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Rethinking Lady Chatterley’s Lover

Takeyoshi KAWABE
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00000000 pooooooooUoU0o(@UooL) DoDooooUOUOOoOoDoOosOOO
Oopoo0doo, Jooo0oogoo3sUun (ooopooU) O booooooopooooog,
O0ooooooooooeo0COD (UUOO) O DDODOOUOOODODODOD OO —OO0OO
goooodoo —0o0bobbooobbooooobb ooo, tooobbooooobo
goooooooooooooboobobob, bbbbobooooooooo

19270110 0019280 00 0000000000000 (versiond) 0I0O0O0O0OO0OOO0ODOO
(00 000000 0000000000000 IDooooooooooooooDooooDoO
O0oooggd, “obscene” 10 O0O0O0ODOOOOOOOOUOOOO OODODDODOOOOOOO,
O00000000ooo0o0o00ooooD 00000 o0nDoD ooOoO0O004a (Sons and Lovers)
000 (The Rainbow) 00O OO OO0 (Women in Love) OO DO O0O0O, OODOODOO, OO,
0, jgddooooooobooboboboobooboodddgoooooooooo o, O
gogobboooobbooooobboooobbbooobobboddl Julian Moynahan [
gooooooooooo

Lady Chatterley’s Lover dramatizes two opposed orientations toward life, two distinct modes of
human awareness: the one abstract, cerebral, and unvital; the other concrete, physical, and organic. ...

The novel’s structural method involves a simple juxtaposition of the two modes; its narrative method
combines explicit interpretative comment by a narrator who from the beginning makes clear his
sympathy for the vitalist viewpoint together with lucid and objective renderings of characters, situations,
and settings. ... Wragby Hall and the industrial village of Tevershall are realized in themselves but come
also to stand for entire industrial, social, and even spiritual orders dominant in twentieth-century
England. Sir Clifford Chatterley sums up a modern habit of mind as well as a ruling class in transition
from one type of economic proprietorship to another. In contrast , the gamekeeper, Oliver Mellors, not
only follows but represents the organic way of life, and the wood in which he lurks is a spatial metaphor
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of the natural order, or, what Lawrence frequently called “the living universe.”” (italics mine)
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tbooobooo 00 obooooboobOOoooOOooo, booboooboboobooDboOoo oo
oooooo, boooboob pbooooooooboooooooobooooboooon oog
DDDDEDEEI,DDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDDD,DDI:ID
oooooooo, oOooOooUOooOoQ® DooO0oo0, DOo0oo00D OoO0ooooooo
“doctrine” U0 OO0 ODOOOODOO0OO0OO0OOOOOODOOODOOO, ODOOOO0O0OO0O0O
ooooooooooobobooobooooooooooboooooooobooooboo, ooooo
00 000000 (The Man Who Diedy DO000D 0000 00000000000 OOOOC0"
oooooooooboooo, oo pobooboobooooooooooooobooooon o,
ooooooo ibobootboooo0ooLoLooLoLoLoLoUoLU0L, bOboooooooooooa
o000, oo0oO00oooo®, 00000000000 D0UDDO0O0OU0ODOOOUODOO
Oooo0Oo000oo0O0000000 pooooooOoboO0ooboOoooo0Od (Constancel Connie) OO
OO0O00O0O0DO0OO00O000000000D0O (clifferd)y OOOOO0OO0ODOOOOOO (Oliver
Mellors) OO0O0O0O0O0, O00O0O0O0O0OO0ODOOOOOODO (dichotomy) ODOOOO 000000
o000 oooooboo0obooooooooobo0oobbo0ooooooooboOooDon

jogogooooooooon
tboobooo Db ooboobooooooOoboOoooobObOOoOooobDOobObOOoOoobooOoOonoo
odao

Ours is essentially a tragic age, so we refuse to take it tragically. The cataclysm has happened, we are
among the ruins, we start to build up new little habitats, to have new little hopes. It is rather hard work:
there is now no smooth road into the future: but we go round, or scramble over the obstacles. We’ve

got to live, now matter how many skies have fallen.” (italics mine)

