun again.”

“Begun what?”

“Life.”

“Life!”she reechoed, with a queer thrill.

They went on through the darkening wood in silence, till they were almost at the gate.

“But you don’t hate me, do you?”she said.


“No, no,”he replied. And suddenly he held her fast against his breast again. He kissed her softly, softly, with the kisses of warmth. He opened the gate for her.

She held out her hand,as if to shake hands. But he took it in both his.

“Shall I come again?”she asked.

“Yes! Yes!”

She left him and went across the park.

Almost with bitterness he watched her go. She had connected him up again, when he had wanted to be alone. He went down again into the darkness and privacy of the wood. But he knew that the privacy of the wood was not real. The industrial noises of Tevershall pit broke the solitude. A man could no longer be private and withdrawn. And now he had taken the woman,and brought on himself a new cycle of pain and doom. For he knew by experience what it meant.

He thought with infinite tenderness of the woman. Poor thing. He would protect her with his heart for a little while. For a little while, before the cruel iron world did them both in, her as well as him.

He went home with his gun and his dog, to the
 dark cottage, and he thought about Connie. To tell the truth, he was sorry for what had happened, perhaps most for her sake. He was quite consciously afraid of society, which he knew by instinct to be an evil and rather insane beast.

Constance, for her part, had hurried across the park,home,almost without thinking.She waited patiently through dinner, until she could go upstairs and think her own thoughts.She was always waiting. It seemed to be her special talent.

Once in her room, however, she felt still vague and confused. She didn’t know what to think. What sort of a man was he, really?Did he really like her? Not much, she felt. Yet he was kind. And he was a passionate man, wholesome and passionate. But perhaps he might be the same with any woman as he had been with her.It really wasn’t personal.She was only really a female to him. But perhaps that was better. And after all, he was kind to the female in her, which no man had ever been.

She went to the wood next day. She pulled on her old violet colored raincoat, and slipped out of the house at the side door. The drizzle of rain was like a veil over the world, mysterious, hushed, not cold.


There was no one at the clearing.She guessed he was staying away on purpose. She opened the hut with her key. It was all tidy inside. She sat down on a stool in the doorway. How still everything was! The fine rain blew very softly, but the wind made no noise.

Night was drawing near again;she would have to go. He was avoiding her. But suddenly he came striding into the clearing. He came slowly towards her. She still sat on her stool. He stood before her under the porch.

“You came then,”he said, using the countryside dialect.

“Yes,”she said, looking up at him.“You’re late!”

He looked down at her shrewdly.

“Won’t people be thinking something, you coming here every night?”he said.

“Why?”She looked up at him, at a loss,“Nobody knows.”

“They soon will, though,”he replied,“And what then?”

Her lip quivered a little.

“Well I can’t help it,”she faltered.


“Think about it! Think how lowered you’ll feel, one of your husband’s servants. And people talking about it!”

“Yes, yes! I don’t care what happens to me.”

“You should care. Don’t care when it’s too late!”

“But I’ve nothing to lose,”she said nervously,“If you knew what it is, you’d think I’d be glad to lose it. But are you afraid for yourself?”

“Yes!”he said briefly,“I am. I’m afraid. I’m afraid of everybody out there!”

Then he bent down and suddenly kissed her unhappy face.

“No, I don’t care,”he said.“Let’s have it, and damn the rest. Let me come in then,”he said softly.

He hung up his gun,slipped out of his wet leather jacket,and reached for the blankets. He put them down carefully, one folded for her head. Then he sat down a moment on the stool, and drew her to him, holding her close with one arm, feeling for her body with his free hand. She heard the catch of his breath as he found her. She was wearing no underwear.

But she lay still, without retreating. Even when he had finished,she did not rouse herself to get a grip
 on her own satisfaction, as she had done with Michaelis; she lay still, and the tears slowly filled and ran from her eyes. He lay still, too. But he held her close and tried to cover her poor naked legs with his legs, to keep them warm. He lay on her with a close, undoubting warmth.

“Are you cold?”he asked,in a soft,small voice, as if she were close, so close. Whereas she was left out, distant.

“No! But I must go,”she said gently.

He had not guessed her tears. He thought she was there with him.

“I must go,”she repeated.

He lifted himself, kneeled beside her a moment, kissed the inner side of her thighs, then drew down her skirts,buttoning his own clothes unthinking.She was gazing up at him thinking: Stranger! Stranger! She even resented him a little.

“Come then!”he said, looking down at her with those warm, peaceful sort of eyes.

The outside was quite dark. The steady fall of rain drifted greyly past upon the darkness. He walked just before her in the narrow path, swinging the hurricane lamp low, revealing the wet grass.


“You come to the cottage one time,”he said with a thick accent.

She resented his uneducated way of speaking to her. His speech seemed not addressed to her, but some common woman

At the gate he gave her his electric torch.“It’s a bit lighter in the park,”he said,“but take it for fear you get off the path.”

Then he suddenly drew her to him and whipped his hand under her dress again, feeling her warm body with his wet, chill hand.

She felt the sudden force of his wanting her again.

“I must run,”she said a little wildly.

“Yes,”he replied,suddenly changed, letting her go.

She turned away, and on the instant she turned back to him saying:“Kiss me.”

He bent over her and kissed her on the left eye. He hated mouth kisses.

“I’ll come tomorrow,”she said, drawing away,“if I can,”she added.

“Goodnight, your Ladyship.”

She stopped and looked back into the wet dark.
 “Why did you say that?”she said.

“Nevermind. Goodnight then, run!”

She went to the house and found the side-door open, and slipped into her room unseen.

She did not go to the wood the next day, nor the next two days that followed.She did not go so long as she felt, or imagined she felt, the man waiting for her, wanting her. But the fourth day she was terribly unsettled and uneasy. She still refused to go to the wood and open her thighs once more to the man. Instead, she took a walk in the opposite direction; she would go to Marehay, through the little iron gate in the other side of the park fence.

As she approached Marehay Farm, a big dog began to bark at her.

“Bell!”she said,“have you forgotten me?”

Mrs. Flint appeared. She was a woman of Constance’s own age, had been a schoolteacher, but Connie suspected her of being rather a false little thing.

“Why, it’s Lady Chatterley! Bell! Be quiet!”She said, slashing at the dog with a white cloth.“We’ve hardly seen you all winter. Will you come in and look at the baby?”


“Well!”Connie hesitated.“Just for a minute.”

Mrs. Flint flew wildly in to tidy up,and Connie came slowly after her. They went into the living room, where a baby was sitting on the hearth rug.It was a girl.

“Why, what a dear she is!”said Connie,“and how she’s grown! A big girl! A big girl!”

Connie picked her up and held her in her lap.She got a deep pleasure out of its soft young warmth.

Then she and Mrs. Flint had a real female chat, and both of them enjoyed it. But at last Connie rose.

“I must go,”she said.“My husband has no idea where I am. He’ll be wondering all kinds of things.”

Mrs. Flint insisted on accompanying her to the gate. There,in the grass on the inside of the fence, stood a bottle,empty.

“That’s the keeper’s empty bottle for his milk,”explained Mrs. Flint.“We bring it as far as here for him, and then he fetches it himself. Well, goodbye Lady Chatterley! And do come again. It was so lovely having you.”

Mrs. Flint went running back across the field. Connie thought about her visit. The woman had shown-off her motherhood. And Connie had been just
 a bit, just a little bit jealous. She couldn’t help it.

She started out of her thoughts,and gave a little cry of fear. A man was there. It was the keeper. He stood in the path, blocking her way.

“How did you come?”she said.

“How did you? Have you been to the hut?”

“No! No! I went to Marehay.”

He looked at her curiously, searchingly,and she hung her head a little guiltily.

“And were you going to the hut now?”he asked rather seriously.

“No! I mustn’t. I’m late. I’ve got to run.”

“Avoiding me?”he said, with a faint ironic smile.

“No! No. Not that. Only—”

He stepped up to her and put his arms around her. She felt the front of his body terribly near to her, and alive.

“Oh, not now, not now,”she cried, trying to push him away.

“Why not?You’ve got half an hour. No! I want you.”

His body was urgent against her, and she hadn’t the heart any more to fight. He looked around and
 then led her to a place where there was a little space to lie in. He put his coat and vest on the ground for her. She felt like an animal, lying under the tree.

Then as he began to move, there awoke in her new strange thrills rippling inside her. This was different, different.She clung to him unconcious in passion.The man heard her beneath him with a kind of awe, as his life sprang out into her. And as it calmed, he calmed too and lay utterly still,unknowing, while her grip on him slowly relaxed, and she lay inert. And they lay and knew nothing,not even of each other, both lost. Till at last he began to rouse and become aware of his defenceless nakedness, and she was aware that his body was loosening its hold on her. He was coming apart; but in her breast she felt she could not bear him to leave her uncovered. He must cover her now forever.

He stood and fastened up his pants, looking round. He sat down again on the firewood and took Connie’s hand in silence. She turned and looked at him.

“We came off together that time,”he said.

She did not answer.

“It’s good when it’s like that. Most folks live
 their lives through and they never know it,”he said, speaking rather dreamily.

Connie rose to her feet and followed as he then pushed a way through to the path again.

“I won’t come with you,”he said;“better not.”

Another self was alive in her, burning and soft in her womb and bowels, and with this self she adored him. It feels like a child, she said to herself it feels like a child in me.

“If I had a child!”she thought to herself; and suddenly she realized the immense difference between having a child to oneself and having a child to a man who one’s bowels yearned towards.

It was not the passion that was new to her, it was the desire and the adoration. But she must not become a slave. She feared her adoration, yet she would not at once fight against it. She knew she could fight it. But she did not want to; the adoration was her treasure.

“I walked over by Marehay, and I had tea with Mrs. Flint. You should see their baby. It’s so cute,”she said later on to Clifford.“Did you wonder where I was?”

“Well, I wondered,”said Clifford jealously.
 With a sort of second sight he sensed something new in her, but he thought that all that troubled Connie was that she did not have a baby.

The eyes of Connie and Mrs. Bolton met. Mrs. Bolton was almost sure she had a lover, yet how could it be, and who could it be? Where was there a man?

“Oh,it’s so good for you,if you go out and see a bit of company sometimes,”said Mrs. Bolton.

“Yes, I’m glad I went,”said Connie.

That night, Clifford was very uneasy. He would not let her go after dinner, and she had wanted so much to be alone.

“Shall we play a game,or shall I read to you,or what shall it be?”he asked uneasily.

“You read to me,”said Connie.

She sat sewing, while the noise of the reading went on. Inside herself she could feel the humming of passion, like the after-humming of deep bells.

Clifford was frightened at the deep blue blaze of her eyes, and of her soft stillness, sitting there. She had never been so utterly soft and still. He went on helplessly with his reading.

She was in her own world, deaf to the poetry be-
 ing read to her. She could feel the man in the same world with her. And in herself in all her veins, she felt him and his child. His child was in all her veins.

She looked at Clifford. What a strange creature, with the sharp, cold inflexible will of some bird,and no warmth,no warmth at all!She shuddered a little, afraid of him.

The reading finished. She was startled. She looked up, and was more startled still to see Clifford watching her with pale eyes, like hate.

“Thank you so much! You do read Racine well!”she said softly.

“Almost as beautifully as you listen to him,”he said cruelly.“What are you making?”he asked.

“I’m making a child’s dress for Mrs. Flint’s baby.”

He turned away. A child! A child! That was all her obsession.

“Poetry is wonderful, because, unlike people it expresses emotion in a controlled way. It doesn’t let emotion take control.”

“Yes.People pretend to have emotions,and they really feel nothing.Isuppose that is being romantic,”Connie replied, thinking of the way he would listen
 expressionlessly to the radio for hours.

“Exactly!”he said.

Mrs. Bolton came in with a glass of milk for Clifford, to make him sleep.

“Goodnight Clifford!”Connie said, relieved to be leaving him.“Do sleep well!”

She had drifted to the door. She was going without kissing him goodnight. He watched her with sharp, cold eyes. So! She did not even kiss him goodnight, after he had spent an evening reading to her. Such depths of insensitivity in her!

And again the dread of the night came on him. He was afraid. And Connie could keep the fear off him,if she would. But it was obvious she wouldn’t, she wouldn’t. He gave up his life for her, and she was cold to him.She only wanted her own way. Now it was a baby she was obsessed by. Just so that it should be her own, all her own, and not his!

Clifford was so healthy, considering. And yet, at the same time, he was afraid of death. But most of all, he feared the nights when he could not sleep. Then it was awful indeed, when the thought of destruction pressed in on him on every side.

But now he could ring for Mrs. Bolton. And she
 would always come. That was a great comfort. So, in the silent intimacy of the night, they sat, or she sat and he lay on the bed, with the reading lamp shedding its solitary light on them, she almost gone in sleep, he almost gone in a sort of fear, and they played, played together—then they had a cup of coffee and a snack together, hardly speaking,in the silence of night, but being a reassurance to one another.

And this night she was wondering who Lady Chatterley’s lover was. At the same time she was playing cards with him,and they were gambling pennies. Tonight he was winning. So he would not go to sleep till the first dawn appeared. Luckily, it began to appear at around half past four.

Connie was in bed, and fast asleep all this time. But the keeper, like Clifford,could not rest.Instead, he sat by the fire and thought. He thought of his five or six years of married life. He thought of his wife, and always bitterly. He had not seen her now since 1915, in the spring when he joined the army. Yet there she was,not three miles away. He hoped never to see her again while he lived.

He thought of his life abroad, as a soldier. India, Egypt, then India again: the blind, thoughtless life
 with the horses: the colonel who had loved him and whom he had loved: the several years that he had been an officer. Then the death of the colonel from illness, and his own narrow escape from death: his damaged health:his deep restlessness:his leaving the army and coming back to England to be a workingman again.

He did not know what to do with himself. Since he had been an officer for some years, he had lost all ambition to‘get on’. The middle and upper classes left him feeling cold and different from them. But then he could not stand the life of the workingman either. The care about money among them all was like a great cancer, eating away the individuals. He refused to care about money.

And what then? What did life offer apart from the care of money? Nothing. But why care, why bother? And he had not cared nor bothered till now, when this woman had come into his life. The connection between them was growing closer. Must he trouble this woman? Must he have the horrible argument with her lame husband? And also some sort of horrible fight with his own cruel wife, who hated him? Every bitterness and every ugliness would hurt him:
 and the woman!

But even if they got clear of Sir Clifford and of his own wife,even if they got clear, what were they going to do? He couldn’t be a mere companion on her money and his own very small pension.

