D.H. LAWRENCE

THE LOVELY LADY

Edited with Notes
by
Chazo Yokota

SANSHUSHA



S DR

David Herbert Lawrence (1885~1930) % Nottinghamshire ¢> East-
wood fiCEE e, RBULBIRTH - Tonss dRibsim & o5,
HIEROIOKRLEDEFBCHEILT, LoD RFOIFRCHIAFEL
fo. Lawrence {333 C Nottingham KECRBHREFRE T, %L
Trote. Ml The White Peacock (1911) WL Thbiy, &
EIRCAS Lo Wi s, [BEiOIFETHS Frieda L75EL, 191240
AFRIESTF A v ~dkhte. SRR E L € 1914481 Frieda L (5181
fds EREAY ATH DD, H—RKRHE F A Y DRAL D
FEbdbhicdbUic MEBREELT g—wy 5l 729
T EWCHIFE L TohS 1980481 Nice @ ¥1{ @ Vence o\ T, Z it
%f‘o fo.

Lawrence DE7cfEfcL _LED MAfED 13452, Sons and Lovers
(1918), The Rainbow (1915), Women in Love (1920), Aaron’s Rod
(1922), The Plumed Serpent (1926), Lady Chatierley’s Lover (1928)
BB sH. UEORRORMNG, 3 EhicEig, 55, =y 243
b5

Lawrence QL 50 R DIF 5. EHF/INHOBEL, BE/GLE
BEPDIRE SR ER I NS Z LIXE 5 b, GHoss
ik, WEEOWRE Dy AR BER RS, LrbBhaiiisc
Sk HIRE 52 5L O TR . FloAE LT —Homi
RHHEPDR - T B SO TH D, (ERI IYREL, To—ifsr, 2
¥ DIFBROEEE D o T IR Thr T L, SiETWHE XY
e hudieb v L, PiB0oHERE, OBy TrcEL 5082
2% OTIHRTHE B Lawrence OIEMHIL, DX 5 Mndetksn+
Sl LTCn B &b, e Lawrence DR, —F—00
EILTERWEEDERLRLTHBDTH- T 55T,
Lawrence OEARZBIIIERC O OB EELBIESS.

Lawrence PFIE5CH%7s Anthony West = L ji¥, Lawrence |
Balzac (1799~1850) O X 5 BB ELER TR, B CHR



4

LicZ &Tlnnd, 5 ELLBIFIERTH D, Lawrence OEJRDF
i BOIMT -l EOBBEH~ ARHERTTE, BH9HRELL0
R, BOPRUCIERBUIRDHILERELEE ST EFAEIL Y
LR E CGFHEL ThB. DF D, BRIEOMGTES O
FRIZTTHL T ERTET, BOOBET X » TEIRITIIE b7
e UL, EROBAE, BFOFRLLZ EXBRE Fhedh
BT That Lawrence O YT CHTHBEE &R T 5.

Lawrence o fBff/IiIcid, WML -EENHS. LT AR EL
HIOBERMEOBRTHSD. AL FROPCESRELh T, *
FUTEUWTFRITIL - T 5 &0y (R A, AN s
RIBEELT Eba b TnBIT X7 Lawrence o BERL T
RERLDOUL DLW EOFTEL, B OB ABO BiHos
BOMBETHS. o LN CRALERI DEE LD O TR
70 BIZIE TOTFAMEEIDLR T AEE L A— FED
> Monkey Nuts &2\~ 52 L ThD. Monkey Nuts wHITL %5 Joe
N4 Y ANEDEA T DD, BIEJEE Stokes fii L DEHRYREG
R EBODEN T B,

Lawrence % BUCHEDIER, WOMFHKLEL TRHZ LML &
WER, & Dl B AR EB 0RO, B LES i T
T UG IR IF BN B Y &L b 0Ol e S SRR
®EET L, Sk Lawrence (BRI T HTw o TLESREE
bhd. HOBEHENEMOL, DhicE~DBHO& L, Zold\
OFEFHT A BRAMEEOEREER TS L2 BER TS F U

AR &R, AR E AT R TDOAMO— I CH B RETH - T
A EHER L T TEC T 2 L AMERES L OThSD
& Lawrence [XE % oD TH%B. LichioC, Lawrence 11 rh
FOXREE, FELTHEL TWEOTEER-. I AROER e &
BABOBREYHE, BAHECENT aEcE L bR TWATRY
FEEE LDy LOME < DRBIH LT BREOHELY AT CWBDT
BhH. BOBREOBARIE BT HHEE T AE L, Aldous Huxley
(1894— ) @ Point Counter Point (1928) o HiC { 5 A4y Rampion
¥ Lawrence 20 b D& X T 5.