00000 0000000 “shell-shock> D000 DOOOO0ODOOOOOOOOODO DODOD
gooooooooooogo, bbb cooooobo, booboooo, booooooo
oooooooooOooopooooboOooboooobOoOooO, boobooobooooooooog
oo boo0b bbb oooooOoooOoOOoO0obOo0ooooOoOoOobooOoboooDboboOoOoon

00 00000000 i0ooo00ooo0oonD, 00000000 oooo0ooo0 (Wragby
Hal) J0O0O0 OD0DO0OODODODODODOOO, DO0DODOQOODO0ODDODODODODOODOO
(Tevershal) OO DOOODODO, OOOODOODODOODO, OO0 “communication” 00O 0O 0O 0O
“connection” OO0 OO0 0O0OOOOOOOO (objects), OOODOOOOOOOODOOO, OO
oo00oO0oO00ooOoO00oDOoOoOobooOoooDoono

He was remotely interested: but like a man looking down a microscope, or up a telescope. He was
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not in touch. He was not in actual touch with anything or anybody; ... nothing really touched him.
Connie felt that she herself didn’t really, not really touch him. She had never finally got at him: perhaps

there was nothing to get at, ultimately: just a negation of human contact. (p. 16, italics mine)

oooooooooooboooooooooo, ObOboooooO0OoDbDOOoOobDoOoOoOoo oo
O000O0Db0O0 oODoDOo0O0o0, obobobooogonO (simulacrum of reality) O OO0 OO
Oo0oboooo0ooD, 0000000000000 o0oDoo0ooDoU0oDoo0o0o, ODoooo0ooDOo
gooooooooooooooOo, bogboooooooogoo, Oooo, Ooooooooo
“No substance to her or anything—no fouch, no contact. Only this life with Clifford, this endless spinning
of webs of yarn, of the minutiae of consciousness, these stories, ... 7 (18) “methodical anarchy” [0 0 [
ijboooooooOooobooOoooUoDboOooooooboobDoooDOOoOoo0oboboOoboobOoo
O00D00000C0O0DOO0O0O0O0D0OO0 “substantial, vital, real touch” DO OOO0D0OOOO0O0
ocoobooooooooooooo, boooboooooboooboooboooboooooo, bo
0000000000000 oUoooOd, D00000D0D000D0D00DoOo0D0O0ooo0Ooooon
o000, 00D0000O00DO0ODO00O00DO0ODOO0D D00 OO0 O0O0O0ODODO0OO00OO0
ooo

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 it 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. It was words, just so many words. The only reality was nothing, and over

it, a hypocrisy of words (p. 50, italics mine)

0000 goobpobooogoUooo, boodoooooDoo Do, DOO0DODOOOoOUOODDOO
oo0ooooOoooo, oboo0oooO0U0obDOoOoUoOoOoooooOoo0ODbOUOObDOoOoOooo
OOoDOo0, DObo0oooboooooboOgD, 000000 (mental life)DODOOOCODOO
O, 000 (swindle) DOO0D0 OO, O0D0O0ODOO “refuge” “sanctuary” OO0 0000000
g, “home” OO OO “love, joy, happiness, home, mother, father, husband” O [0 00O OO0 O
00oDooooooooo, 00oooooooooooooon

oooooo0ooo0oooDo00oOoo0odoooD, DDoO00oDoDO0U0DOO00DODOoOOooOO
0000, O000000 “mental life”, “mind”, (0) OOO00OO000OO0OODOOOOO0ODOOO
gopopoooooooooogdoobooooogogoo, Uobobogooogo, g, booo
goboooooooooo, oboooboooooo