He suddenly rose from his chair and reached for his coat and gun. It was a cold, starry night and he was coughing. He went to the hut,and wrapped himself in the blanket and lay on the floor to sleep. But he could not. He was cold. He thought of the woman. He wanted her, to touch her, to hold her fast against him in one moment of completeness and sleep.

He got up again and went out, towards the park gates this time: then slowly along the path towards the house. It was nearly four o’clock. Perhaps he could call her out to him or find some way in to her.

He slowly, silently climbed the incline to the hall. One light was burning downstairs in Sir Clifford’s room. But which room was she in?

He went a little nearer, gun in hand, and stood motionless on the drive, watching the house. He saw the light in the house go out. But he did not see Mrs. Bolton come to the window.


She stood blind with sleep at the window, waiting. And as she stood, she started, and almost cried out. For there was a man out there on the drive, a black figure. She made out the gun and loose jacket—it would be Oliver Mellors, the keeper.

And what did the man want? Did he want to rouse the house? What was he standing there for, looking up at the house? Goodness! The knowledge went through Mrs. Bolton like a shot. He was Lady Chatterley’s lover! He! He! To think of it!

She knew him well. He was quite as clever as Sir Clifford and always one for the women. More with women than men, they said. Then he went and married that Bertha Coutts. Some people marry to hurt themselves, because they’re disappointed in something. Well, well! So her ladyship had fallen for him!

But he, the keeper, meanwhile, as the day grew, had realized: it’s no good! Accept your own aloneness and stick to it,all your life. With a sudden snap the bleeding desire that had drawn him after her broke. There must be a coming together on both sides. And if she wasn’t coming to him, he wouldn’t track her down. He mustn’t. He must go away, till
 she came. He turned slowly,accepting again the isolation.

Mrs. Bolton saw him disappear.

“Well, well!”she said.“He’s the one man I never thought of and the one man I might have thought of. He was nice to me when he was a boy, after I lost Ted. Well, well! Whatever would he say if he knew!”

And she glanced triumphantly at the already sleeping Clifford, as she stepped softly from the room.

注释

depend on/ upon依靠,依赖

swear[swɛə]v.发誓

in amazement惊异

sarcasm['s췍ːkzəm]n.挖苦,讽刺

wholesome['həulsəm]adj.健康的

unbearable[ʌn'bɛərəbl]adj.无法忍受的

in shirtsleeves没穿外衣,仅穿衬衫

apprehensively[̩æpri'hensivli]adv.担心地,关切地

stroke[strəuk]v.抚摸

caress[kə'res]n.爱抚

submit to服从,屈服

bellybutton['beli̩bʌtn]n.肚脐


abandonment[ə'bændənmənt]n.放弃,抛弃

complication['kɔmpli'keiʃn]n.复杂化,(使复杂的)因素

withdrawn[wið'drɔːn]adj.孤独的,离群的

tell the truth说实话

vague[veiց]adj.含糊的,不清楚的,茫然的

underwear['ʌndəwɛə]n.内衣裤

retreat[ri'triːt]v.撤退,退却

hurricane lamp防风灯

electric torch手电筒

approach[ə'prəutʃ]v.靠近

tidy up整理,收拾

hearth[hɑːɵ]n.壁炉地面,炉边

motherhood['mʌðəhuːd]n.母亲身份

guiltily['ցiltili]adv.有罪地

unknowing[ʌn'nəuiŋ]adj.没察觉的

loosen['luːsn]v.放松

immense[i'mens]adj.巨大的

fight against对抗

humming['hʌmiŋ]n.嗡嗡叫

inflexible[in'fleksəbl]adj.不屈挠的,顽固的

controlled[kən'trəuld]adj.受约束的,克制的

snack[snæk]n.点心,小吃

penny['peni]n.便士

colonel['kəːnl]n.陆军上校

eat away侵蚀

make out辨认出



CHAPTER 10

Connie was sorting out one of the storage rooms in Wragby. The old,bizarre furniture in it interested her, but she was determined to clear it all out. She came upon the old family cradle. It had a certain charm:she looked at it a long time.

“It’s thousand pities it won’t be called for,”sighed Mrs. Bolton, who was helping.

“It might be called for. I might have a child.Sir Clifford’s condition doesn’t prevent him in that way,”said Connie, lying as naturally as breathing.She was quite intelligent enough to use his suggestion for her own preservation. For she would have a child if she could, but not his.

Mrs. Bolton didn’t believe it: she saw in it a trick. Yet doctors could do such things nowadays.

“Well, my Lady, I only hope and pray you may. It would be lovely for you and for everybody.”

Mrs. Bolton was thinking to herself. Is it Oliver Mellors’child you’re preparing us for?

Among the awful furniture in this room was a large black box, excellently made some sixty or seventy years ago, and fitted with every imaginable ob-
 ject: brushes, bottles, mirrors, combs, pens, inkbottles, paper, envelopes. And then a perfect sewing-outfit, with three different sized scissors, needles, silks and cottons, all of the very best quality and perfectly finished. It was made with excellent skill, but somehow it was terrible. Yet Mrs. Bolton was thrilled.

“Oh, I call it lovely!”

“Do you?”said Connie,“Then you have it.”

“Oh, your Ladyship! Why, I shall never be able to thank you.”

“You needn’t try,”laughed Connie.

Immediately, Mrs. Bolton took it to her house in the village. And she had to have a few friends in, to show it:the schoolmistress, the chemist’s wife. They thought it marvelous. And then started the whisper of Lady Chatterley’s child. Mrs. Bolton lied to them, saying it would most certainly be Sir Clifford’s baby.

Not long after, the priest said gently to Clifford:

“And may we really hope for an heir to Wragby? It would be the hand of God in mercy,indeed!”

“Well! We may hope,”said Clifford, with a faint irony, and at the same time, a certain conviction. He had begun to believe it really possible it
 might even be his child.

Then one afternoon came Leslie Winter,a friend of Clifford’s. They discussed the mines, and Clifford’s big ideas for modernizing the Tevershall pits.

“Excellent plans! You’ll do Tevershall a lot of good. I’ve no doubt of that!”praised Mr. Winter.“By the way, dear boy,is there any foundation to the rumor that we may entertain hopes of an heir to Wragby?”

“Is there a rumor?”asked Clifford.

“Well, Marshall from Fillingwood asked me. Of course I wouldn’t repeat it for the world, if there were no foundation.”

“Well, Sir,”said Clifford uneasily, but with strange bright eyes.“There is a hope.”

Winter came across the room and wrung Clifford’s hand. The old man was really moved.

“That is the best news I’ve heard in a long while. I cannot tell you how proud I am of you. You’re breathing new life back into the village of Tevershall as well as into your own home!”

Next day, Connie was arranging flowers in a glass vase.


“Connie,”said Clifford,“did you know there was a rumor that you are going to supply Wragby an heir?”

Connie felt dim with terror, yet she stood quite still, touching the flowers.

“No!”she said.“Is it a joke?”Connie went on with her flowers.“I had a letter from Father this morning,”She said,“He says I’ve been invited down to Venice. Our family has friends down there.I’m to go in July and return in August. Would you like to come?”

“I won’t travel abroad,”said Clifford promptly,“For how long would you go?”

“Perhaps three weeks.”

“Well,”said Clifford slowly,and a little gloomily,“I suppose I could stand it for three weeks,if I were absolutely sure you’d want to come back.”

“I should want to come back,”she said,thinking of the other man.

Clifford felt immensely relieved and joyful at once.

“In that case,”he said,“I think it would be all right.”

“I really do wish you’d go with me,”she said
 quite truthfully, for she felt that such a trip would make him happier.

“Not this year, dear! Next year probably I’ll try.”

She went away gloomily. Next year! What would next year bring?She herself did not really want to go to Venice, now that there was the other man. But she was going as a sort of discipline:and also because,if she had a child, Clifford could think she had a lover in Venice.

It was already May, but cold and wet again. That evening he said to her:

“You do think, don’t you, that there is something eternal in marriage?”

She looked at him.

“But Clifford, you make eternity sound like a lid or a long, long chain that trailed after one, no matter how far one went.”

He looked at her,annoyed.

“What I mean,”he said,“is that if you go to Venice, you go in the hopes of some love affair?”

“A love affair in Venice, you!”

She spoke with a queer kind of contempt. He knitted his brows, looking at her.

Coming downstairs the next morning, she found
 the keeper’s dog Flossie sitting in the corridor outside Clifford’s room. She quietly opened Clifford’s door. Clifford was sitting up in bed, with the bedtable and typewriter pushed aside, and the keeper was standing at attention at the foot of the bed. Flossie ran in. With a faint gesture of head and eyes, Mellors ordered her to the door again, and the dog went out.

“Oh, good morning, Clifford!”Connie said.“I didn’t know you were busy.”Then she looked at the keeper, saying good morning to him. He murmured his reply, looking at her as if vaguely. But she felt a hint of passion touch her, from his mere presence.

“Did I interrupt you, Clifford?I’m sorry.”

“No,it’s nothing of any importance.”

She slipped out of the room again,and up to the blue dressing room on the first floor. She sat in the window,and saw him go down the drive, with his curious, silent motion, tired. He had a natural sort of quiet distinction, a distant pride, and also a certain look of frailty. A worker! One of Clifford’s workers!“The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, but in ourselves, that we are common.”

Was he common? Was he? What did he think of
 her?

注释

bizarre[bi'zɑː]adj.奇异的,古怪的

preservation[̩prezə(ː)'veiʃən]n.保存

schoolmistress['skuːl̩mistris]n.女校长,女教师

wring[riŋ]v.紧握

gloomily['ցluːmili]adv.沮丧地

corridor['kɔridɔː]n.走廊

stand at attention立正



CHAPTER 11

Connie went to the wood directly after lunch. The keeper was not at the hut. Connie walked on towards the cottage, because she wanted to find him. The cottage stood in the sun. There was the bark of a dog, and Flossie came running. The wide-open door! So he was at home. And the sunlight falling on the red-brick floor! As she went up the path, she saw him through the window, sitting at the table in his shirtsleeves,eating. He rose,and came to the door, wiping his mouth with a red handkerchief still chewing.

“May I come in?”she said.

“Come in!”

“You are very late,”she said.“Do go on eating!”She sat down on a wooden chair,in the sunlight by the door. He did not touch the food.

“Shall you have something?”he asked her.“A cup of tea?”He half rose again from his chair.

“If you’ll let me make it myself,”she said, rising. He seemed sad, and she felt she was bothering him.

“Well, teapot is in there”—he pointed to a little
 corner cupboard.

She got the black teapot,and the tin of tea from the shelf. She rinsed the teapot with hot water, and stood a moment wondering where to empty it.

“Throw it out,”he said,aware of her.

She went to the door and threw the drop of water down the path.

“But it’s lovely here,”she said.“Such a beautiful stillness,everything alive and still.”

He was eating again, rather slowly and unwillingly, and she could feel he was discouraged. She made the tea in silence, and set the teapot on the stove.

“Will you have a cup of tea?”she said.

“If you like,”he said, pushing away his finished plate of food.

“Shall I take your plate away?”she asked him. He looked up at her with a faint ironical smile.

“Why...if you like,”he said, slowly eating bread and cheese. Then he seemed to hear a noise, and looked keenly through the doorway.“We’d better shut the door,”he said.

“It seems a pity,”she replied.“Nobody will come, will they?”


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

“And even then it’s no matter,”she said.“It’s only a cup of tea.”Then, sitting at the table in the sunshine of the doorway,she added,“Are you sad today?”

He turned his blue eyes quickly,and gazed direct on her.

“Sad! No, bored! I had to go into town to fill out paperwork on two illegal hunters I caught, and, oh well, I don’t like people.”He spoke cold, good English, and there was anger in his voice.

“Do you hate being a gamekeeper?”she asked.

“Being a gamekeeper, no! So long as I’m left alone. But when I have to go messing around at the police station,and various other places... well,I get mad...”and he smiled, with a certain faint humor.

“Couldn’t you just live on your pension?”she asked.

“I could! But I’ve got to work, or I should die. That is,I’ve got to have something that keeps me occupied.”

She was silent,and disappointed. He was taking no notice of her.“I’m going away for a while next
 month,”she said.

“You are! Where to?”

“Venice.”

“For how long?”

“For a month or so,”she replied.

There was a pause.

“You won’t forget me when I’m gone, will you?”she asked. Again he lifted his eyes and looked full at her.

“Forget?”he said.“You know nobody forgets. It’s not a question of memory.”

“I told Clifford I might have a child.”

Now he really looked at her,intense and searching.“You did?”he said at last,“And what did he say?”

“Oh,he wouldn’t mind. He’d be glad, really,so long as it seemed to be his.”She dared not look up at him. He was silent a long time, then he gazed again on her face.

“No mention of me, of course?”he said.

“No. No mention of you,”she said.

“No, he’d hardly swallow me as a substitute father. Then where are you supposed to be getting the child?”


“I might have a love-affair in Venice,”she said.

“You might,”he replied slowly.“So that’s why you’re going?”

“Not to actually have the love-affair,”she said, looking up at him, pleading.

“Just the appearance of one,”he said. There was silence. He sat staring out the window, with a faint grin, half mockery, half bitterness, on his face. She hated his grin.

At last, he turned his head and said satirically:“That was why you wanted me, then, to get a child?”

She hung her head.“No. Not really,”she said.

“What then, really?”he asked rather bitingly.

She looked up at him angrily, saying:“I don’t know.”

He broke into a laugh. There was a long pause of silence,a cold silence.

“Well,”he said at last.“It’s as your Ladyship likes. If you get the baby, Sir Clifford’s welcome to it. If you’ve made use of me,”he said,“it’s not the first time I’ve been made use of; and I don’t suppose it’s ever been as pleasant as this time, though of course one can’t feel tremendously dignified about
 it.”

“But I didn’t make use of you,”she said, pleading.“I liked your body.”

He looked at her with queer darkened eyes.“Well, then, would you like to go upstairs now?”he asked her,in a strangled sort of voice.

“No, not here. At the hut. Would you mind?”

Without waiting for an answer, she rose and picked up her hat.

“I must go,”she said. She wanted him to touch her, to say something to her, but he said nothing, only waited politely.

“Thank you for the tea,”she said, before going down the path toward the wood. He stood in the doorway, faintly grinning.

She walked home very much annoyed.She didn’t at all like his saying he had been made use of, because, in a sense, it was true. But he oughtn’t to have said it. Therefore, again, she was divided between two feelings: resentment against him, and a desire to make it up with him.

