Ty 7oy ¥y 6 MBIRE] ~

# Lk B X

D. H. v v 208 2B ORI [MBI0E] (The Trespasser) i, T4 > 7Y
v DKREMRAH] (The Cambridge Edition of The Letters and Works of D. H. Law-
vence) (LITF F24] EFPE) 1%L LT 1981 SEic LSt $HETH 2= Y
PR ¢« w27 4 — 1 (Elizabeth Mansfield) i3, fioZok iz, = o/
MOBIMIBREERBE2ANL, WRCE2RBL 20RAS2 AR LT IFET LAY,
7TEAPEHERELET, BEER (RERIohe MSII LipR) & 4 58, %E
TOYEA L OMORMER B> THM L 720 & 508k o 4 (“Appendix 4”)
ELT, 2OMNBRITHKTTT B T sV« v #) (The Saga of Siegmund) (MS 1
CHNET2) H5H 12 EERIR L, PR3 T8 L5HE, 2z d-T MEL
) BALORBE2EMB LU EEZ2 2038, L LEER, To4] oo
ER - @RMROBE LER, rESouraBEy TEMRR t+E¥avoTs
Bo REEOHKITET 3 T2 Lo TToaBUNMOD & osillh /e E i I3
Thod, RMLAHO 7 % X P 22 TIETHIE, 2% 40 % (BREILSB LR
@, Hxo{ @it 2FLULoSBICER EE55TH 3,

FE, AY T =T KRFN— 2 L — 4 (University of California, Berkeley) it
Feora>y-vx] (IF Ty 7] LFEED) & FEIRHE] 0 HEEHO % U L
Twa, UFzhit ko T, MEOHOBEMERII—EZ2META 3,

T+ 7] BEfgig, BiiA»s 12 HETERCTWS, 25 ELIFE 34EHIZE2 10 §
FRWE L8, BHIFEIFTRE T, MOMBELRT MBILE] TiRA s
N7zt Bbizd, vy Fy7l 2ETR A5, AL 77— (Boots) #h34
D 21 FTOEMOD 2 FMIH LCEREZ RO BT, WHOEK S 2ITHSRBIRIC
BBo THOLHEIFE, ¥ 4> POFHEPELE~ L+ (Helena) o HF DKL
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FEMT 2, VERBAOEDORE S OB & S VYBF e~ T2, TRELD
A4 —4 (Louisa) & 4EFVH.o— > (Byrne) 33, HEAZEOFEBICEREE 5 &
RAGPETH Y, oL, ~L> e« a—2 (Helen Corke), 774 =2 + x Ay
v (Agnes Mason), w L2 HE*D CAREFROBBRIIEMEB TV 20,

Fv 1 izid “The two had been intimate friends for years, had slept together,
and played together and lived together! Now the friendship was coming to an
end” (T&%1 R, p. 45, I 1—3) @3 AnLfEo L ©7 ~ BRIk L £
OREZWRT HXEII AR HEVEN - BB RORIE- TWDEL, v
7/ DEFE Aoty ey FOFERIIMET 2 —Hiod L, 7276 ic “I do wish,
1 had Siegmund's violin” (F# #J] p. 17) &\~3 ~ L+ O BF 2% { . [EIH]
T, ZOMIC2HRVITHARAXENBASIN B, 203501447k & i,
Ty 7] oBEFT, >27ar FORHICET 22O B 2 XEizH- T
%o

BRI, AHLLTIy 7] 2BBLAZTLESTH S, v 7 & v VO,
BOTRLrers4 4 ) > ORI, BSCEERT SR E, WIS DK OBHK
DELE, AxDREICH T IHCELREDYTRLED L, —BLT, 2V =Y
b= OAEEKRBICHEEZ EADIELE D, BRI EE TR A
A5, ~LF e U4 B THTERROMIF S o 2R aAOMBco CHEs TR
Thd, [¥7] orrar PABoRMEAEo0R 24 11TH, (RILF] K
MTI 23 H161TH) TH Y, B3 S 2SN 0BBKBA TV 2D 28O T
~LFOKECHN L3l ~v T LARRBUOT R ZOBFEIL NI F ) v 7
“a basket-chair” ([{2IB#] ¢ “a wicker chair”) E BE KB L T\ 328
Fv ] OFEANRZZ DD bHEEIZ #3ds o 72 “the small portrait” # Rz, K¥#E L7z
10 B4y & 1%, “It was very dark, but he suddenly flooded with joy as he looked
at the shadowy portrait. He turned, smiling” (F4 #°] p. 24) L w3 XEDDH LT
FoNTWREOFBRTSH %,

z o portrait (33> sy FEHEOERTH S 5, MRILHI © “As he turned,
he saw himself like a ghost cross the mirror. He looked back ; he peered at himself.”
(FERSJ pp. 27-28, [448] p. 51, 1L 33-34) &\~3 XEICHIE T 5 L Bbh B,
TERE) TR, ZOXEOHTH LIUTO—HissfRsh T, =V y—F &