How she hated words, always coming between her and life! They did the ravishing, if anything did:
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ready-made words and phrases sucking all the life-sap out of living things. ... She wanted to be clear
of him, and especially of his consciousness, his words, his obsession with himself — his endless

treadmill obsession with himself and his own words. (p. 93, italics mine)

ooooooooooooboo, booooooooobooOoooooooboooooooo, oo
0000000000000 0D00DO0DO00O00000O00bO0ObO0OO0ODODg (Civilised society
isinsane)] 0000000000000 0O0O0O0OO00OODO0DO0OODODOOOOOODOO
ooodoo, booo0oUoooDoooO0O0OooO, booogoooooo, DOooooooo 97)
go0ooooooooOoopoOoOoboooogbo, ogoooooo

goo0oo0o000o0oDO0bO0oO0o0o0ooU0Oo0o0DOobo0oooDOooOooOooDg (Mrs Bolton)
gooooooooooboooboo, boooooboOoOooo0oUgbooo, boooobooao
OO0O0DO0O00OOOO(senseofpower) D0 ODODDODOODOOO0OOODOOOOODODOOO (Gerald
Crich) DO0OD0OOO0O0O, 0300000000 0O0O0O0O0OOO0OOOOOOODOOOODO
00ioooooo,o000ooD, 0000000000000 o0oDooooooooDooooon

goooooo00ooooooO00UooooOD0 00000 Do obog, Uooooood
O00000000000D00 (the achievements of the mind of man, that beats a horse) 0O O O
oooooo0ooo, Dbod0obOo0oO00oooOoOooo0o0oooUUboooUobooooooodg
DJIZIEDDDDD

Clifford steered the middle course, ... But Connie, walking behind, had watched the wheels jolt over the
wood-ruff and the bugle, and squash the little yellow cups of creeping-jenny. Now they made a wake
through the forget-me-nots. ...

“We’ll try. Nothing venture, nothing win!”

And the chair began to advance slowly, jolting down the beautiful broad riding washed over with
blue encroaching hyacinths. Oh last of all ships, through the hyacinthine shallows! oh pinnace on the
last wild waters, sailing in the last voyage of our civilisation! Whither, oh weird wheeled ship, your

slow course steering—!! (pp. 184-85)

goboooobobooboob, oobooobooboobbuoobboboboobbooboo
gogboobobooboobbooboobbooboobbooboobobo

Constance sat on the bank and looked at the wrecked and trampled bluebells. “Nothing quite so love
as an English spring.” “I can do my share of ruling.” “What we need to take up now is whips, not
swords.” “The ruling classes!” ... The keeper lay on his stomach again. The ruling classes and the

serving classes! (p. 189)
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gboooooooobooooboobobobobobobobobooooooooon, “your nasty,
sterile want of common sympathy is in the worst taste imaginable. Noblesse oblige! You and your ruling
class!” (193) OO OOODODO

oooooooooooobo, obobooooooOoooDoOooooO0UOoDboOooboooOoooon
OO0, 000000000000 OCOoooO0ooooDo, Ooooooog “perversity” OO
O000ooooooooon

Clifford became like a child with Mrs Bolton. He would hold her hand 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. And he lay with a queer, blank face like a child, with a bit of the
wonderment of a child. And he would gaze on her with wide, childish eyes, in a relaxation of Madonna-
worship. It was sheer relaxation on his part, letting go all his manhood, and sinking back to a childish
position that was really perverse. And then he would put his hand into her bosom and feel her breasts,
and kiss them in exaltation, the exaltation of perversity, of being a child when he was a man.

Mrs Bolton was both thrilled and ashamed, she both loved it and hated it. Yet she never rebuffed or
rebuked him. And they drew into a closer physical intimacy, an intimacy of perversity, when he was
a child stricken with an apparent candour and an apparent wonderment, that looked almost like a
religious exaltation: the perverse and literal rendering of: “except ye become again as a little child.”
—While she was the Magna Mater, full of power and potency, having the great blond child-man under

her will and her stroke entirely. (O . 291, italics mine)

000, 0000000000000 00000000000, O0000000000000
goooooobobooooobbo pbooobboooob, bbooobboooon, oo
oo goooooboobooobobooobobo, boboobobobDoobobOoboooo
goo, ooboooboobobobooooboo poobobobobobooboobooogo