WIEFHEDOBEOIDK, &R XB/EMCili Tl iz

The Lovely Lady — & OIEROEET, SYRLT2HCH 5D 305
IBWIZ LR Z vy Mrs, Attenborough &, FOFf-C eyt
+CaH%5 Robert L OEFBURTHS. ZiUL Sons and Lovers ok
WTHBRINAEFHCLHD.

The Lovely Lady o> Henry b Cecilia 1% Sons and Lovers e
@ William & Miriam #2435, Cecilia 1352[5% Mrs. Attenborough
DETH BN SIEFKEDO—H &g - T b, Cecilia 1% Robertiz 1-2
EEWESD. UL, Robert (XZ oo TBDh, HEWIEHRDE
WHEIR LR BB H, Cecilia B ECHEEEL Q0B L&, §E
DHEDDERAD, MOZEXE->TWHOYHRKT D, DE b,
Mrs. Attenborough »3FICs - Cs 4D ROLOHRITO B g
HoT 5 TERDD ML TLHDOTHD. HBHEE, Robert @
4% Mrs. Attenborough o JCidin <, BUTHEA 2 ) 70K
ThhE, TOEBANE - CBD% Cecilia 238 { O TH 5.
Cecilia VX H O R HEO L ZARDIC, Henry /o b-$% L, Henry
AF|UIo X 5 Robert #H 1L T EMmARETS. Th
HEINCERAL, o VIRTS. £04), RICEiLE0E
BAL BEPHE 2L Bt b Mrs. Attenborough DT, 1k
PHELTCHB3D0D, TomhRoRTLESTS. LD X5
DA BT Robert {08 < b5, L Robert X1 ¢, Robert
& Cecilia 13, BRI, WEIFEETHERVL, 2 ASIETS X5
CEESeHET, BIRKKEALCLUES. B, 385 2 Ak iics]

EWTH L LT HERERT DN, Thr#ls T2 AR
LTLESEHERTD. b bAHA, Celia FHEDO Z &% HiH
Henry iwis b33% LicZ Lo~ Tik Robert @2 & & o Tur7nb.
Robert {ZHZEORIBICH D RE L& <ML BRI 2 BEICTERDS
& AT H%5 Robert i1 FHv F, Cecilia {2 10082y F&7%
L, ZODMEEIY, ‘Pauline Attenborough Museum® #E373 5 DT
YTHhBZ LR BDTHS.

Monkey Nuts— = OERICII BB 4 — FARR T 5. Lﬁﬂi),
TOEENITED ABO R &L HODWTND. HFEO Albert L, &



6

ED Joe L5 TADEANL, BROEWI D OEEE T DI,
PEIFHCIRE &b, BHBORTHS Stokes N FHIHRO L ZAH
w, FLERBICEA TR, TLB. Albert ik, BL+h T ik
LHETHZ I fBRE L 08, L DES T, R T o240
7r Joe WOHFRE SO X SIS, I LDTELh Iz L &2
B, Albert &K BEIIBTRTH - T ERINSHT A HE T
B, PR d & Joe i X 5 B, B T&GIOWERERTH
EaEse50%, Joe BB L TLES. Joe &iB\ kb Stokes
ik, Stokes HE&3ELRDHB Albert L\ oo BAK, AR EHE
it T B, Joe RO EHBEO R E DL ZOHEL HV-b
TIL L SFNEETTH. TUTHIS, H5H & &5 X1 Albert
2 Joe DRDIENNTIT»C L Toe 1k, SRIEBHEFERLTSHD
iRk B b0l TL R ERCT X LB
%. Joe ¥ Albert |2 B IN T THOMWBIAEVF VI TSH
SxRFOL RIS, TOBHW, BT T
S, PR LoER U T MERED |1 Lok, Jaid i
DETAR2EL I IsD. Joe RIS Tl Bici - ERLT
HDOTHA.