— & » I (Edward Garnett) iz X YHIER S 11720
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“I am young,” he said to himself. “I am young, and handsome: I look mis-
erable just now, fool that I am. It is not as if I were old, and ugly. Helena
says I am beautiful. When her fingers go over my features, I feel I am. I
am beautiful to love——why must I not——and why shouldn’t I be loved—
—why shouldn’t somebody be glad of the dark blue of my eyes, and the
curve of my mouth——" (FERED p. 28, 1. 7-15)

BEHE, WELBEROE A LWBIERbRVY 7 A v VO AR SHE S
MRS LEIZONED, VTR L, (¥ 7] OMBBEET > 740
MRE L7 F2id, FRILE] o CAY, Eo—fiod &, “He rose, looked
at the children, frowned, and went to his own small room. He was glad to be
shut alone in the little cubicle of darkness.” (p. 51, 1. 38-39) L {#EEZ N 2 D &
HIBATH 50 = ThHoRAE, MRILH] H 2 HTH@E»ITRRS 0 2 EAL O RE
DELMES LRRAKBRIR R T 2 BE LGRS G, Tyr] TREDPAFS
Namo 2 BBT A0 TH B, 5T E FERB] 35 Hizid, “He (could feel) (set
his teeth at) the jarring touch of Beatrice’s dirty serge skirt which met his hands
as he felt his way along the bedrail”® Ly~3 & A4 2 1, “Poor Gwen, he was
really very fond of her, but she, like the others had began to treat him with
insolent childish {superiority) (rebuke). He felt very tired, very tired of everything.”
EVIXEIRLZD, BVl 0BT 2L T2EFH 2B, YRITIRELER
BiBATW AT UE T 573, “Poor Gwen” L g3, TRILHE] o ek
FORDUKERTHS, ALz bit, BHRZHIRORFICHEDZERT MY
ZZBILTRE A2, T 7] o7ty =iE, B2zol, 82EOHLOZZ LT
Lo TRY LEERICH 2 5, TRILFD T, 4%z “T am nothing. I am nothing.”
(p- 54, 1L 15-16) Lpp et b =%, RE~NLy2EEZBUTEITD ¢ 2285 L
T “God strike her dead” (p. 54, 1. 24) LmgsHicflASEI 2012320 TH 3,

Ll sZary FPOREIZBED2 ZoEEBIL, 7o Pe~rr 5] Tl
CDFEHE P —2 ) » 7 (Sieglinde) LI 2) DOBMRIZ 35 1T 5 WERS o 4% iz B
AR E LTERETE R, BIFRELEC, ALV L P EO Y — < = (Yar-
mouth) T ABEWT 5 F T, AWML EED - T HERILITIER UGAE 0L
5o BlgZAEE, TAMEORICT -7 B iItH bR S,
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As they climbed the path the mist grew thinner, till it was only a grey
haze at the top. There they were on the turfy lip of the land. The sky was
fairly clear overhead. Below them the sea was singing hoarsely to itself.

Helena drew him to the edge of the cliff. He crushed her hand, drawing
slightly back. But it pleased her to feel the grip on her hand becoming un-
bearable. They stood right on the edge, to see the smooth cliff slope into the
mist, under which the sea stirred noisily.

“Shall we walk over, then?” said Siegmund, glancing downwards. Helena's
heart stood still a moment at the idea, then beat heavily. How could he play
with the idea of death, and the five great days in front! She was afraid of
him just then.

“Come away, dear,” she pleaded.

(p. 72, 1l. 7-16)

Lo Ty 7] Tk L 3 icEHEHINL TV S,

They walked on in silence till they came to the top of the path. There they
were on the turfy lip of the land. Below them the white sea was singing
hoarsely to itself the eternal lullaby which hushes us into death. Sieglinde
drew him to the edge of the cliff. He crushed her hand, drawing slightly back.
But it pleased her to feel his grip on her hand becoming unbearable. They
stood on the edge of the land and watched the white, chalk slope vanish
smoothly into the mist towards the sea below them.