000000000000 0ObOoOOo0O (bitch-goddess)l OO OO0, DODOOOOOOOO
000o0oo0oooooooooooo0oooDooooooD, D000, 0DOD0000o00o0oo
goo, OO0, 00000, bobobooooooDooobDOoboDoboooOooDOoog “Talk, talk,
talk!” 000, O00O00O000O0O0O0 (Tommy Dukes) OO0OO0OO00OO0OOOOOO, ODOODOO
gooooooooooooooOooogoUoo oo, bobogooogooboggoboogoo, o
goooooo, ooogoooooooOoooooooo0goooooo0 (oo obooog,
OoooooooDoo

00000000000 DO0OO0D0O0D00 (drawing-room theories) OO0, OO0 OO OO “mental
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friction” “a spitefulness of the mind” 0 0 O 0O (sterility) OO0 O OO0O00O0 000 OO0OOODOOO
0000000000000 0DO0O0DOO00O0OO00DOO DOODOOO0D0 (modern love) OO OO
gooooooooooocgooooboooooooobooooooobogoogopoo, ™o
ooooooooooobOoOoOoooOoOooooOooDoo, ooboooboooboooooooo
ooooooooOoobooOooOobooboOobooooOoooooOoOooooobooooooboono ..oo
0000O00O0000ooooooDOon (33-34)

000, 000000 0000000 (thetie) DODOO0O, DO, 000OO0O0OOOOOOOO
ogooooOooooooooO0, bogooopOdUoDoU0ooDoOoU0ooDogooooooo,
ggooooOooooobogoOooogoooogooboogoooUogoooo ...oogoo, d
000 (mental life) OOOO0OOODOOOO (spite), OOOOOODODOODOOOODODOODODOO
O, 00000o0Oo0o0oDboD ) oogooocooooooobo, oooboo, oo, ooood
gooboogno, “No, there’s something wrong with the mental life, radically.” O OO0 0D OO OO0 O
ooooooooooobooOo, boobboooooooo

“I wasn’t talking about knowledge — 1 was talking about mental life,” laughed Dukes. “Real
knowledge comes out of the whole corpus of the consciousness, out of your belly and your penis as
much as out of your brain or mind. The mind can only analyse and rationalise. — Set the mind and the
reason to cock it over the rest, and all they can do is to criticise and make a deadness. ... While you /ive
your life, you are in some way an organic whole with all life. But once you start the mental life, you
pluck the apple. You’ve severed the connection between the apple and the tree: the organic connection.
And if you’ve got nothing in your life but the mental life, then you yourself are a plucked apple, you
’ve fallen off the tree. And then it is a logical necessity to be spiteful, just as it’s a natural necessity for

a plucked apple to go bad.” (p. 37)

“ ... Fellows with swaying waists fucking little jazz girls with small boy buttocks like two collar-
studs? Do you mean that sot of love? Or the joint-property, make-a-success-of-it, my-wife sort of love?
No my fine fellow, I don’t believe in it at all!”

“But you do believe in something.”

“Me! Oh, intellectually, I believe in having a good heart, a chirpy penis, a lively intelligence, and the

courage to say shit! in front of a lady.” ... (p. 39)

ooooooooo, 00000000000 0000 (“I'm only a mental-lifer”) OO 0OOO
oooooooooooobooooboo, obobooob0 pboooboooo, cooboo oo, bobod
Oooooo, oboooogo e, 00000 (pooo) boooooooooooooo, O
oooooooooooooooooooooo (pooooo) ooooooooooooo,
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goboobooboboob iobhooooooboob, ooboobbooboo

“Our old show will come flop: our civilisation is going to fall. It’s going down the bottomless pit,
down the chasm. And believe me, the only bridge across the chasm will be the phallus!” ...

“There might even be real men, in the next phrase,” ...“Real intelligent wholesome men, and whole-
some nice women! wouldn’t that be a change? An enormous change from us!/ ... We’re only cerebrat-
ing make-shifts, mechanical and intellectual experiments.—There may even come a civilisation of
genuine men and women, instead of our little lot of clever-jacks all at the intelligence-age of seven. ...”...