She passed a very uneasy and irritated teatime, and at once went up to her room. But when she was there it was no good; she could neither sit nor stand.
 She would have to do something about it. She would have to go back to the hut.

She slipped out of the side door, and made her way to the clearing. And there he was again, in his shirtsleeves, stooping, letting the hens out of the cages. She went straight across to him.

“You see I’ve come!”she said.

“Yes, I see it!”he said, straightening his back, and looking at her with a faint amusement. A helpless silence fell between the man and the woman.

“Shall we go in the hut?”he asked.

“Do you want me?”she asked,in a sort of mistrust.

“Yes,if you want to come.”

She was silent.

“Come then!”he said. And she went with him to the hut. It was quite dark when he had shut the door,so he made a small light in the lantern, as before.

“Have you left your underwear off?”he asked her.

“Yes!”

“Well, then I’ll take my things off too.”

He spread the blankets on the floor.She took off
 her hat,and shook her hair.

“Lie down then!”he said, when he stood in his shirt. She obeyed in silence, and he lay beside her, and pulled the blanket over them both.“There!”he said. And he lifted her dress right back, till he came even to her breasts. He kissed them softly, taking the nipples to his lips in tiny caresses.

“Ah. That is nice!”he said, suddenly rubbing his face against her warm belly. And she put her arms round him under his shirt, but she was afraid, afraid of his thin, smooth, naked body, that seemed so powerful, afraid of the violent muscles. She shrank, afraid. Something in her spirit stiffened in resistance: stiffened from the terribly physical intimacy, and from the peculiar haste of his possession.

This was the divine love! Cold and mocking, her queer female mind stood apart, and though she lay perfectly still, her impulse was to throw the man out, escape his ugly grip. His body was a foolish, rude,imperfect thing, a little disgusting in its unfinished clumsiness. For surely a complete evolution would eliminate this sexual action, this‘function.’And yet when he had finished, and lay very still, she began to weep. He took no notice, or did not even
 know.

“It was no good that time.You wasn’t there.”—So he knew! Her sobs became violent.“But what’s wrong?”he said.“It’s once in a while that way.”

“I...I can’t love you,”she sobbed, suddenly feeling her heart breaking.“I want to love you,and I can’t.”

He laughed a little, half bitter, half amused.“Well, I can’t force you too. Don’t be so upset. I’ll just have too accept it.”

He took his hand away from her breast, not touching her. And now that she was untouched she took an almost satisfaction in it. This man was so assured in himself he didn’t know what a clown other people found him,a half-bred fellow. Yet,as he was drawing away, to rise silently and leave her, she clung to him in terror.

And she felt him like a flame of desire, yet tender, and she felt herself melting in the flame. It seemed she was like the sea, nothing but dark waves rising and heaving, heaving with a great swell, so that slowly her whole darkness was in motion. Oh, and far down inside her the deeps parted and rolled, from the center of soft plunging,as the plunger went
 deeper and deeper, touching lower,and she was deeper and deeper and deeper disclosed, the heavier the waves of her rolled away to some shore, uncovering her, and closer and closer plunged the unknown, and further and further rolled the waves of herself away from herself leaving her, till suddenly,she knew herself touched. She was gone, she was not, and she was born:a woman. Ah, too lovely, too lovely!

“It was so lovely!”she moaned,“It was so lovely!”

But he said nothing,only softly kissed her,lying still above her. A man! And now she touched him. How beautiful he felt, how pure in tissue! How lovely, how lovely, strong, and yet pure and delicate, such stillness of the sensitive body!

He held her close, but he said nothing. This time his being within her was all soft, purely soft. Her whole self quivered unconscious and alive.It had been lovelier than anything ever could be. And afterwards she was utterly still, utterly unknowing, she was not aware for how long. When awareness of the outside began to come back, she clung to his breast, murmuring“My love! My love!”And he held her silently. And she curled on his breast, perfect.


“Where are you?Speak to me!”she whispered to him.

He kissed her softly, murmuring:“Yes, my girl!”But she did not know what he meant. She did not know where he was. In his silence he seemed lost to her.

“You love me, don’t you?”she murmured.

“Yes. You know I do!”he said.

“But tell me!”she pleaded.

He was so much more peaceful in love than she was, and she wanted him to reassure her.“You do love me!”she whispered, assertive. And his hands stroked her softly, as if she were a flower, without the quiver of desire, but with delicate nearness. And still there haunted her a restless necessity to get a grip on love.

“Say you’ll always love me!”she pleaded.

“Yes!”he said, abstractedly. And she felt her questions driving him away from her.“Mustn’t we get up?”he said at last.

“No!”she said.But she could feel his consciousness straying, listening to the noises outside.“It’ll be nearly dark,”he said.

He rose,and turned up the lantern, then began
 to pull on his clothes.

“And will you never leave me?”she said.

“Don’t ask such things,”he said.

“But you do believe I love you?”she said.

“Yes, now. But who knows what will happen once you start thinking about it.”

“No, don’t say those things!—And you don’t really think that I wanted to make use of you, do you?”

“No. You could go to anybody to have children,”he said, as he sat down fastening on his boots.

“So you’re not mad! Really?”

“Really. Today was the best one.”

He sat on the stool by her.“One night you ought to come to my cottage.”He spoke to her in the countryside dialect.

“I ought to, you think?”she said, smiling and imitating his accent.

He laughed,“Yes, you ought to. Very soon.”

注释

cupboard['kʌbəd]n.碗碟柜


discouraged[dis'kʌridʒd]adj.气馁的

fill out填写

mess around浪费时间

live on靠…生活

make use of利用

tremendously[tri'mendəsli]adv.非常地

mistrust[mis'trʌst]n.不信任,猜疑

nipple['nipl]n.乳头,奶嘴

curl[kəːl]v.蜷缩

murmur['məːmə]v.低声说,低语

stray[strei]v.迷路,偏离

imitate['imiteit]v.模仿



CHAPTER 12

On Sunday,Clifford wanted to go into the wood. Connie waited for him at the top of the drive. His chair came puffing along with a sort of royal slow importance. As he joined his wife he said:

“Sir Clifford on his wandering horse!”

He stopped and looked round at the front of the long, low old brown house.

“I hope I can have some repairs done to the old place next year. I think I shall have about a thousand to spare for that, but work costs so much!”he added.

“Oh, good!”said Connie,“If only there aren’t more strikes!”

“No,”he said,“There will be no more strikes. The thing is properly managed.”

“But will the men let you manage it?”she asked.

“Naturally!It’s for the good of everybody.”

“But wouldn’t they like to have a say in the matter? Must you own the industry?”she said.

“Yes, most decidedly. Giving away all we have to the poor spells starvation for the poor just as much as for us. And universal starvation is no high aim. Even general poverty is no lovely thing. Poverty
 is ugly.”

“But the difference in standard of living between you and them?”

“Somebody’s got to be boss of the show.”

“But who is boss of the show?”she asked.

“The men who own and run the industries.”

There was a long silence.

“Well, it seems they don’t take their boss-ship seriously enough,”she said.

“They take it far more seriously than you take your ladyship,”he said.

“That’s forced upon me. I don’t really want it,”she said.

He stopped the chair and looked at her.

“But you’ve got it, fated to it. And you should live up to it. Who has given the peasants all they have that’s worth having? Who has given it them? We have. And there’s your responsibility.”

“All the things you mention now, Wragby and Shipley sells them to the people, at a good profit. Everything is sold. You don’t give one heartbeat of real sympathy. The lives of the villagers are industrialized and hopeless, and so are ours,”she cried.

“I don’t think so,”he replied.


She wondered with rage, why it was she felt Clifford was so wrong, yet she couldn’t say it to him, she could not say exactly where he was wrong.

“No wonder the men hate you,”she said.

“They don’t!”he replied,“And don’t fall into errors:they are not men. They are animals. You don’t understand,and never could. The masses have been ruled since time began,and till time ends, ruled they will have to be.”

“But can you rule them?”she asked.

“I?Oh yes! And give me a son, and he will be able to rule his portion after me.”

“But he wouldn’t be your own son, of your own ruling class; or perhaps not,”she stammered.

“I don’t care who his father may be, so long as he is a healthy man not below normal intelligence. Give me the child of any healthy,normally intelligent man, and I will make a perfectly competent Chatterley of him. Place any child among the ruling classes, and he will grow up, to his own extent, a ruler. Put kings’and dukes’children among the masses, and they’ll be little peasants, mass products.”

“Then the common people aren’t a race, and the aristocrats aren’t blood,”she said.


“No, my child! All that is romantic illusion.”

He then started his chair. He had said his say. Connie found his arrogance extremely trying. But she was determined not to argue at the moment.

Clifford kept the chair going till he came to the top of the hill; Connie followed slowly behind.

“Shall I venture as far as the spring?”said Clifford.

“Will the chair get up again?”she said.

“We’ll try; nothing venture, nothing win!”

And the chair began to advance slowly down the beautiful broad path washed over with blue flowers. Quiet and unworried, Clifford sat at the wheel of adventure. Behind him came Constance in her grey dress, watching the chair move roughly downwards. The chair reached the bottom of the slope, and swerved round, to disappear. And Connie heard a low whistle behind her. She glanced sharply round: the keeper was striding downhill towards her, his dog keeping behind him.

“I shall see you tonight, yes?I shall wait for you at the parkgate about ten.”

He looked again direct into her eyes.

“Yes,”she said a little nervously, due to
 Clifford’s nearness.

They heard the sound of Clifford’s horn, calling for Connie. She yelled down to him in reply. The hand softly brushed her breast upwards, from underneath. She looked at him, frightened, and started running down the hill, calling again to Clifford. The man above watched her, then turned, grinning faintly, back into his path.

Clifford was at the spring by the time she caught him up.

“She did that all right,”he said, referring to the chair.

Connie looked at the white clouds high above.

“I wonder if it will rain,”she said.

“Rain! Why! Do you want it to?”

They started on the return journey.

“Now, old girl!”said Clifford, putting the chair to it. It was a steep and rough climb. The chair moved slowly,in a struggling unwilling fashion,until about the middle of the hill, where she stopped, unable to go any further.

“We’d better sound the horn and see if the keeper will come,”said Connie.

“No. Do you mind putting a rock under the
 wheel?”

Connie found a stone, and Clifford started his motor again, then set the chair in motion. It struggled and hesitated like a sick thing, with curious noises.

“Let me push!”said Connie, coming up behind.

“No! Don’t push!”he said angrily.“What’s the good of the damned thing,if it has to be pushed! Put the stone under!”

“You must let me push,”said she,“or sound the horn for the keeper.”

In the silence that followed a bird began to cry out. Clifford shut her up with a blast on the horn.

The keeper appeared directly, striding questioningly round the corner. He saluted.

“Do you know anything about motors?”asked Clifford sharply.

“I’m afraid I know nothing at all about these mechanical things, Sir Clifford,”he said calmly.

“Just look carefully and see if you can see anything broken,”ordered Clifford.

The man sat down on his heels and peered under the chair, poking with his finger at the greasy little engine.


“Doesn’t seem anything’s broken,”he said.

Clifford started his engine and then put her in gear. She would not move.

“Run her a bit hard, like,”suggested the keeper.

Clifford resented the interference, but he did as the keeper said. The chair seemed to go better.

“If I give her a push,she’ll make it up the hill,”said the keeper, going behind.

“Keep off!”barked Clifford.“She’ll do it by herself.”

Clifford was pale with anger. He began doing things with his engine, running her fast and slow, as if to get some sort of tune out of her. Then he put her in gear with a jerk, having jerked off his brake. With a strange noise the chair was fighting the hill. Mellors pushed steadily behind,and up she went,as if to retrieve herself.

“You see, she’s doing it!”said Clifford, victorious, glancing over his shoulder. There he saw the keeper’s face.

“Are you pushing her?”

“She won’t do it without.”

“Leave her alone. I asked you not.”


The keeper stood back: then turned to fetch his coat and gun. The chair stopped its progress immediately. Clifford stopped the engine and sat rigid with anger. Then the chair began slowly to run backwards.

“Clifford, your brake!”cried Connie.

The chair stood. There was a moment of dead silence.

“I expect she’ll have to be pushed,”said Clifford at last.“Do you mind pushing her home, Mellors!”he said in a cool superior tone.“I hope I have said nothing to offend you,”he added, in a tone of dislike.

“Nothing at all, Sir Clifford!”

The man stepped up to it, but this time it was without effect. The brake was stuck. The keeper heaved the back of the chair off the ground and, with an instantaneous push of his foot, tried to loosen the wheels. The man gasped with the weight and the chair jumped.

“For God’s sake!”cried Clifford in terror.

But it was all right, and the brake was off. The keeper put a stone under the wheel, and went to sit on the bank, his heart beating and his face white with
 the effort, semi-conscious.

Connie looked at him, and almost cried with anger. There was a pause and a dead silence. She saw his hands trembling on his thighs.

“Have you hurt yourself?”she asked, going to him.

“No. No!”He turned away almost angrily.

No one answered. Connie calculated the amount of strength it must have taken to heave up that chair and the heavy Clifford: too much, far too much! It could have killed him!

He rose,and again picked up his coat, pushing it through the handle of the chair. Connie stepped to the keeper’s side.

“I’m going to push too!”she said. Then turning to the keeper,“Are you sure you’ve not hurt yourself?”

He shook his head. As they pushed, the keeper laid his right hand on her round white wrist, softly enfolding her wrist, with a caress. And she bent suddenly and kissed his hand. Meanwhile, the back of Clifford’s head was held perfectly motionless, just in front of them.

At the top of the hill they rested, and Connie
 was glad to let go. For the first time, she had consciously and definitely hated Clifford, with vivid hate, as if he ought to cease to exist. And it was strange, how free and full of life it made her feel, to hate him and to admit it fully to herself.—“Now I’ve hated him, I shall never be able to go on living with him,”came the thought into her mind.

“Thanks so much, Mellors,”said Clifford, when they were at the house door.“I must get a different sort of motor, that’s all. Won’t you go to the kitchen and have a meal?It must be about time.”

“Thank you, Sir Clifford. I was going to my mother for dinner today,Sunday.”

“As you like.”

Mellors pulled on his coat, looked at Connie,saluted,and was gone. Connie, furious, went upstairs.

At lunch she could not contain her feeling.

“Why are you so horribly inconsiderate to the keeper?”she said to Clifford.

“Why?”

“A man who’s been ill,and isn’t strong! If he’d been sitting in a chair with paralyzed legs, and behaved as you behaved, what would you have done for him?”