“Shall we go down here and end our troubles?” said (Sieglinde) (Sieg-
mund). There was, however, no sincerity in ¢her) (his) suggestion. It was ab-
surd, in face of those illimitable five days. Yet (she) (he) could not refrain
from (playing dangerously with death. It happened to her a fitting and beau-
tiful that they should paw from the sea’s edge into the great dark-lands,
taking for their last consciousness the tighter clasp of each other’s arms.)
(this echo of his yesterdays. Sieglinde put her arm round him shelteringly.
Her grief for him was very great, but she was stronger than grief or him : she

would comfort and restore him; that was his feeling.)
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“Come away, dear,” pleaded (Siegmund) (Sieglinde).
(F+ 71 p. 52, 1. 2-20)

2F Y [Ty #) werraid, BOS—2) »FIE»OHRUEY 2F-0FER
Min&¥, >7ay Pl Tha s, Wik z omE z Angz, IR
BE] TIRALAHEENTDTH B, BHAEESTRER»LAMERLOTR
2, Ty #77) BELTO G2, B2 5L 2BRERELLEZOTH B, ©

Buted on e oo — 728 LT L0, TRIEHE] o~ 7R TBRLK]
LLTHEREAT, 3, BHatBREATEE2E G- LTksrs, BEOBHORKI
FHUTRIBL AV, BvidtLAoh BT o4t Td 5, HLixER HT
BHEOEARSIBCERL, HOoBS R0l sk v ) BRCRA
Thh, EHOAMIVIBOBREEALLDIZREETD 5,

With her, the dream was always more than the actuality. Her dream of
Siegmund was more to her than Siegmund himself. He might be less than her
dream—which is as it may be. However, to the real man she was very cru-

el.

(p. 64, 1l. 24-27)

MRIEEL B 43id, Zo/PROBWHALIZIBAXESBN L, £ v 3 HR
L Fd, b2 —FoRE ChndbThh, 7/ Fr LTBoS2#IY
ZREDOHRET, BOTIHOBR THNCRIEFEIT LI L 20 L T 3808k
WV, MRIZB ZOBEFNE, crar FOanbH, F230B~1L 3 ThifhiEhs
BVDTH 5,

5 Pyr7] o2—29 7k, AB2BBLASLIMENELETHY, REC
LCHE s 2 ot L ifkicfiin s L &, o 7o > Fid, HRZEEOREH LB S
A THEORIICSS 2%, V4 MBI, 723 Ao oRlisni—RiEL
LTRENZ, ZOBIMOE N2 sy FAFELEFS LLBRHMAS, ZA0E
BBE D S0 TIEBORENT LS, 2hEEBTIORLTV-2Y »FTH
Bo 02D, V- F—DRBI Ty L% o— L] OHET, -2 »F@BLE
=y av b, BEAEOAES B L THoMF IR s DL, T2
Ay F ey H] OEARD, RHTRIFEORELTHKIZELDLLET, —ROEY
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BAEVELZRENLETE0THY, FOBKEORIFLEL, LboB2ZTADRTH
DEL LI, ZOPMEOFEEF CEHOREREE 2TV 20TH 2, BEH1
1D TEVFL#] (The White Peacock) Ofa L3Ry, HHROBRIL LAE
BREBATIRCSA, Wizt 0OMMEFHARA, BALZLOBRO ) 79 7 4+ 28
MR BDTH B,

Mo EBEOEHT, BT O 2R 4+ 3 x¥ 8, “the white sea was singing
hoarsely to itself the eternal lullaby which hushes us into death.” ¢ # 2 o i3,
Z3 23— »FaFEIIRE, BEHLE LIEBROHREHETH 2, T
DA T12ILF#] T “the sea was singing hoarsely to itself” & 2 itFKEH Iz L &,
0 L RRE OEWRERABIZERE L 722 £ 52877\, “They stood on
the edge of the land and watched the white, chalk slope vanish smoothly into the
mist towards the sea below them.” t\~3 B3 FAMKIZ L THIRBTH 2, [
DkH o TECAKREOE Y #3582 L3 BBz, 48 TRBIBAT 5, ML
H] DZABTFATC B HIUCE, ZORBUBLIOB I HFBALA DS BV,
“They stood right on the edge, to see the smooth cliff slope into the mist, under
which the sea strirred noisily,” L%H 3t, “AOBL2EL 3 328 H KB
BRRA S ZERT 2D TH B,

FARLT, MBIRHF] BEL LA THARMEEZHS L, IRskdET 2034
LIFZRED v L L T¥ 4] offikil, ZAOTAOKRLAE+HE - THERT
LAV DTHD, P —27 Y 7 tenderness 2L, APzl A
THOL T, WHOBHLBIIVEATING, B2 FEHLR, Blos®E L O0HE
REBELECSD, A FORBIZIRENTS 2, Tl AD (325K
WMD) B DB E STV, ZOBRIOREEZDCE 2008 EFERIZA -
o7& 2 b oECE, Ty ] & TRIEE] ofoso/22 LB E M L 0 3
FRIZHEE > T B,

Taking the book, she went across and stood by his chair, laying her hand
round his neck, and drawing his head against her skirt. Her action was sor-
rowful and plaintive. Checking the intense (fierce) energy of his (? ?)