“Give me the resurrection of the body!” said Dukes. “But it’ll come, in time—when we’ve shoved
the cerebral stone away a bit, the money and the rest. Then we’ll get a democracy of touch, instead of
a democracy of pocket.”

Something echoed inside Connie. “Give me the resurrection of the body! the democracy of touch!”

... Talk, talk, talk! What hell it was, the continual rattle of it! (pp. 75-76)

0000000000000 0oodooUooDoUo0oU0ooDDoDU0ooDoOooOOoooOooDO
000 “substantial” “vital” “real” 0 0 0 O 0O (“touch” “contact” “connection” “communication”) O O
go0oO0OoOodoOooO00DbOOoO00oOo0U0DOO0U0bOOOoU0OOOUOU0DD DDbooobooo
OO0 boobooooo

tbooboboooboooobon

goboodobobooboooboobooobooboooboobL oboobbo, booboo
ggoobgoobob, bbboooogg DDDDDDDDDJD[[I[I (velveteens) OO0, OO0 OO
goooooooOooO0oOoooO, OoOo0oooO0o0oOooD, J00DoO00DoOO0O0ooooo (40) O
000000000000, 00000000 0o0o000o00 (Sherwood) ODOOOODOOOO
O (Robin Hood) O OO0 OO “substantial and vital” OO0, OO0 OO00O0O0OO, OO 00OO
gooooooooooboobobooooboobogo, boboboboboboooobooooo,
gooooooboooboooo

A man with a gun strode swiftly, softly 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, he seemed to emerge with such a swift menace. That was how she had seen him,

like a sudden rush of a threat out of nowhere. (p. 46)

goooboooobodo, D0ob0dboo00 “refuge” “sanctuary” U0 0000 OO0OO0OODO
(0ooo0o0o0oU0oO0oOO00O0DO0O0O0DOD DOO00O0O0O, O0DOO0DOO00DOOODOO
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ooooooooooooboooooooooooooobooooobooo, oo, 0o, o0ooOod
ooooooooooobooooboo, oboboooboo, obobooobooo, oooooooood
oooooooobooobooobooo, oooooooOoOOo0O0b0 OO0 oo4obO bocoooo

In the wood, all was utterly inert and motionless. Only great drops fell from the bare boughs, with
a hollow little crash. For the rest, among the old trees was depth within depth of grey hopeless inertia,
silence, nothingness.

Constance walked dimly on. From the old wood came an ancient melancholy, somehow soothing to
her, better than the harsh insentience of the outer world. She liked the inwardness of the remnant of
forest, the unspeaking reticence of the old trees. They seemed a very power of silence, and yet, a vital
presence. They too were waiting: obstinately, stoically waiting, and given a potency of silence. Perhaps
they were only waiting for the end; to be cut down, cleared away—the end of the forest; for them, the
end of all things. But perhaps their strong and aristocratic silence, the silence of strong trees, meant

something else. (p. 65)

tbooboobooobooooboooobooooocobooob, DbooboooOoooDobooo
OO0O0OO0O0OO0o00O0, 00000 0000 (nwardness)y OOOOOOOOD

goboooooboooooooo, booooOoooobOoOoOobOoOoOobooOoOo0o oo o oood
oobooooooo, obooobooOoobooooboooobootooooOoocO0OoobooOooobooboOo
ooo0oooooooooooooO0o0oO, oboooooooOoooooboooo0o, o000 (quick),
OO0 (utterlyalone)] OO OODOOOOOOOOODODOODOOOODOOODOD

Yet, in some curious way, it was a visionary experience: it had hit her in the middle of her body.
She saw the clumsy breeches slipping away over the pure, delicate white loins, the bones showing a
little, and the sense of aloneness, of a creature purely alone, overwhelmed her. Perfect, white solitary
nudity of a creature that lives alone, and inwardly alone. And beyond that, a certain beauty of a pure
creature. Not the stuff of beauty, not even the body of beauty, but a certain lambency, the warm flame
of a single life revealing itself in contours that one might touch: a body!