“I refuse to have unnecessary emotions about my gamekeeper.”

“As if he weren’t a man as much as you are, my word!”

“I pay him two pounds a week and give him a house.”

“Ha! I would tell you to keep your two pounds a week and your house.”

“Probably he would like to, but can’t afford the

luxury!”

“You and your ideas of ruling others! You’re all dried up! You only bully with your money!”

“You are very elegant in your speech, Lady Chatterley!”

“I assure you, you were very elegant altogether out there in the wood. I was utterly ashamed of you. Why, my father is ten times the human being you are, you gentleman!”

She made her plans for the night, and determined to get Clifford off her mind.She didn’t want to hate him. She didn’t want to be mixed up very intimately with him in any sort of feeling. She wanted him not to know anything at all about herself,and especially, not to know anything about her feelings for the keeper.


At half past nine she slipped on a day-dress and went downstairs. Clifford and Mrs. Bolton were playing cards, gambling. They would probably go on until midnight. If she met anybody, she was just going out for a few minutes. And in the morning, when she came in again, she would just have been for a little walk in the dew, as she fairly often did before breakfast. For the rest, the only danger was that someone should go into her room during the night. But that was most unlikely, not one chance in a hundred.

She slipped out silently and unseen and walked quickly across the park, not really in the thrill of the meeting, but with a certain anger and rebellion burning in her heart.

注释

spell[spel]v.意味着

heartbeat['hɑːtbiːt]n.心跳

arrogance['ærəցəns]n.傲慢态度,自大

swerve[swəːv]v.转向

horn[hɔːn]n.喇叭,触角

peer[piə]v.凝视,窥视

poke[pəuk]v.戳,捅


keep off让开,不接近

stand back往后站,退后

calculate['kælkjuleit]v.计;计算

inconsiderate[̩inkən'sidərit]adj.不顾及别人的,不体谅别人的

luxury['lʌkʃəri]n.奢侈

bully['buli]v.威吓,欺侮,以强凌弱



CHAPTER 13

When she got near the park gate, she heard the click of the lock. He was there, then,in the darkness of the wood, and had seen her!

“You are good and early,”he said out of the dark.“Was everything all right?”

“Perfectly easy.”

They went on apart,in silence.

“Are you sure you didn’t hurt yourself this morning with that chair?”she asked.

“No, no!”

“Did you hate Clifford?”she said at last.

“Hate him, no! I’ve met too many like him to upset myself hating him. I know beforehand I don’t care for his sort, and I let it go at that.”

“What is his sort?”

“The sort of youngish gentleman a bit like a lady,and no balls.”

“What balls?”

“Balls! A man’s balls! He’s sort of tame.”

She was in the wrong mood for meeting a lover. She went on again at his side, but not touching him, wondering why she was going with him at all.


He unlocked, and they went in, he locking the door behind them. As if it were a prison, she thought!

Connie sat down near the fire, while he took off his leggings and unlaced his heavy boots. How bare the little room was! Yet over his head on the wall hung a hideous enlarged photograph of a young married couple, apparently him and a bold-faced young woman, no doubt his wife.

“Is that you?”Connie asked him.

He twisted and looked at the enlargement above his head.

“Yes! I was twenty-one then. I’ve always hated that picture.”

“If you don’t like it, why do you keep it hanging there?Perhaps for sentimental reasons?”

“No, I never look at it. I’d forgotten it was there, to tell the truth.”

“Why don’t you burn it?”she said.

He twisted round again and looked at the enlarged photograph.

“It wouldn’t be a bad idea, would it?”he said.

He stood up on his chair, and lifted down the photograph. Then he began to tear off the backpaper
 from the big frame, and to pull out the photo. He looked at the photograph with amusement. Then, breaking the cardboard photograph and mount over his knee, he put it on the fire.

“Why don’t you get a divorce?She’ll come back to you one day,”said Connie.

He looked up at her sharply.

“She wouldn’t come within a mile of me. She hates me a lot worse than I hate her.”

“You’re not even legally separated,are you?”

“No.”

“Ah well, then she’ll come back,and you’ll have to take her in.”

He gazed at Connie fixedly. Then he gave a queer toss of his head.

“You’re right. I’ll get a divorce and get clear.”

“Why did you marry her? Mrs. Bolton told me about her. She could never understand why you married her.”

“I’ll tell you,”he said,“I adored the first girl I had. The problem was sex. She just didn’t want it. And there are lots of women like her. I was cruel, and left her. Then I took on with another girl, a teacher. She was evil. She loved everything about
 love, except the sex. Clinging, caressing, creeping into you in every way:but if you forced her to the sex itself, she just ground her teeth and sent out hate. I just wanted a woman who wanted me, and wanted it.

“Then came Bertha Coutts. I was glad she was common.I wanted her to be common. I wanted to be common myself.I quit my job and got on as overhead blacksmith at Tevershall:shoeing horses mostly. I stopped talking‘fine’, as they call it, talking proper English, and went back to talking in the countryside dialect.Istill read books,at home:but I blacksmithed. My dad left me three hundred pounds when he died. So I took on with Bertha, and well, I married her, and she wasn’t bad. She wanted me, and made no bones about it. And I was as pleased as punch. That was what I wanted:a woman who wanted me to fuck her.So I fucked her like a good one. And I think she despised me a bit, for being so pleased about it. Things started going badly and she got to the point where she’d never have me when I wanted her, never. And when I eventually had her,she’d never come off when I did. Never! She’d just wait. When I’d come and really finished, then she’d start on her own account, and I had to stop inside her till she brought
 herself off, screaming and shouting, And then she’d say, That was lovely! Gradually I got sick of it,and she got worse. I told her about it, I told her how I hated it. And she’d even try to lie still and let me work the business. But it was no good. She got no feeling off it, from my working. She had to work the thing herself, grind her own coffee.

“Well,in the end, I couldn’t stand it. We slept apart. I hated it. And, my God, how she hated me before that child was born! Anyhow, after the child was born I joined up for the war. And I didn’t come back till I knew she was with that fellow at Stacks Gate.”

There was a silence. The picture in the fire had turned to grey ash.

“I wanted to have nothing to do with any woman any more. I wanted to keep to myself—keep my privacy and my decency.”

“And were you sorry when I came along?”she asked.

“I was sorry and I was glad.”

“And what are you now?”

“I’m sorry, from the outside: all the complications and the ugliness and problems that’s bound to
 come, sooner or later. That’s when my blood sinks, and I’m low. But when my blood comes up, I’m glad. I thought there was no real sex left; never a woman who’d really‘come’naturally with a man.”

“Then why are you so pale and gloomy?”

“I’m very mistrustful. You’ll have to expect it. It takes a lot to make me trust anybody,inwardly.”

“We are a couple of battered warriors,”said Connie.

“Are you battered too?”he laughed.“And here we are returning to the fight!”

“Yes! I feel really frightened.”

“Me too!”

He poked the ash of the picture as much as possible out of the fire.“Even burnt, it’s filthy,”he said.

She slipped over to him,and into his arms,as he sat there before the fire.

“Forget then!”she whispered,“Forget!”

He held her close,in the running warmth of the fire. The flame itself was like a forgetting. And her soft, warm, ripe weight! Slowly his blood turned, and began to flow back into strength and reckless vigor again.


“There’s black days coming for us all and for everybody,”he said with a prophetic gloom.

“No. Don’t say that! You’ve never believed in your women. You don’t even believe really in me,”she said.

“I don’t know what believing in a woman means.”

“Do you believe in anything?”she insisted.

“I don’t know.”

They were both silent. Then he roused himself and said:

“Yes, I do believe in something. I believe in being warmhearted. I believe especially in being warmhearted in love,in fucking with a warm heart.It’s all this cold-hearted fucking that is death and idiocy. But the women don’t like warm-heartedness. Even you don’t really like it. You love fucking all right, but you want it to be called something grand and mysterious, just to flatter your own self-importance.”

“But that’s what I’d say of you. Your own selfimportance is everything to you.”

“Very well then!”he said, moving as if he wanted to rise.“Let’s keep apart. You go to bed and I’ll sleep down here.”


“I certainly won’t,”she said.

“Then I’ll go out!”he said, going to get his boots.

“Wait! What’s come between us?”

He looked up and saw her wide-eyed and lost. He then went over to her and took her in his arms, pressing her against his body, which somehow felt hurt right through. And there he held her, and there she remained.

“Let’s not argue. Let’s be together,”he said.

She lifted her face and looked at him.

“Do you really want to be together with me?”

He looked into her eyes, with his odd, faintly mocking grin, saying:“Yes! With all of my heart and belly and penis.”

She was silently weeping, and he lay with her and went into her there in front of the fire. And then they went quickly to bed, for it was growing chill, and they had tired each other out. They lay and never moved, till the sun rose over the wood and day was beginning.

Then he woke up and looked at the light. It was about half past five, his hour for rising. The woman was still curled asleep and tender. His hand moved on
 her,and she opened her blue wondering eyes,smiling unconsciously into his face.

“Fancy that we are here!”she said, looking down at him. He was lying watching her, stroking her breasts with his fingers, under the thin nightdress.

He heard the distant horns of Stacks Gate for seven o’clock. It was Monday morning. He shivered a little,and with his face between her breasts pressed her soft breasts up over his ears, to deafen him.

“You must get up, mustn’t you?”he muttered.

“I suppose I must.”

She was resenting, as she always did, the compulsion from outside.

“I want to come and live with you, always, soon.”she said.

He sat naked on the bed, with his head dropped, unable to think.

“Don’t you want it?”she asked.

“Don’t ask me that now,”he said,“I love you, but let me be.”

After a while, he dressed himself swiftly in silence and was gone. She heard him downstairs opening the door.


It was very hard for her to go: to go out of his arms. He called from the foot of the stairs:“Half past seven!”She sighed, and got out of bed. If only she could stay! If only there weren’t the other terrible world of smoke and iron!

She came downstairs. He was washed and fresh, and the fire was burning.She stood in the little front garden, looking at the dewy flowers, the grey bed of pinks in bud already.

“I would like to have all the rest of the world disappear,”she said,“and live with you here.”

“It won’t disappear,”he said.

They went almost in silence through the lovely wood’s morning wetness.It was bitter to her to go on to Wragby.

“I want soon to come and live with you altogether,”she said as she left him.

He smiled, unanswering.

She got home quietly and went up to her room.

注释

beforehand[bi'fɔːhænd]adv.事先,预先

legging['leցiŋ]n.绑腿,裹腿


toss[tɔs]n.扔,投,掷

shoe[ʃuː]vt.给(动物)钉铁掌

have nothing to do with与…关

filthy['filɵi]adj.不洁的,污秽的,丑恶的

be everything to sb.在某人看来最重要

compulsion[kəm'pʌlʃ(ə)n]n.强迫,强制

dewy['djuːi]adj.带露水的,露湿的



CHAPTER 14

There was a letter from Hilda on the breakfasttray.“I shall call for you on Thursday, June 17th. You must be ready so that we can go at once. I don’t want to waste time at Wragby,it’s a dead place.”

Meanwhile, it seemed to Connie, Clifford was really going even deader. She told him at length she was leaving on the seventeenth.

“Seventeenth!”he said,“And when will you be back?”

“By the twentieth of July at the latest.”

“Yes! The twentieth of July. You’re sure to come back?”

“I’m as sure as I can be of anything, that I shall come back.”

He looked at her so strangely. Yet he really wanted her to go. He wanted her to go and have her little adventures and perhaps come home pregnant, and all that. At the same time, he was afraid of her going.

She was quivering, watching and waiting for her real opportunity to leave him altogether. She sat and talked to the keeper of her going abroad.


“And then when I come back,”she said,“I can tell Clifford I must leave him. And you and I can go away. They never need even know it is you. We can go to another country,shall we?We won’t be poor. I have about six hundred a year, I wrote and asked. It’s not much, but it’s enough,isn’t it?”

“It’s riches to me. But I ought to get divorced, and so ought you, unless we’re going to have complications.”

There was plenty to think about. Another day she asked him about himself. They were in the hut, and there was a thunderstorm. The keeper had an unhappy look in his eye.

“Why are you so bitter?”she asked.

“We live in such a horrible world. We do not live among men and women, but beasts, rather.”

“And if you were to have a child, would it also end up a beast?”

He dropped his head.“It seems to me a wrong and bitter thing to do, to bring a child into this world.”

“No! Don’t say it! Don’t say it!”she pleaded.“I think I’m going to have one. Say you’ll be pleased.”She laid her hand on his.


“I’m pleased for you to be pleased... but that is all,”he said.

“Then you can’t ever really want me! You can’t want me, if you feel that!”

Again he was silent, his face sullen. She felt he was bitter now partly because she was leaving him, deliberately going away to Venice. She pulled open his clothing and uncovered his belly, and kissed his belly-button.

“Tell me you want a child, in hope!”she murmured, pressing her face against his belly.

“Well, I’ve thought sometimes if one but tried, if a man could say to the people:‘Think of other things besides money. Let’s not live for money—Let’s live for something else. Let’s drop the whole industrial life and go back. What have you done to yourselves with this terrible work? You ought to be alive and beautiful, and you’re ugly and half dead.’That’s what I’d say. Then we’d clean the country up again. And not have many children, because the world is overcrowded.”

Connie was half listening, and threading in the hair at the root of his belly a few flowers that she had gathered on the way to the hut. He looked down at
 what she was doing.

“Yes. That’s where to put those flowers, in the man-hair, or the maiden-hair. But don’t you care about the future?”

She looked up at him.“Oh, I do, terribly!”she said.“If I could, I’d wipe the machines off the face of the earth and end the industrial age. But since I can’t, and nobody can, I’d better hold my peace,and try and live my own life,if I’ve got one to live, which I rather doubt.”

She opened the door and looked at the straight heavy rain, like a steel curtain, and had a sudden desire to rush out into it, to rush away. She got up, and began swiftly pulling off her dress and underwear, ran out with a wild little laugh, holding up her breasts to the heavy rain and spreading her arms,and running blurred in the rain. He laughed and threw off his clothes. It was too much. He jumped out, naked and white, with a little shiver,into the hard slanting rain. Connie, her hair all wet and sticking to her head, turned her hot face and saw him. Her blue eyes blazed with excitement as she turned and ran fast, with a strange charging movement, out of the clearing and down the path, the wet tree branches whip-
 ping her. She ran,and he saw nothing but the round wet head, the wonderful female nakedness in flight. She was nearly at the wide riding when he came up and flung his naked arm round her soft, naked-wet middle. She gave a shriek and straightened herself and the heap of her soft, chill flesh came up against his body. He pressed it all up against him, madly, the heap of soft, chilled female flesh that became quickly warm as flame,in contact. The rain streamed on them till they smoked. He gathered her lovely, behind in each hand and pressed it in towards him wildly, quivering motionless in the rain. Then suddenly he tipped her up and fell with her on the path, in the roaring silence of the rain, and short and sharp, he took her,short and sharp and finished, like an animal. He got up in an instant, wiping the rain from his eyes.