(muscles), he put his arms round her and drew her down to him. As he
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felt her give herself yieldingly into his arms, and put her face down on his
shoulder in abandon (and despair), the ¢heavy) (dull) sword point that had
been bruising against his breast for so long pierced him with a fire of anguish,
so plainly keen was his joy. His tenderness woke like a soft flame, {and Sieglin-
de drank the soothing, swooning fire of his caresses.) (upon alcohol, lapping
Sieglinde in soothing, swooning caresses.)

(T+ 1 p. 67, 11. 2-14)

“Come,” he pleaded softly.

She turned, lifted her {two arms up) (hands) to him. The lace fell back,
{they were) (and her arms) bare to the shoulder, {and shining like two lovely,
soft bars of fire.) (her arms shone lovely and soft and bright.) [shone like
two long, soft flames.| He saw her breasts raised (by the movement) (towards
his position) [towards him j. Her face was bent between her arms as she looked
up at him (strangely) (afraid). Lit up by the firelight, in her white, clinging
dress, {as her faced (cowering) between her uplifted arms, she seemed to be
offering him herself to sacrifice.

In an instant he was kneeling, and she was lying on his shoulder, abandoned
to him. There was a good deal of sorrow in his joy.

(T&fs) p. 72, 1. 7-16)

“Come,” he pleaded softly.

She turned, lifted her hands to him. The lace fell back, and her arms, bare
to the shoulder, shone rosily. He saw her breasts raised towards him. Her
face was bent between her arms as she looked up at him afraid. Lit up by
the firelight, in her white, clinging dress, cowering between her uplifted arms,
she seemed to be offering him herself to sacrifice.

In an instant he was kneeling, and she was lying on his shoulder, abandoned
to him. There was a good deal of sorrow in his joy.

(T&sd B p. 69, 1. 9-16)

Bonzaz i, Tv#) o5 MELE] oBE, gfs, BrRsiconT, =
AOFFBIIRE 2 3 28T, HyF L, Tel~L 5235, BLHTHIZAD, >
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oy FEDEYBBLABENREEVIEZ S LT 28T % (“She tried to wash
herself with the white and blue morning, to clear away the soiling of the last
night’s passion.” (p. 76, 1. 10-11)),

BEo2Cdal, I¥v7] K3 LoXEEBALZ VL, Y—2 YV > FlE~LF Dk
ST T A BRTIIEY, HCHERLABICR L 2 oh 2ok, LA
“Sieglinde’s chief charm” LIREZFiF TV 20 5BEIBES>, L33 H L&
i3, TRILE] TRABRZAZROXFELHE DTS 2,

But Sieglinde now was not like the sea. She was waiting for Siegmund, and
her expectancy gave the perfect zest to the reviving hour.

(T 7] p. 83, 1. 6-8)

DFO My #) 02—y 7, EEHRRLAMRTOEDELRED LS L
Y, LI TITALOBRICEwERLZ S &3 5,

oz b, ZAOZEHOR Y OB L ICH NS TMRILH] 05 ENRN B4
fICHRT 202F2 5 LCHEHBTH S, F8HILHNS 3 HHOWOBHEASZNT
» 5

At seven o'clock in the morning Helena lay in the deliciously cool water,
while small waves ran up the beach full and clear and foamless, continuing
perfectly in their flicker the rhythm of the night’s passion. Nothing, she felt,
had ever been so delightful as this cool water running over her. She lay and
locked out on the shining sea. All, it seemed, was made of sunshine more or
less soiled. The cliffs rose out of the shining waves like clouds of strong, fine
texture ; and rocks along the shore were the dapplings of a bright dawn. The
coarseness was fused out of the world, so that sunlight showed in the veins
of the morning cliffs and the rocks. Yea, everything ran with sunshine, as
we are full of blood, and plants are tissued from green-gold, glistening sap.
Substance and solidity were shadows that the morning cast round itself to
make itself tangible: as she herself was a shadow cast by that fragment of
sunshine, her soul, over its inefficiency.