Connie had received the shock of vision in her womb, and she knew it. It lay inside her. But with

her mind, she was inclined to ridicule. (p. 66, italics mine)

o0od0O pobdobgdo, oot oooobgoob4oooo, otboooo DbOooOb0 pgoo ™
fooodobo0ooooOoOooooDoOoDoO0O0oOoOO00oDOU00obDOoO0gbOooOoboooOooon
0000, O0O00O0C0ODOO “solitary aloneness” DO OO0 O0D0OOOO0O0, DOODOOOO
Oo00odoboDoooodoo oo o0o0obDoOOodd “the stillness, and the timeless sort of
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patience, in a man impatient and passionate” J OO0 OO0 OO O00O0O0OOODOOO, DOODODOO
OO0 0000 (eonsciousness, mind) 00 O0O000O0O0OOCO0OO, 0000 ODOOOOOCOODO,
goooooooooOoOopooOoOoooOooboOoUoooooOooOooOUoOoDbboUgbDoo, oo
Oooooogooooo

ocooooooooboooboooooooo,

She took the little drab thing between her hands, and there it stood, on its impossible little stalks of
legs, its atom of balancing life trembling through its almost weightless feet into Connie’s hands. But
it lifted its handsome, clean-shaped little head boldly, and looked sharply round, and gave a little ‘peep!’

“So adorable! So cheeky!” 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 on to her wrist. ...

He glanced apprehensively at her. Her face was averted, and she was crying blindly, in all the
anguish of her generation’s forlornness. His heart melted suddenly, like a drop of fire, and he put out

his hand and laid his fingers on her knee. (p. 115)

ooboboo0o opoboooobooooboooboo0oOobooOo0o0 pObooobobooooboooOoooo
oo0o0000O0o0ooooO0O, O0ooooooo (goooooooooboD oDoooooooooDo
ooobooooboooooobooooooo, jbocoobocoooooooono

He had a sense of foreboding. No sense of wrong or sin: he was troubled by no conscience in that
respect. He knew that conscience was chiefly fear of society: or fear of oneself. He was not afraid of
himself. But he was quite consciously afraid of society, which he knew by instinct to be a malevolent,
partly-insane beast. ...

Driven by desire, and by dread of the malevolent Thing outside, he made his round in the wood, slowly,
softly. He loved darkness and folded himself into it. It fitted the turgidity of his desire which, in spite
of all, was like a riches: the stirring restlessness of his penis, the stirring fire in his loins! Oh, if only
there were other men to be with, to fight that sparkling-electric Thing outside there, to preserve the
tenderness of life, the tenderness of women, and the natural riches of desire. 1f only there were men to
fight side by side with! But the men were all outside there, glorying in the Thing, triumphing or being

trodden down in the rush of mechanised greed or of greedy mechanism. (p. 120, italics mine)

oobooobooooo, oboboobooooooobOboOoOOoOobOOobObOoOoboOoOnb oo
oodooooobobooocoooooooooobooobOooooooooond “he was a

passionate man, wholesome and passionate. But perhaps he wasn’t quite individual enough: he might be the
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same with any woman as he had been with her. It wasn’t really personal. She was only really a female to
him” (121) 00O 00 0O0OOO0OO0ODOOOCO0DOO0O0OO0OO0 “the person she was” (=0 00O
000000000y ooooogggd, “the female” 0 “her womb” 000000000

goooooooo, looooooUd, DODoo0oU0U0O0, DoboooUooooo ooooo
OO0, oopooo0, DOoOoOoOoQ0o0D 000 Do OoOoO0ooDoO, DOooooooooooooo
00000 0oo0obO ooob(Thing)D, OO0OODOODO, OODOO0ODOOOOO0ODO, IobOooo
oot o, oooooooooooboboobbobobobooooooo

o000, 00D0oooooooooog (fuking) ODO0OO0O, O0DO0O0OOOODOOOO
0 000000 ooogdo, 00 (phallus) OOO0O0OODODOOOOOOOOO