“Come in,”he said, and they started running back to the hut.

The fire was blazing up. Connie kneeled on the clay hearth, holding her head to the fire,and shaking her hair to dry it. He watched the beautiful curving drop of her.

“You have a such a nice tail,”he said, stroking
 her behind,“It’s the nicest I’ve ever seen.”He laid his hand close and firm over her secret places, in a kind of close greeting.“If you shit and piss, I’ll like it, because you’re a real woman.”

She laughed at this and turned round and climbed into his lap, clinging to him.‘Kiss me!’she whispered. And she knew the thought of their separation was latent in both their minds, and at last she was sad.

“You don’t mind, do you, that I’m going away?”she asked, looking up into his face.

“You do as you wish,”he said. And he spoke in good English.

“But I won’t go if you don’t wish it,”she said, clinging to him.

There was silence. He leaned and put another piece of wood on the fire. The flame glowed on his silent, abstracted face. She waited, but he said nothing.“Only I thought it would be a good way to begin a break with Clifford.I do want a child. And it would give me a chance to, to...”she resumed.

“To let them think a few lies,”he said.

“Yes, that among other things.”

“But Sir Clifford expects you to come back to
 him?”

“Oh, I must come back. I’ve promised! I’ve promised so faithfully. Besides, I come back to you, really. I’d come back from Venice then we’d prepare everything.”

“How prepare?”

“Oh, I’d tell Clifford, I’d have to tell him.”

“Would you!”He remained silent.“I see what you’re doing. You want to take time: get away and look at it. I don’t blame you. I think you’re wise. You may prefer to stay mistress of Wragby. I’ve no Wragbys to offer. In fact, you know what you’ll get out of me.”

“But you trust me, don’t you?”she said.

“Oh,absolutely!”

She heard the mockery in his tone.

“You know it’s next Thursday?”she said.

“Yes!”

“And we will know better where we are when I come back, won’t we?”

“Oh surely!”The curious gulf of silence between them!“I’ve been to the lawyer about my divorce,”he said, a little quietly.“She has been served with a notice; so has the man she lives with, the lover. And
 of course,”he continued,“I have to live a rather pure and morally innocent life for the next six or eight months.”

“That’s wonderful news! I just hope she doesn’t come over here angry.”A moment of silence passed between them.“But let’s not think about that now. I must come to you for another night before I go.Shall I come on Thursday night? My sister and I are supposed to be leaving for London that night, but I’ll just have her sleep at a hotel in town and I’ll stay with you.”

“Sounds very risky, to me,”he said, thinking over her plan.

“No,it’s quite easy. I’ll wear a disguise, so no one recognizes me on the street.”

“Well,”he said,“You please yourself.”

“But wouldn’t it please you?”

“Oh yes! It’d please me all right,”he said a little grimly.“I might as well strike while the iron’s hot.”Then looking at the clock,“But you’d better go, or else you’re going to be late for dinner,‘and where have you been to my pretty maid!’”

She reluctantly dressed herself and prepared to go home to Wragby. He would accompany her to the
 broad path. When he and she came out onto the path, there was Mrs. Bolton walking palely towards them.

“Oh, my Lady, we wondered if anything had happened!”

“No! Nothing has happened.”

Mrs. Bolton looked into the man’s face, that was smooth and new-looking with love. He looked at her kindly.

“Evening, Mrs. Bolton! Your Ladyship will be all right now, so I can leave you. Goodnight to your Ladyship! Goodnight, Mrs.Bolton!”He saluted and turned away.

注释

pregnant['preցnənt]adj.怀孕的

sullen['sʌlən]adj.愠怒的,闷闷不乐的

wipe off擦去,去除

blaze up燃烧起来

latent['leitənt]adj.潜在的,隐藏的

innocent['inəsnt]adj.清白的,无辜的

disguise[dis'ցaiz]n.伪装,乔扮



CHAPTER 15

“You mustn’t mind me coming to look for you, my Lady! But Sir Clifford worked himself up into such a state. He was sure you were struck by lightning, or killed by a falling tree. And he was determined to send Field and Betts to the wood to find the body. So I thought I’d better come, rather than set all the servants after you.”

“Quite!”said Connie. She could say no more. She was very angry that Mrs. Bolton knew her secret, for certainly she knew it.

They went on to the house. Connie marched into Clifford’s room, furious with him.

“I must say, I don’t think you need send the servants after me,”she burst out.

“My God!”he exploded.“Where have you been, woman. You’ve been gone hours,and in a storm like this!What in the name of hell have you been doing?”

“I just sat in the hut during all the storm, and made myself a little fire,and was happy.”

She spoke now easily. After all, why work him up any more!

He looked at her suspiciously.


“And look at your hair!”he said,“look at yourself!”

“Yes!”she replied calmly,“I ran out in the rain with no clothes on.”

He stared at her speechless.

“You must be mad! And supposing anybody came,”he said.

“Who would come?”

“Who? Why, anybody! And Mellors. Does he come? He must come in the evenings.”

“Yes, he came later, when it had cleared up, to feed the birds with corn.”

She spoke with amazing calm. Mrs. Bolton, who was listening in the next room, heard in complete admiration. To think a woman could carry it of f so naturally!

Clifford just simply accepted what she said. He too admired her. He could not help admiring her.She looked so flushed and handsome and smooth: love smooth.

“At least,”he said, subsiding,“you’ll be lucky if you’ve got off without a severe cold.”

“Oh, I haven’t got a cold,”she replied, bearing herself rather like an offended queen, and going up-
 stairs to change.

That evening, Clifford wanted to be nice to her. So he started a conversation about a book he had been reading.

“What do you think of this, by the way?”he said, reaching for his book.“You’d have no need to cool your passionate body by running out in the rain, if only we have a few more ages of evolution behind us. Ah, here it is!—‘The universe shows us two aspects:on one side it is physically wasting,on the other it is spiritually rising.’”

“That’s idiotic!”she replied.

“Oh, I don’t know.I think there is something to it.”

“Do you?Then let the universe rise,so long as it leaves me safely and solidly physically here below.”

“Do you like your body?”he asked.

“I love it!”And through her mind went the words:“It’s the nicest, nicest woman’s ass I’ve ever seen!”

“I suppose a woman doesn’t take a supreme pleasure in the life of the mind.”

“Supreme pleasure?”she said, looking up at him.“Is that sort of idiocy the supreme pleasure of
 the life of the mind? No thank you! Give me the body. I believe the life of the body is a greater reality than the life of the mind, when the body is really wakened to life. But so many people, like your famous wind-machine, have only got minds attached onto their physical corpses.”

He looked at her in wonder.

“The life of the body,”he said,“is just the life of the animals.”

“That’s not true! It’s been dead for a long time. Religion has killed it, but the human body is really rising from the tomb. And it will be a lovely, lovely life in the lovely universe, the life of the human body.”

“I know you are going away on a holiday, but please don’t be quite so indecently excited about it.”

“Do you think it is horrid of me to be so thrilled at going off?”she said.

“Rather horrid to show it so plainly.”

“Then I’ll hide it.”

“Oh, don’t trouble! I suppose your greatest thrill comes from being able to say a temporary farewell to all this.”

She truly was thrilled to be going off, to feel
 bonds snap. She couldn’t help it.

And the day came round for Hilda to arrive.She arrived in good time on Thursday morning,in a twoseater car, with her suitcase strapped firmly behind. She looked as beautiful as ever, but she had the same will of her own, as her husband had found out. But the husband was now divorcing her.

For the time being,she was‘off’men.She was very well content to be quite her own mistress. She and Connie sat in the upstairs room, chatting.

“But Hilda!”said Connie, a little frightened.“I want to stay near here tonight. Not here at Wragby!”

“Where, near here?”she asked softly.

“Well, you know I love somebody, don’t you?”

“I gathered there was something.”

“Well he lives near here, and I want to spend this last night with him. I must!I’ve promised.”

“Do you want to tell me who he is?”Hilda said.

“He’s our gamekeeper,”said Connie, and she flushed vividly, like a shamed child.

“Connie!”said Hilda, lifting her nose slightly with disgust.

“I know, but he’s lovely really. He really understands tenderness,”said Connie, trying to apologize
 for him.

Hilda was really violently angry. But she dared not show it, because Connie, taking after her father, would become unmanageable. It was true, Hilda did not like Clifford,she had hoped her sister would leave him. But, being solid Scotch middle class, she hated any‘lowering’of oneself or the family. She looked up at last.

“You’ll regret it,”she said,

“I won’t,”cried Connie, flushed red.“He’s quite the exception. I really love him. I hope I’m going to have a child of his.”

“Connie!”said Hilda, hard as a hammer-stroke, and pale with anger,“And doesn’t Clifford suspect?”

“Oh no! Why should he?”

“Where does the man live?”

“In the cottage at the other end of the wood.”

“Is he a bachelor?”

“No! His wife left him.”

Hilda became angrier at every reply,but still she hid it.

“I would give up tonight’s escapade if I were you,”she advised calmly.

“I can’t! I must stay with him tonight, or I
 can’t go to Venice at all. I just can’t.”

Hilda eventually consented to drive both of them to Mansfield, where the two sisters would first dine and then return to a roadway near the gamekeeper’s cottage after dark. She, herself, would spend the night in Mansfield, while Connie stayed with the gamekeeper. Early the following morning she would return to fetch her sister.

There was an early cup of tea in the hall, where doors were open to let in the sun. Everybody seemed to be a bit anxious.

“Good-bye, Connie girl! Come back to me safely,”said Clifford as Connie and Hilda were going out to the car.

“Good-bye, Clifford! Yes, I won’t be long.”Connie was almost tender.

“Good-bye, Hilda! You will keep an eye on her, won’t you?”

“I’ll even keep two!”said Hilda.

“Good-bye, Mrs. Bolton! I know you’ll look after Sir Clifford very well.”

“I’ll do what I can, your Ladyship.”

“And write to me if there is any news, and tell me about Sir Clifford.”


Everybody waved. The car went off. Connie looked back and saw Clifford,sitting at the top of the steps in his house-chair. After all, he was her husband, Wragby was her home:circumstance had done it.

Instead of taking the main road toward London, Hilda turned to the Crosshill, which was not a main road. Connie put on protective glasses,so that no one could recognize her.

“That’s the lane to the cottage!”said Connie.

Hilda glanced at it impatiently.

They were soon at the town of Mansfield. Hilda stopped at the hotel and took a room. The whole thing was utterly uninteresting, and she was almost too angry to talk. However, Connie had to tell her something of the man’s history.

“What name do you call him by? You only say he,”said Hilda.

“His name is Oliver Mellors.”

“And how would you like being Mrs. Oliver Mellors,instead of Lady Chatterley?”

“I’d love it.”

“You’ll be through with him in a while,”she said,“and then you’ll be ashamed of having been
 connected with him. One can’t mix up with the working people. Their whole rhythm is different.”

After dinner, the two sped back toward the cottage path. Connie wore her glasses and disguising cap, and she sat in silence. Hilda had calculated the turn into the lane at the bridge-end.She slowed up rather suddenly and swerved off the road,the lights glaring white into the grassy,overgrown lane. Connie looked out. She saw a shadowy figure, and she opened the door.

“Here we are!”she said softly.

But Hilda had switched off the lights, and was absorbed backing, making the turn.

“Nothing on the bridge?”she asked shortly.

“You’re all right,”said the man’s voice.

Then all the lights went out. Connie stepped down. The man stood under the trees.

“Did you wait long?”Connie asked.

“Not so very,”he replied.

They both waited for Hilda to get out.But Hilda shut the door of the car and sat tight.

“This is my sister Hilda. Won’t you come and speak to her? Hilda! This is Mr. Mellors.”

The keeper lifted his hat, but went no nearer.

“Do walk down to the cottage with us, Hilda,”
 Connie pleaded.“It’s not far.”

Hilda was silent, thinking what to do. Then she opened the car door and slowly made her way toward them. Nobody could speak. There was nothing to say.

At length, Connie saw the yellow light of the house,and her heart beat fast.She was a little frightened. They trailed on, still in single file.

He unlocked the door and preceded them into the warm but bare little room. The table was set with two plates and two glasses on a proper white tablecloth for once. Hilda shook her hair and looked round the bare, cheerless room. Then she gathered her courage and looked at the man. He was moderately tall, and thin, and she thought him good-looking. He kept a quiet distance of his own, and seemed absolutely unwilling to speak.

“Do sit down, Hilda,”said Connie.

“Do!”he said.“Can I make you tea or anything, or will you drink a glass of beer? It’s moderately cool.”

“Beer!”said Connie.

“Beer for me, please!”said Hilda, with a mock sort of shyness.


And he brought Hilda a glass, and poured her beer first from the blue jug.

“As for cigarettes,”he said,“I’ve got none, but I suppose you’ve your own?”

He spoke with a thick countryside accent.

“Why are you speaking this way? You were speaking natural English at first,”commented Hilda.

“If it doesn’t bother you, I’d like to speak this way,”he replied.

“It sounds a little false,”said Hilda.

“Well, I suppose you’d sound false too, if you went into town.”

He took off his coat, and hung it on the peg, then sat down to table in his T-shirt.

Hilda had the feeling that he was no simple workingman, not he, he was acting! acting!

“Still!”she said,“It would be more natural if you spoke to us in normal English.”

He looked at her.

“Would it?”he said in the normal English.“Would anything that was said between you and me be quite natural, unless you said you wished me to hell before your sister ever saw me again, and unless I said something almost as unpleasant back again?”


Hilda was frankly surprised and furiously annoyed. Poor misguided Connie,in the man’s clutches!

“And do you really think this relationship is worth the risk?”asked Hilda.

“Ask her. I’m not forcing her to be with me.”

“You’ve got to have some sort of consistence in your life,”Hilda said to them both,“You can’t just go making a mess.”

There was a moment’s pause.

“Consistence!”he said.“You speak to us of consistence? What about your own consistence. I hear you’re getting divorced!”

“What right have you to speak like that to me?”said Hilda.

“Your sister there knows what she wants. And I enjoy her quite a bit I must say. She’s excellent in bed, which is much more than I can probably say for you. I’m guessing you couldn’t please any man.”