(p. 87, 1L 13-26)

BECEMLELEHEE 2T Z0—Hid, L xOBEOERABLRE SR
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Ky Bl Tar s, HRAOEx OFEYIL, % ORI OMIEEIT D 2200b 57,
ZRRL2ALBEOMe DM TH S, Lo—FiTEF L, BHRYER, ERTREL,
Bz, BOBS LA OTLARV, SEIFEOLIZ, v Ly X FDOEAE "Life”
LRELr Yissue” LBV ZICE B0, LB THNR, =L rxR0BBic—E
TB3DICED L, RSB, MARFIR2D3FELLTRDOEVIO
2, BEHNORH T IRELFEDREATHLLVIEZLATH %,

~LFA, FEREOI3ARBIZHZLE, ey VRO EDBIOHHTCWT, [
BhzlzRBoTwa,

Siegmund had found a white cave welling with green water brilliant and
full of life as mounting sap. The white rock glimmered through the water,
and soon Siegmund shimmered also in the living green of the sea, like pale
flowers trembling upward.

“The water,” said Siegmund, “is as full of life as I am,” and he pressed
forward his breast against it. He swam very well that morning; he had more
wilful life than the sea, so he mastered it laughingly with his arms, feeling a
delight in his triumph over the waves. Venturing recklessly in his new pride,
he swam round the corner of the rock, through an archway, lofty and spa-
cious, into a passage where the water ran like a flood of green light over the
skin-white bottom. Suddenly he emerged in the brilliant daylight of the next
tiny scoop of a day.

There he arrived like a pioneer, for the bay was inaccessible from the land.
He waded out of the green, cold water on to sand that was pure as the shou-
lders of Helena, out of the shadow of the archway, into the sunlight, on to
the glistening petal of this blossom of a sea-bay.

(p. 88, I 6-21)

~LFA, BRLBEXELIDELTRAZEL, 7o ik, AHEERAE
A—4 2, D 4michbrd, ol BB LS 5 Rhi3, “a great body” o
Y3 THY, zhiE~LvF BT iz # 25, 29, HRELTHO TXF
FWOBRED—EBREHK 72D THD, 21®W 2T “a pioneer” TH 3 &L d KU
DTH %,
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L UATIR Z 0 & 3 A A TS T AN 2D b BIBL~LF 2B+ 2
HOBEMCHE, EOCADOEHONBERRT 2RO L > AXEsnd 5,

That night she met his passion with love. It was not his passion she want-
ed, actually. But she desired that he should want Aer madly and that he
should have all—everything. It was a wonderful night to him. It restored in
him the full “will to live.” But she felt it destroyed her. Her soul seemed
blasted.

(p. 87, 1l. 8-12)

0 Liz “At seven oclock....” (5 —fiEE DTH BN, v /e F
DECRTHRTETI~NLFOZNTEBITE LT, BDALORKOZHBEZEAD L
e l, FRHEBRICE, TRTRCINBEADE 2~ LT, B L DBAVKICH
> THRSC LW HI LBEFHED BRVDITH %,

Forlicd-Tid, BAAZOBREIZRSE > Tz,

The climax came, when their hearts were nearly bursten; it passed slowly,
then their hearts sang the exquisite flickering fire music, sang and repeated
the pure calm beauty of joy, dimly, and more dimly, continuing down their

sleep.

(F+ #J1 p. 112, 1l. 15-20)

ZABHOBREL LD IEE, TO—HOHIT, B4 LtEROETVIIRION
Bo FHRMTLIRMLTWE EE 2742w, WIFhizc¥ L, TANEEREORK
EOHL» SR 1S THEI7RIC ) L —EcEbisn s, BHRE AR
BBt RABDE, ZOFDITLLEZERVEIDORBEDTH b,

BRET, (7 + 5 L-RADEA] TRASNEFUFELNEORNZ 22/
NBEVIRT, Y 7] obofHEERCET 2, BENRCCEAR, [HLVA
Frt] (Sons and Lovers) oFEI%# T o2 T — v o = v )] (Paul Movel)
BEESN LN, o TERBRICES 79—+ v 4 —2 Y — (Frieda Week-
ley) & o@E o2 248, 240 L i3z d 3 BLoMoi o omia s,
ZERR L > THREL L 2 H L VR OMERLHEEERO AL ZER L T, T2
BHE] E, zOBEEEW-HLTVWBIDTH 3,
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I would like to thank Laurence Pollinger Limited for permission to quote
from The Saga of Siegmund and The Trespasser. I am also grateful to The
Bancroft Library, University of California, Berkeley, for granting permission
to quote from the autograph manuscripts of the above mentioned works by

D. H. Lawrence.
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