She quivered again at the potent inexorable entry inside her, so strange and terrible. It might come
with the thrust of a sword in her softly-opened body, and that would be death. ... But it came with a
strange slow thrust of peace, the dark thrust of peace and a ponderous, primordial tenderness, such as
made the world in the beginning. And her terror subsided in her breast, the breast dared to be gone in
peace, she held nothing. She dared to let go everything, all herself, and be gone in the flood.
(pp. 173-74)

oooo, oo, DODoOoCO0oUUU00ODOD, DO0D0ODDOOOOUOUOODODoDODOOOo
000 jopooooQopooooooUog, IDoboooooooooooo oo, oo, OO
OO0, DO0OO00OO0O0O DODDoOoODOO0 (the quick ofall her plasm) OO OO0, 0I0DO0OOOO,
goood, ooooooo, ooo, booobobobooboooooao

goodd i oo oobbboboobobboobi0 b0 oooooo
(Paul) DO ODOOOOOOO “protoplasm” O, OO O (John Middleton Murry) O O 0 OO 000
goodddu, oo oboboboobobbbbobobboobd iU, oo o
00000000 o0 0oo00UoooOUU0DoOoOU0U00 000 bboooo —ooo
o000 —0 000, lboooooooo ... oooooooooooo, ooooooo
0000, 00000000 00000000000000°0, 000000 (tenderness) 00O 0O
000000 o000 o000 ooooooooooooo ooooooo
oo obob tbobbboobobboobbdoddddoooonoooo
gooooboooobboobooobbooooboo bbb, bbb o,
gooobobboodbbh iooobboooubbboo, bboooobboooobboo
oooooooo

And now she fouched him, and it was the sons of god with the daughters of men. How beautiful he

felt, how pure in tissue! How lovely, how lovely, strong, and yet pure and delicate, such stillness of
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sensitive body!  Such utter stillness of potency and delicate flesh! How beautiful, how beautiful. ...

The roots, root of all that is lovely, the primeval root of all full beauty. (pp. 174-75, italics mine)
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Her whole self quivered unconscious and alive, like plasm. She could not know what it was. She could
not remember what it had been. ... And afterwards she utterly sti/l, utterly unknowing, she was not aware
for how long. And he was still with her, in an unfathomable silence along with her. And of this they

would never speak. (p. 175, italics mine)
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“... Living is moving, and moving on. My life won’t go down the proper gutters, it just won’t. So
I’'m a bit of a waste trickle by myself. And I’ve no business to take a woman into my life, unless my
life does something and gets somewhere, inwardly at least, to keep us both fresh. 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 concubine.” ...
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“The money is yours, the position is yours, the decisions will lie with you. I’'m not just my lady’s
fucker, after all.” ...

“... It’s a question of awareness, as Buddha said. But even he fought shy of the bodily awareness, and
that natural physical tenderness, which is the best, even between men; in a proper manly way. Makes
’em really manly, not so monkish. Ay! it’s tenderness, really; it’s really cunt-awareness. Sex is really
only touch, the closest of all touch. And it’s touch we’re afraid of. We’re only half-conscious, and half
alive. We’ve got to come alive and aware. Especially the English have got to get into touch with one

another, a bit delicate and a bit tender. It’s our crying need —" (pp. 276-77, italics mine)
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“‘Thank God she’s a tender, aware woman.” And as his seed sprang in her, his soul sprang towards her too,
in the creative act that is far more than procreative.” (279) 00000000 O0OO0OOOODOOOO
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I believe in the phallic consciousness, as against the irritable cerebral consciousness we’re afflicted

with: and anybody who calls my novel a dirty sexual novel is a liar. It’s not even sexual novel, it’s
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phallic. Sex is a thing that exists in the head, its reactions are cerebral, and its processes mental.

Whereas the phallic reality is warm and spontaneous and — basta! you’ve had enough.” (italics mine)
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