Hilda had risen furiously and gone to the door. He rose and took his coat from the peg. They walked in ridiculous file down the lane again,in silence. The car stood untouched. Hilda got in and started the engine. The other two waited.

“Don’t make me wait in the morning,”Hilda
 said to Connie.

“No, I won’t. Goodnight!”

The car rose slowly on to the highroad,then slid swiftly away, leaving the night silent.

Connie timidly took his arm, and they went down the lane. He did not speak. She was so glad to be with him, just now. She shivered, knowing that Hilda might have snatched her away.

When they were in the cottage again, she almost jumped with pleasure that she should be free of her sister.

“But you were horrid to Hilda,”she said to him.

“She should have been slapped in time.”

He was outwardly angry, but not with her. So Connie felt. And his anger gave him a peculiar handsomeness,an inwardness and glow that thrilled her.

“You can go up?”he said.“There’s a candle!”

He watched the full curve of her hips as she went up the first stairs.

It was a night of sensual passion, in which she was a little startled and almost unwilling, yet pierced again with piercing thrills of passion, different, sharper, more terrible than the thrills of tenderness, but,at the moment, more desirable. Though a little
 frightened, she let him have his way, and the reckless,shameless passion shook her to her foundations, stripped her to the very last, and made a different woman of her. It was not really love. It was passion sharp and fierce as fire, burning the soul to ash.

She had to be a passive, consenting thing, like a slave, a physical slave. Yet the passion licked round her, consuming,and when the hot flame of it pressed through her bowels and breast,she really thought she was dying, yet a significant, marvelous death.

In the short summer night she learnt so much. She would have thought a woman would have died of shame. Instead of which, the shame died. She was her passionate self, naked and unashamed.

And what a reckless devil the man was! Really like a devil! One had to be strong to bear him. How he had pressed in on her!

What liars poets and everybody were! They made one think one wanted sentiment. When what one supremely wanted was this piercing, consuming, rather awful passion. To find a man who dared do it, without shame or sin or final misgiving! If he had been ashamed afterwards, and made one feel ashamed, how awful!


Ah, God, how rare a thing a man is! They are all dogs that run and sniff and have sex. To have found a man who was not afraid and not ashamed! She looked at him now,sleeping so like a wild animal asleep, gone, gone in the remoteness of it.

Later, his rousing awakened her completely. He was sitting up in bed, looking down at her.

“Is it time to wake up?”she said.

“Half past six.”

She had to be at the lane-end at eight. Always, always,always this compulsion on one!

“I might make the breakfast and bring it up here, should I?”he said.

“Oh yes!”

“Draw the curtain, will you?”

She sat up in bed, looking dreamily out through the window, her naked arms pushing her naked breasts together. He was dressing himself. She was half-dreaming of life, a life together with him:just a life.

“Have I lost my night gown altogether?”she said.

He pushed his hand down in the bed and pulled it out, but it was slit almost in two.


“Never mind!”she said.“It belongs here, really. I’ll leave it.”

She slipped on the torn thing, and sat dreamily looking out of the window.Downstairs she heard him making the fire, pumping water, going out at the back door.

Soon they were eating together at the dinner table.

“And you promise we will live together and have a life together, you and me!”she said,“You promise me, don’t you?”

“Yes! When we can.”

Suddenly, he held up a warning finger, and rose to his feet. Flossie had given a short bark, then three loud sharp barks of warning. Silent, he put his plate on the tray and asked Connie to go back upstairs. Constance heard him go down the garden path. A bicycle bell rang outside there.

“Morning, Mr. Mellors! Registered letter from Canada!”

“Yes! That’s a mate of mine out there in British Columbia.”

“Morning!”

“Morning!”


After a time he came upstairs, looking a little angry.

“Postman,”he said.

“Did your mate send you a fortune?”

“No! Only some photographs and papers about a place out there in British Columbia.”

“Would you go there?”

“I thought perhaps we might.”

“Oh yes! I believe it’s lovely!”

But he was put out by the postman’s coming.“I hope he didn’t hear us.”

She went downstairs and washed,and was ready by the time he came back, with the few things in the little silk bag. He locked up, and they set off, but through the wood, not down the lane. He was being careful.

She followed him dumbly, with a sinking heart. Oh, now she was to go!

At last he stopped.

“I’ll just strike across here,”he said, pointing to the right.

But she flung her arms round his neck,and clung to him.She whispered,“I loved last night. But you’ll keep the tenderness for me, won’t you?”


He kissed her and held her close for a moment. Then he sighed, and kissed her again.

“Listen!”

They heard a car softly sounded its horn as it came nearer.It slowed up on the bridge.She looked at him in despair.But he kissed her and made her go. She crept in complete misery to where Hilda was just getting out of the car.

“Where is he?”Hilda asked.

“He’s not coming.”

Connie’s face was running with tears as she got into the car with her little bag. Hilda started the car with a businesslike motion. They heaved out of the lane, and were away down the road. Connie had looked round, but there was no sight of him. Away! Away! She sat in bitter tears. The parting had come so suddenly, so unexpectedly. It was like death.

注释

burst out大声喊

carry off成功对付

supreme[sjuː'priːm]adj.极大的,至高的

indecently[in'diːsntli]adv.下流地,猥亵地

bonds[bɔnds]n.镣铐


strap[stræp]v.用带捆扎

keep an eye on照看,密切注视

instead of代替,而不是

ashamed of耻于

overgrown[əuvə'grəun]adj.簇叶丛生的

precede[pri'siːd]v.走在…前面

misguided['mis'ցaidid]adj.被误导的

consistence[kən'sistəns]n.连贯

highroad['hairəud]n.公路

inwardness['inwədnis]n.内在特质,灵性

lick[lik]v.舔,卷过

reckless['reklis]adj.不计后果的

slow up慢下来

businesslike['biznislaik]adj.有效率的



CHAPTER 16

But the trip was really quite nice,actually. Only Connie kept saying to herself: Why don’t I really care! She found nothing vital in France or Switzerland. And it was all less real than Wragby. Less real than the awful Wragby.

As for people! People were all alike, with very little difference.“No!”said Connie to herself,“I’d rather be at Wragby and be still,and not stare at anything or do any performing of any sort. This tourist performance of enjoying oneself is too hopelessly humiliating:it’s such a failure.”

She wanted to go back to Wragby, even to Clifford, even to poor crippled Clifford. He wasn’t such a fool as this swarming holidaying lot, anyhow.

But in her inner consciousness she was keeping touch with the other man. She mustn’t let her connection with him go;oh,she mustn’t let it go,or she was lost, lost utterly in this world of expensive people and joy-seekers. Oh‘enjoying oneself’! Another modern form of sickness.

In Venice, Connie and Hilda took a boat to their hotel. The boatman was not very good-looking, not
 at all impressive. He was seated above, behind them.

“Are you ladies staying long at the Villa Esmeralda?”he asked, rowing easily.

“Some twenty days, we are both married ladies,”said Hilda, in her curious hushed voice that made her Italian sound so foreign.

“Ah! Twenty days!”said the man.“Do you want a boatman for the twenty days?”

The sisters considered.

“Well,”said Hilda,“come tomorrow morning, and we will arrange it. What is your name?”

His name was Giovanni,and he wanted to know at what time he should come, and then for whom should he say he was waiting. Hilda had no card. Connie gave him one of hers. He glanced at it swiftly, with his hot, southern blue eyes, then glanced again.

“Ah!”he said, lighting up,“Lady Costanza!”

The Villa Esmeralda was a long way out, on the edge of the bay looking towards Chioggia. It was not a very old house,and pleasant, with the terraces looking seawards.

The house was pretty full. The guests were dis-
 tinctly boring. But this did not trouble the sisters. They were out all the time. Their father took them to the exhibition, miles and miles of weary paintings. He sat with them on warm evenings in the square, having got a table at Florian’s, he took them to the theatre. This was a holiday-place of all holidayplaces. Too many people in the square, too many cocktails, too many menservants wanting tips, too many languages rattling,and altogether far too much enjoyment!

Connie and Hilda went around in their sunny dresses. There were dozens of people they knew. It was pleasant in a way. It was almost enjoyment. But everyone seemed to want the same thing: to be drugged with enjoyment! Enjoyment!

Hilda liked to be drugged. She liked jazz, because she could plaster her stomach against the stomach of some so-called man, and let him control her movement from the center, here and there across the floor,and then she could break loose and ignore‘the creature’. He had been merely made use of.

Poor Connie was rather unhappy. She wouldn’t jazz, because she simply couldn’t plaster her stomach against some‘creature’s’stomach. The happiest
 times were when she got Hilda to go with her away across the bay, where they could bathe quite alone.

Connie would come home from the blazing light of the bay in a kind of dream to find letters from home. Clifford wrote regularly. He wrote very good letters:they might all have been printed in a book. And for this reason Connie found them not very interesting.

She loved the light from the bay. It was gratifying, and she was calmed by it, not caring for anything. Besides, she was pregnant. She knew now. She had been at Venice a fortnight, and she was to stay another ten days or a fortnight.

Then she got a letter from Clifford that roused her.“We too have had our mild local excitement. It appears the wife of Mellors, the keeper, turned up at the cottage and found herself unwelcome. He packed her off, and locked the door. Report has it, however, that when he returned from the wood he found her naked in his bed. Unable to kick her out, he left and went to his mother’s house in Tevershall. Meanwhile, the woman refuses to leave the house, saying it belongs to her. I heard all this from Mrs. Bolton. I would not have repeated it had she not ex-
 claimed:‘her Ladyship will go no more to the wood if that woman’s going to be about!’”

This news affected Connie. Now she had got to be bothered by that beast of a woman! Now she must worry! She had no letter from Mellors. They had agreed not to write at all, but now she wanted to hear from him personally. After all, he was the father of the child that was coming. Let him write!

She did not mention the fact of her pregnancy, even to Hilda. She did not want to talk about it with anyone. Not now.She decided to write to Mrs. Bolton for exact information.

Duncan Forbes,an artist friend of theirs,had arrived at the Villa Esmeralda from Rome. Now he made a third in the boat, and he bathed with them across the bay, and was their escort:a quiet, young man, very advanced in his art.

She had a letter from Mrs. Bolton:“Sir Clifford is looking quite blooming and working very hard,and very hopeful. Of course he is looking forward to seeing you among us again. About Mr. Mellors, it seems his wife came back all of a sudden wanting to live with him again. But he wouldn’t have anything to do with her. She later broke into the house and now
 she’s carrying on, saying he’s been having women at the cottage, because she’d found a scent-bottle in his drawer, and gold-tipped cigarette-ends on the stone floor, and I don’t know what all. Then it seems the postman Fred Kirk says he heard somebody talking in Mr. Mellors’bedroom early one morning, and a motor-car had been in the lane.

“Mr. Mellors stayed on with his mother, and she kept going to old Mrs. Mellors’house, to catch him,and she began swearing he’d got in bed with her in the cottage and she went to a lawyer to make him pay her an allowance. And she goes about saying the most awful things about him, about how he behaved to her when they were married, the low, terrible things he did to her, and I don’t know what all. She declared she’ll never leave him alone while he lives.”

This was a nasty blow to Connie. She felt angry with him for having married Bertha Coutts.It was really rather disgusting. It would be well to be rid of him, clear of him altogether. He was perhaps really common, really low. She now dreaded the thought that anybody would know about herself and the keeper. How unspeakably humiliating!She almost wished she could get rid of the child again, and be quite
 clear

She could not help confiding a little in Duncan Forbes. She didn’t say she had been the keeper’s lover, she only said she liked him, and told Forbes the history of the man.

“You’ll see, they’ll never rest till they’ve pulled the man down and done him in,”said Forbes,“If he has refused to move up into the middle classes, when he had a chance;and if he’s a man who stands up for his own sex, then they’ll do him in.It’s the one thing they won’t let you be,straight and open in your sex.”

Connie’s thinking began to move in the opposite direction now. What had the gamekeeper done, after all? He had released her warm, natural sexual flow. And for that they would hound him down.

No,it should not be. She heard his voice again: You have the nicest ass of anybody! And she felt his hand warmly and softly closing over her tail again, over her secret places. Oh, no! I mustn’t go back on it! I must not go back on him. I had no warm, passionate life till he gave it me. And I won’t go back on it.

She did a dangerous thing. She sent a letter to Ivy Bolton,enclosing a note to the keeper,and asking
 Mrs. Bolton to give it him. And she wrote to him:I am very much distressed to hear about all the trouble your wife is making for you, but don’t mind it, it is only a sort of craziness. I shall be home in ten days’time, and I do hope everything will be all right.

A few days later came a letter from Clifford. He was evidently upset:“I am delighted to hear you are prepared to leave Venice sixteenth. But if you are enjoying it, don’t hurry home. The scandal of the keeper continues and gets bigger like a snowball. Mrs. Bolton is preoccupied with the Mellors scandal. I have been to the depths of the muddy lies of the Bertha Couttses of this world, and when, released from the current of gossip, I slowly rise to the surface again, I look at the daylight and wonder that it ever should be.I am afraid we are going to lose our gamekeeper. He is accused of all unspeakable things and curiously enough, the woman has managed to get most of the workers’wives behind her, and the village is full of talk. In any case,it is a matter of their own personal horridness,and nothing to do with anybody else. However, everybody listens, as I do myself. The trouble is, however, Bertha Coutts has not confined herself to her own experiences and suffer-
 ings.She has discovered,at the top of her voice, that her husband has been‘keeping’women down at the cottage,and has made a few random shots at naming the women. This has brought a few decent names trailing through the mud, and the thing has gone quite considerably too far. I have had to interview Mellors about the business. He was rather rude and disrespectful. I asked him if it would be easy for him to find another job. He said:‘It’d be easy as a wink.’So he made no trouble at all about leaving at the end of next week, and apparently is willing to teach a young fellow, Joe Chambers, the art of gamekeeping. Well, there is the end of it for the time being. The woman has gone away. We don’t know where to, but she is liable to arrest if she shows her face in Tevershall. Mellors will depart on Saturday, and the place will soon become normal again. Meanwhile, my dear Connie, if you would enjoy to stay in Venice or in Switzerland till the beginning of August, I should be glad to think you were out of all this buzz of nastiness, which will have died quite away by the end of the month.”

The irritation, and the lack of any sympathy in any direction, of Clifford’s letter, had a bad effect on
 Connie. But she understood it better when she received the following from Mellors:“The cat is out of the bag. Bertha noticed your initials cut into the back of the picture frame we destroyed. I guess you put them there as a joke. After this,she went around the village announcing that my lover was no less a person than Lady Chatterley herself. The news came at last to Sir Clifford. He asked to see me, so I went to him. He talked around things and seemed annoyed with me. Then he asked if I knew that even her ladyship’s name had been mentioned. He as good as told me I was a bad character and gave me the sack. I leave on Saturday. I shall go to London, and my old landlady, Mrs.Inger,17 Coburg, will either give me a room or will find one for me.”

There was not a word about herself, or to her. Connie resented this. He might have said some few words of consolation or reassurance. But she knew he was leaving her free, free to go back to Wragby Clifford.

So her name was coupled with his in Tevershall! It was a mess. But that would soon die down. She was angry with the complicated and confused anger that made her inert. She went on at Venice just the
 same, rowing out in the boat with Duncan Forbes, bathing, letting the days slip by. Duncan, who had been rather depressingly in love with her ten years ago, was in love with her again. But she said to him:“I only want one thing of men, and that is that they should leave me alone.”

注释

alike[ə'laik]adj.相同的,相似的

distinctly[dis'tiŋktli]adv.清楚地,显然地

tip[tip]n.小费

dozens of许多的

turn up出现

look forward to期待,盼望

nasty['næsti]adj.严重的,危险的

dread[dred]v.惧怕,担心

get rid of摆脱

disrespectful[̩disris'pektful]adj.失礼的,无礼的

The cat is out of the bag机密泄露Cf. lete the cat out of the bag



CHAPTER 17

She had to make up her mind what to do. She would leave Venice on the Saturday that he was leaving Wragby:in six days’time. She wrote to him to the London address, asking him to send her a letter to Hartland’s hotel,and to call for her on the Monday evening at seven.

Sir Malcolm decided to travel with Connie on her train ride back to London.

“A little dull for you, going back to Wragby,”said her father, noticing her unhappiness.

“I’m not sure I shall go back to Wragby,”she said. His big blue eyes took on the frightened look of a man whose social conscience is not quite clear. He was bothered by his own little problems, and sincerely hoped he was getting none of hers to shoulder.

“I’m going to have a child.”

“But not Clifford’s child, of course?”

“No! Another man’s.”

“Do I know the man?”asked Sir Malcolm.

“No! You’ve never seen him.”

There was a long pause.

“And what are your plans?”


“I don’t know. That’s the point.”

“There’s no making peace with Clifford? You can present him with an heir to all the Chatterleys.”

“But I don’t think I want to,”she said.

Sir Malcolm sat back and smiled again. Connie did not answer.

“I hope you had a real man at last,”he said to her after a while.

“I did. That’s the trouble. There aren’t many of them about,”she said.

“No, by God!”he thought,“There aren’t! Well, my dear, to look at you, he was a lucky man. Surely he wouldn’t make trouble for you?”

“Oh no! He leaves me my own mistress entirely.”

Sir Malcolm was pleased. Connie was his favorite daughter, he had always liked the female in her. Not so much of her mother in her as in Hilda. And he had always disliked Clifford. So he was pleased, and very tender with his daughter, as if the unborn child were his child.

In London, she found a letter from Mellors. He wanted to meet at the Golden Cock in Adam Street at seven. And then there he stood, tall and slender,and
 so different,in a formal suit of thin dark cloth.

“Ah, there you are! How well you look!”he said.

“Yes! But not you.”

She looked into his face anxiously. It was thin, and the cheekbones showed. But his eyes smiled at her, and she felt at home with him.

“Was it horrid for you?”she asked as she sat opposite him at table.

“People are always horrid,”he said.

There was a long pause.

“And did you miss me?”she asked.

“I was glad you were out of it.”

“I’m going to have a child, you know.”

The expression died utterly out of his face, out of his whole body. He looked at her with darkened eyes, whose look she could not understand at all.

“Say you’re glad!”she pleaded, groping for his hand.

“I have such a terrible mistrust of the future.”

“But you don’t want me to go back to Clifford, do you?”she asked him.

“What do you want yourself?”he replied.

“I want to live with you,”she said simply.


In spite of himself, little flames ran over his belly as he heard her say it, and he dropped his head. Then he looked up at her again, with those haunted eyes.

“I’ve got nothing.”

“You’ve got more than most men.”

He was silent for a time, thinking.

“It’s more than that. Living is moving and moving on. My life won’t go down the proper roads, it just won’t. A man must offer a woman some meaning in his life, if it’s going to be an isolated life, and if she’s a genuine woman.I can’t be just your male fucker.”

“What else are you?”she asked.

“Well, I’m something to myself at least. I can see the point of my own existence, though I can quite understand nobody else’s seeing it.”

“And will your existence have less point, if you live with me?”

“Maybe.”

She sat looking into his face.“Shall I tell you what you have that other men don’t have, and that will make the future?”

“Tell me then,”he replied.


“It’s the courage of your own tenderness, that’s what it is, like when you put your hand on my tail and say I’ve got a pretty tail.”

The grin came flickering on his face.

“Yes!”he said.“You’re right. It’s that really. It’s that all the way through.”

“Then why are you afraid of me?”

“It’s the money, really, and the position. It’s the world in you.”

“But isn’t there tenderness in me? Can’t you trust that between us?”

She saw his face softening down, losing its armor.

“Maybe!”he said. They were both silent.

“I want you to hold me in your arms,”she said.“I want you to tell me you are glad we are having a child.”

“I suppose we can go to my room,”he said.“Though it’s scandalous again.”

They walked to Coburg he had a room at the top of the house. She took off her things, and made him do the same. She was lovely in the soft first flush of her pregnancy.

“Love me!”she said.“Love me, and say you’ll
 keep me.”

She crept close against him, clinging fast to his thin, strong naked body, the only home she had ever known.

“Then I’ll keep you,”he said.

“And say you’re glad about the child,”she repeated.“Kiss it! Kiss my belly and say you’re glad it’s there.”

At that moment he felt a sheer love for the woman. He kissed her belly and her mound of Venus.

“Oh, you love me! You love me!”she said,in a little cry like one of her blind,inarticulate love cries. And he went into her softly, feeling the stream of tenderness flowing in release from his bowels to hers. And he realized as he went into her that this was the thing he had to do, to be into tender touch, without losing his pride or his dignity or his integrity as a man. After all,if she had money and means, and he had none, he should not be too proud and honorable to hold back his tenderness from her on that account.

She was quite determined now that there should be no parting between him and her. But the ways and means were still to settle.


“So what about Bertha Coutts?”she asked him.

“I must get free of her,or she’ll be at me again. I must get a divorce if I possibly can. So we must be careful. We mustn’t really be seen together, you and I. I never, never could stand it if she came down on me and you.”

Connie pondered this.

“Then we can’t be together?”she said.

“Not for six months or so. But I think my divorce will go through in September; then till March.”

“But the baby will probably be born at the end of February,”she said.

He was silent.

“I could wish the Cliffords and Berthas all dead,”he said.“They can’t live! They only frustrate life. I ought to be allowed to shoot them.”

“But you wouldn’t do it,”she said.

“I would though! And with less guilt than I shoot a rabbit.”

Connie had now plenty to think of. It was evident he wanted absolutely to be free of Bertha Coutts. And she felt he was right. This meant her living alone till spring. Perhaps she could get divorced from Clifford. But how?If Mellors were named,
 then there was an end to his divorce.

Connie confided in her father.

“You see, Father, he was Clifford’s gamekeeper, but he was an officer in the army in India.”

“Where did your gamekeeper spring from?”asked Sir Malcolm,irritated.

“His father was a workingman at Tevershall.”

“Looks to me like a gold-digger,”he said.“And you’re a pretty easy gold-mine, apparently.”

“No, Father, it’s not like that. You’d know if you saw him. He’s a man.”

What Sir Malcolm could not bear was the scandal of his daughter’s having an intrigue with a gamekeeper. He did not mind the intrigue,he minded the scandal.

“But, by God, think of all the talk!”

“I know,”said Connie.“Talk is awful. I thought we might perhaps say it was another man’s child, and not mention Mellors’name at all.”

“Another man’s! What other man’s?”

“Perhaps Duncan Forbes. He has been our friend all his life.”

“Well I’m damned! Poor Duncan! And what’s he going to get out of it?”


“I don’t know. But he might rather like it, even.”

“My God, what a generation!”

“But will you see him, Father?”

Poor Sir Malcolm! He was by no means keen on it. And poor Mellors, he was still less keen. Yet the meeting took place:a lunch in a private room at the club, the two men alone, looking one another up and down.

Sir Malcolm drank a fair amount of whisky. Mellors also drank. And they talked all the while about India, on which the young man was well informed. This lasted during the meal. Only when coffee was served,and the waiter had gone,Sir Malcolm lit a cigar and said, heartily:

“Well, young man, and what about my daughter? You’ve got a baby in her all right.”

“I have that honor!”grinned Mellors.

Sir Malcolm gave a little laugh.“Honor! How was the going?Good, my boy, what?”

“Good!”

“I’ll bet it was! Ha-ha! My daughter,chip off the old block, what! I never went back on a good bit of fucking, myself. Though her mother, oh, holy
 saints!”He rolled his eyes to heaven.“But you warmed her up, oh, you warmed her up, I can see that. I was jolly glad of it, I can tell you.She needed it. I envy you, my boy. How old are you?”

“Thirty-nine.”

The knight lifted his eyebrows.

“As much as that! Well, you’ve another good twenty years,by the look of you. Oh,gamekeeper or not, you’re a good cock. I can see that with one eye shut. Not like that blasted Clifford! I like you, my boy. I’ll bet you’ve a good cock on you. Look here,if ever I can do anything for you, you can rely on me.”

They parted in a friendly way and Mellors laughed inwardly all the time for the rest of the day.

The following day he had lunch with Connie and Hilda, at some discreet place.

“I think you might have avoided putting children into the world until you were both free to marry and have children,”Hilda said.

There was silence.

“I think,”she continued,“it will be best if she names quite another man as father and you stay out of it altogether.”

Mellors gazed at her in wonder. Connie had not
 dared mention the Duncan scheme to him.

“I don’t follow,”he said.

“We have a friend who would probably agree to be named as the father, so that your name need not appear,”said Hilda.

He looked in wonder at Connie.

“No, no!”she said hastily,“Only an old friendship, quite simple, no love.”

“But who is he?”

“A friend whom we’ve known since we were children in Scotland, an artist.”

“Duncan Forbes!”he said at once, for Connie had talked of him.“And how would you shift the blame onto him?”

“They could stay together in some hotel, or she could even stay in his apartment.”

“Seems to me like a lot of trouble for nothing,”he said.

“What else do you suggest?”said Hilda.“If your name appears, you will get no divorce from your wife, who is apparently quite an impossible person to be mixed up with.”

There was a long silence.

“It’s like this. We will see if Duncan will consent
 to figure as the father. then we must get Clifford to divorce Connie, and you must go on with your divorce, and you must both keep apart till you are free.”

Mellors was silent, and angry.

“Well!”he said at last.“I agree to anything. The world is a raving idiot, and no man can kill it, though I’ll do my best.”

Duncan, when approached, also insisted on seeing the gamekeeper; so there was a dinner, this time in his flat: the four of them. His art was all tubes and valves and spirals and strange colors, very modern:only Mellors thought it cruel and ugly.

“It is like a pure bit of murder,”said Mellors at last;a speech Duncan by no means expected from a gamekeeper.

“And who is murdered?”asked Hilda, rather coldly and angrily.

“Me! It murders all the bowels of compassion in a man.”

A wave of pure hate came out of the artist. He heard the note of dislike in the other man’s voice,and the note of contempt.

“Perhaps stupidity is murdered;sentimental stupidity,”said the artist.


“Do you think so?I think all these tubes are stupid enough for anything, and pretty sentimental. They show a lot of self-pity and an awful lot of nervous self-opinion, seems to me.”

In another wave of hate the artist’s face looked yellow. He turned the pictures to the wall.

“I think we may go to the diningroom,”he said. And they trailed off, dismally.

After coffee, Duncan said:“I don’t at all mind posing as the father of Connie’s child. But only on the condition that she’ll come and pose as a model for me.”

Mellors did not like the idea, but he could see there was very little choice in the matter.

“You didn’t like him, but he’s better than that, really. He’s really kind,”Connie explained as they left.

“And will you go and be a model to him?”Mellors asked.

“Oh, I don’t really mind any more. He won’t touch me. And I don’t mind anything, if it leads the way to a life together for you and me.”

注释

shoulder['ʃəuldə]v.肩负,承当

make peace讲和


by God my God的的确确

make trouble for给…带来麻烦

cheekbone['tʃiːk̩bəun]n.颊骨,颧骨

feel at home感觉自在

all the way自始至终

armor['ɑːmə]n.护卫,防护;装甲

scandalous['skændələs]adj.丢脸的,可耻的

hold back抑制

evident['evidənt]adj.明显的,显然的

free of摆脱

intrigue[in'triːց]n.私通

chip off the old block外表或性格酷似父母一个的孩子

blasted['blɑːstid]adj.枯萎的

consent to同意,答应

raving['reiviŋ]adj.语无伦次的,狂乱的

compassion[kəm'pæʃn]n.同情,怜悯

dismally['dizməli]adv.沉闷地

on the condition that Cf. on condition that条件是



CHAPTER 18

“Dear Clifford,I am afraid what you foresaw has happened. I am really in love with another man, and do hope you will divorce me. I am staying at present with Duncan in his flat. I told you he was at Venice with us. I’m awfully unhappy for your sake, but do try to take it quietly. You don’t really need me any more,and I can’t bear to come back to Wragby. But do try to forgive me and get rid of me.”

Clifford was not inwardly surprised to get this letter. Inwardly, he had known for a long time she was leaving him. But he had absolutely refused any outward admission of it. Therefore, outwardly, it came as the most terrible blow and shock to him. He was like a lost child. He gave Mrs. Bolton a terrible shock, sitting up in bed with a horrible blank stare.

“Why, Sir Clifford, whatever’s the matter?”

No answer.

“Oh,but Sir Clifford, you’re ill.I must send for the doctor.”

“I’m not ill. My wife isn’t coming back.”—It was as if an image spoke.

The image in the bed did not change, but it
 pushed a letter over in her direction.

“Read it!”he said.

She obeyed.

“Well, I am surprised at her ladyship,”she said after finishing.“She promised so faithfully she’d come back!”

Actually, however, Mrs. Bolton was not surprised. In fact,she was a little impatient of Sir Clifford. Any man in his senses must have known his wife was in love with somebody else, and was going to leave him. He must have known it, and should have actively struggled with his wife against it, that would have been acting like a man. But no!“Look at him!”she thought,“He’s so wrapped up in his own immortal self, that when he does get a shock he’s like a mummy tangled in its own bandages!”

But such shock is dangerous, and she was a nurse, it was her duty to pull him out. The only thing was to release his self-pity. He must weep or he must die.

So Mrs. Bolton began to weep first.She covered her face with her hand and burst into little wild sobs. Clifford thought of the way he had been betrayed by the woman Connie,and tears filled his eyes and began
 to run down his cheeks. He was weeping for himself. Mrs. Bolton, as soon as she saw the tears running over his blank face, hastily wiped her own wet cheeks on her little handkerchief, and leaned towards him.

She laid her arm round his shoulder.“There, there! There, there! Don’t you worry. Don’t you worry!”she moaned to him, while her own tears fell. And she drew him to her, and held her arms round his great shoulders, while he laid his face on her bosom and sobbed, shaking his huge shoulders, while she softly stroked his hair.

And he put his arms round her and clung to her like a child. And finally he even went to sleep, like a child. And she felt worn out, and went to her own room, where she laughed and cried at once. It was so ridiculous! It was so awful! So shameful!

After this, Clifford became like a child with Mrs. Bolton. He would hold her, and rest his head on her breast, and when she once lightly kissed him, he said:“Yes! Do kiss me! Do kiss me!”And when she sponged his great blond body, he would say the same!“Do kiss me!”and she would lightly kiss his body, anywhere, half in mockery.


It was sheer relaxation on his part, letting go all his manhood,and sinking back to a childish position. And then he would put his hand into her bosom and feel her breasts, and kiss them in enjoyment of being a child when he was a man.

Mrs. Bolton was both thrilled and ashamed.She both loved and hated it. Yet she never rejected him. And they drew into a closer physical intimacy.

The curious thing was that when this child-man, which Clifford was now and which he had been becoming for years, emerged into the world, it was much sharper and keener than the real man he used to be. He was now a real businessman; when it was a question of affairs, he was an absolute he-man,sharp as a needle. In business he was quite inhuman.

His behavior with regard to Connie was curious. He insisted on seeing her again. He insisted, moreover, on her coming to Wragby. He wrote to her:“I must see you personally,here at Wragby. You promised faithfully to come back to Wragby, and I hold you to the promise. Then if you feel, after we have talked things over, that you still remain in the same mind, no doubt we can come to terms.”

Connie showed this letter to Mellors.


“He wants to begin his revenge on you,”he said, handing the letter back.

Connie was silent.She knew he would not divorce her, and the child would be his, unless she could find some means of establishing its illegitimacy.

She decided to go to Wragby with Hilda. Mrs. Bolton received them.

“Oh, your Ladyship, it isn’t the happy homecoming we hoped for,is it!”she said.

“Isn’t it?”said Connie.

She entered the house, which now she hated with every fiber in her body. The great mass of a place seemed evil to her, just a menace over her.

“I can’t stay long here,”she whispered to Hilda, terrified.

She hated every minute inside Wragby.

They did not meet Clifford till they went down to dinner. He behaved perfectly politely during the meal and kept a polite sort of conversation going, but it seemed all touched with insanity.

There was tension till after coffee, when Hilda said she would go up to her room. Clifford and Connie sat in silence when she had gone. Neither would begin to speak.


“I suppose you don’t at all mind having gone back on your word?”he said at last.

“I can’t help it,”she murmured.

“But if you can’t, who can?”

“I suppose nobody.”

He looked at her with curious cold rage. He was used to her.She was as it were fixed in his will. How dared she now go back on him,and destroy the fabric of his daily existence?

“And for what do you want to go back on everything?”he insisted.

“Love!”she said.

“Love of Duncan Forbes? But you didn’t think that worth having when you met me. Do you mean to say you now love him better than anything else in life?”

“One changes,”she said.

“Possibly! But you still have to convince me of the importance of the change. I merely don’t believe in your love of Duncan Forbes.”

“But why should you believe in it?You have only to divorce me, not to believe in my feelings.”

“And why should I divorce you?”

“Because I don’t want to live here any more.
 And you really don’t want me.”

“Pardon me! I don’t change. For my part, since you are my wife,I should prefer that you should stay under my roof in dignity and quiet.”

After a time of silence she said:

“I can’t help it. I’ve got to go. I expect I shall have a child.”

He too was silent for a time.

“And is it for the child’s sake you must go?”he asked at length.

She nodded.

“And why? Is Duncan Forbes so keen on this child?”

“Surely keener than you would be,”she said.

“But really. I want my wife,and I see no reason for letting her go. If she likes to bear a child under my roof, she is welcome, and the child is welcome, provided that the decency and order of life is preserved. Do you mean to tell me that Duncan Forbes has a greater hold over you?I don’t believe it.”

There was a pause.

“But don’t you see,”said Connie.“I must go away from you,and I must live with the man I love.”

“No,I don’t see it! I don’t believe in that sort of
 garbage.”

“But you see, I do.”

“Do you? My dear Madam, you are too intelligent, I assure you, to believe in your own love for Duncan Forbes. Believe me,even now you really care more for me. So why should I give in to such nonsense!”

She felt he was right there. And she felt she could keep silent no longer.

“Because it isn’t Duncan that I do love,”she said, looking up at him.“We only said it was Duncan, to spare your feelings.”

“To spare my feelings?”

“Yes! Because who I really love, and it’ll make you hate me, is Mr. Mellors, who was our gamekeeper here.”

If he could have sprung out of his chair, he would have done so. His face went yellow, and his eyes bulged with disaster as he glared at her. Then he dropped back in the chair, gasping and looking up at the ceiling.

“And when did you begin with him?”

“In the spring.”

“And it was you, then, in the bedroom at the
 cottage?”

So he had really inwardly known all the time.

“Yes!”

“My God, you ought to be wiped off the face of the earth!”

“Why?”she said faintly.

But he seemed not to hear.

“That ass of a man! And carrying on with him all the time, while you were here and he was one of my servants! My God, my God, is there any end to the awful lowness of women!”

He was beside himself with rage,as she knew he would be.

“And you mean to say you want to have a child to an idiot like that?”

“Yes! I’m going to.”

“You’re going to! You mean you’re sure! How long have you been sure?”

“Since June.”

He was speechless,and the queer blank look of a child came over him again.

“You’d wonder,”he said at last.“that such beings were ever allowed to be born.”

“What beings?”she asked.


He looked at her weirdly, without an answer.It was obvious he couldn’t even accept the fact of the existence of Mellors, in any connection with his own life. It was complete, unspeakable hate.

“And do you mean to say you’d marry him?—and bear his foul name?”

“Yes, that’s what I want.”

“Yes!”he said at last.“That proves that what I’ve always thought about you is correct: you’re not normal, you’re not in your right senses. You’re one of those half-insane, sick women.”

Suddenly he had become almost thoughtfully moral, seeing himself the symbol of goodness, and people like Mellors and Connie the symbols of evil.

“So don’t you think you’d better divorce me and

have done with it?”she said.

“No! You can go where you like, but I won’t divorce you,”he said idiotically.

“Why not?”

He was stubbornly silent.

“Would you even let the child be legally yours, and your heir?”she said.

“I care nothing about the child.”

“But if it’s a boy it will be legally your son, and
 it will inherit your title, and have Wragby.”

“I care nothing about that,”he said.

“But you must! I shall prevent the child from being legally yours, if I can. I’d so much rather it were illegitimate,and mine,if it can’t be Mellors.”

“Do as you like about that.”

He was immovable.

“And won’t you divorce me?”she said.“You can use Duncan as the reason! There’d be no need to bring in the real name. Duncan doesn’t mind.”

“I shall never divorce you,”he said, as if a nail had been driven in.

“But why?Because I want you to?”

“Because I follow my own inclination, and I’m not inclined to.”

It was useless. So Connie spent half the night packing her private and personal effects. In the morning she had her trunks sent to the station without telling Clifford. She decided to see him only to say good-bye, before lunch.

But she spoke to Mrs. Bolton.

“I must say good-bye to you, Mrs. Bolton, you know why. But I can trust you not to talk.”

“Oh, you can trust me, your Ladyship, though
 it’s a sad blow for us here,indeed. But I hope you’ll be happy with the other gentleman.”

“The other gentleman! It’s Mr. Mellors, and I care for him. Sir Clifford knows. But don’t say anything to anybody. And if one day you think Sir Clifford may be willing to divorce me, let me know, will you?I should like to be properly married to the man I care for.”

“I’m sure you would, my Lady. Oh, you can trust me. I’ll be faithful to Sir Clifford, and I’ll be faithful to you, for I can see you’re both right in your own ways.”

So Connie left Wragby once more, and went on with Hilda to Scotland. Mellors went into the country and got work on a farm. The idea was, he should get his divorce, if possible, whether Connie got hers or not. And for six months he should work at farming, so that eventually he and Connie could have some small farm of their own, into which he could put his energy. For he would have to have some work,even hard work, to do, and he would have to make his own living, even if her capital started him. So they would have to wait till spring was in, till the baby was born, till the early summer came round a-
 gain. In the course of this time he sent Connie letters.

“It’s the Grange Farm. I got on here with a bit of contriving, because I knew Richards, the company engineer,in the army. It is a farm belonging to Butler and Smitham coal mining company, they use it for raising hay and wheat for the mining horses; not a private concern.But they’ve got cows and pigs and all the rest of it, and I get enough pounds a week as laborer to keep myself fed. Rowley, the farmer, puts me on to as many jobs as he can, so that I can learn as much as possible between now and next spring. I’ve not heard a thing about Bertha. I’ve no idea why she didn’t show up at the divorce, nor where she is nor what she’s up to. But if I keep quiet till March I suppose I shall be free. And don’t you bother about Sir Clifford. He’ll want to get rid of you one of these days. If he leaves you alone,it’s a lot.”

“I’ve got lodging in a bit of an old cottage in Engine Row,very decent. The landlord and his wife are good people. They lost their only son in the war,and it’s sort of knocked a hole in them. They’ve a daughter training for a schoolteacher, and I help her with her lessons sometimes,so we’re quite the family.But
 they’re very decent people,and only too kind to me.”

“I like farming all right. It’s not inspiring, but then I don’t ask to be inspired. The villagers here are a sad lot, a deadened lot of men: dead to their women, dead to life. The young ones drive about on motorbikes with girls, and jazz when they get a chance, but they’re very dead. And it needs money. Money poisons you when you’ve got it, and starves you when you haven’t.

I’m sure you’re sick of all this. But I don’t want to go on talking too much about myself, and I’ve nothing happening to me. I don’t like to think too much about you,in my head, that only makes a mess of us both. But, of course, what I live for now is for you and me to live together.I’m frightened, really. I feel the devil in the air, and he’ll try to get us. The devil, of course, being the mass will of the people, wanting money and hating life. There’s a bad time coming. There’s a bad time coming, boys, there’s a bad time coming! If things go on as they are, there’s nothing lies in the future but death and destruction, for these industrial masses. I feel my inside turn to water sometimes, and there you are, going to have a child by me. But never mind. They won’t be able to
 blow out my wanting you, nor the little glow there is between you and me. We’ll be together next year. And though I’m frightened, I believe in your being with me. A man has to trust in something beyond himself. You can’t insure against the future, except by really believing in the best bit of you, and in the power beyond it. So I believe in the little flame between us. For me now, it’s the only thing in the world. I’ve got no friends, not inward friends. Only you. And now the little flame is all I care about in my life. There’s the baby, but that is a side issue.”

“I don’t like to start thinking about you, actually. It only tortures me, and does you no good. I don’t want you to be away from me. But if I start worrying,it wastes something. Patience, always patience. This is my fortieth winter. And I can’t help all the winters that have been. But this winter I’ll have some peace. And I won’t let the breath of people blow it out. And if you’re in Scotland and I’m in the Midlands, and I can’t put my arms round you, and wrap my legs round you, yet I’ve got something of you. We fucked a flame into being. Even the flowers are fucked into being between the sun and the earth. But it’s a delicate thing, and takes patience and the
 long pause.

So I love my lack of sex now, because it is the peace that comes of fucking. And when the real spring comes, when the drawing together comes, then we can fuck the little flame brilliant and yellow, brilliant. But not now, not yet! Now is the time to be without sex,it is so good to be without sex, like a river of cool water in my soul.

Well, so many words, because I can’t touch you. If I could sleep with my arms round you, the ink could stay in the bottle. We could be non-sexual together just as we can fuck together. But we have to be separate for a while, and I suppose it is really the wiser way. If only one were sure.

Never mind, never mind, we won’t get worked up. We really trust in the little flame,and in the unnamed god that shields it from being blown out. There’s so much of you here with me, really, that it’s a pity you aren’t all here.

Never mind about Sir Clifford. If you don’t hear anything from him, never mind. He can’t really do anything to you. Wait, he will want to get rid of you at last,to cast you out. And if he doesn’t, we’ll manage to keep clear of him. But he will. In the end he
 will.

Now I can’t even leave off writing to you. But a great deal of us is together, and we can but put up with it, and steer our courses to meet soon. John Thomas says goodnight to Lady Jane, a little sadly, but with a hopeful heart.So, then, I must say goodnight, a little sadly, but with a hopeful heart.

注释

admission[əd'miʃən]n.承认,供认

impatient[im'peiʃənt]adj.不耐烦的,不耐心的

immortal[i'mɔːtl]adj.不朽的

hastily['heistili]adv.急速地,慌忙地

come to terms达成协议,妥协,让步

menace['menəs]n.威胁

back on背弃

fabric['fæbrik]n.结构,构造

convince[kən'vins]v.使信服

garbage['ցɑːbidʒ]n.垃圾,废物

spare[spɛə]v.不伤害

spring out跳出,冲出

bulge[bʌldʒ]v.凸出,膨胀

ass[æs]n.笨人

lowness['ləunis]n.低下,卑贱

weirdly['wiədli]adv.古怪地

have done with与…无关


stubbornly['stʌbənli]adv.倔强地,顽固地

illegitimate[̩ili'dʒitimit]adj.私生的

inclination[̩inkli'neiʃən]n.倾向,爱好

personal effects(衣物、化妆品等)随身物品、私人物品

inspiring[in'spaiəriŋ]adj.鼓舞的

motorbike['məutəbaik]n.摩托车

poison[pɔizn]v.毒害,败坏

torture['tɔːtʃə]v.折磨

shield from保护,防护
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