Todks, R HEHlc-C BLEEAZ¥ED Philip Williams 3%
s B LAE TER TR W BL RS ORI L.

IRFN494E 9 A
B oA # =



L » & 3
CONTENTS Ture LoveLy LApYy 9
MonKEY NuUTs 39

NoOTES 61



THE LOVELY LADY

AT seventy-two, Pauline Attenborough could still some-
times be mistaken, in the half-light, for thirty. She
really was a wonderfully preserved woman, of perfect
chic. Of course, it helps a great deal to have the right
frame. She would be an exquisite skeleton, and her skull
would be an exquisite skull, like that of some Etruscan
woman, with feminine charm still in the swerve of the
bone and the pretty naive teeth.

Mrs. Attenborough’s face was of the perfect oval, and
slightly flat type that wears best. There is no flesh to
sag. Her nose rode serenely, in its finely bridged curve.
Only her big grey eyes were a tiny bit prominent on the
surface of her face, and they gave her away most. The
bluish lids were heavy, as if they ached sometimes with
the strain of keeping the eyes beneath them arch and
bright; and at the corners of the eyes were fine little
wrinkles which would slacken with haggardness, then be
pulled up tense again, to that bright, gay look like a
Leonardo woman who really could laugh outright.

Her niece Cecilia was perhaps the only person in the
world who was aware of the invisible little wire which
connected Pauline’s eye-wrinkles with Pauline’s will-power.
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10 The Lovely Lady

Only Cecilia consciously watched the eyes go haggard and
old and tired, and remain so, for hours; until Robert came
home. Then ping!—the mysterious little wire that worked
between Pauline’s will and her face went taut, the weary,
haggard, prominent eyes suddenly began to gleam, the
eyelids arched, the queer curved eyebrows which floated
in such frail arches on Pauline’s forehead began to gather

‘a mocking significance, and you had the real lovely lady.

in all her charm.

She really had the secret of everlasting youth; that is
to say, she could don her youth again like an eagle. But
she was sparing of it. She was wise enough not to try
being young for too many people. Her son Robert, in the
evenings, and Sir Wilfred Knipe sometimes in the after-
noon to tea: then occasional visitors on Sunday, when
Robert was home: for these she was her lovely and
changeless self, that age could not wither, nor custom
stale: so bright and kindly and yet subtly mocking, like
Mona Lisa who knew a thing or two. But Pauline knew
more, so she needn’t be smug at all, she could laugh that
lovely mocking Bacchante laugh of hers, which was at the
same time never malicious, always good-naturedly tolerant,
both of virtues and vices. The former, of course, taking
much more tolerating. So she suggested, roguishly.

Only with her niece Cecilia she did not trouble to keep
up the glamour. Ciss was not very observant, anyhow:
and more than that, she was plain: more still, she was
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in love with Robert : and most of all, she was thirty,
and dependent on her Aunt Pauline. Oh, Cecilia! Why
make music for her!

Cecilia, called by her aunt and by her cousin Robert
just Ciss, like a cat spitting, was a big dark-complexioned
pug-faced young woman who very rarely spoke, and when
she did, couldn’t get it out. She was the daughter of a
poor Congregational minister who had been, while he lived,
brother to Ronald, Aunt Pauline’s husband. Ronald and
the Congregational minister were both well dead, and Aunt
Pauline had had charge of Ciss for the last five years.

They lived all together in a quite exquisite though rather
small Queen Anne house some twenty-five miles out of
town, secluded in a little dale, and surrounded by small
but very quaint and pleasant grounds. It was an ideal place
and an ideal life for Aunt Pauline, at the age of seventy-
two. When the kingfishers flashed up the little stream in
the garden, going under the alders, something still flashed
in her heart. She was that kind of woman.

Robert, who was two years older than Ciss, went every
day to town, to his chambers in one of the Inns. He was
a barrister, and, to his secret but very deep mortification,
he earned about a hundred pounds a year. He simply
couldn’t get above that figure, though it was rather easy
to get below it. Of course, it didn’t matter. Pauline had
money. But then what was Pauline’s was Pauline’s, and
though she could give almost lavishly, still, one was always
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12 The Lovely Lady

aware of having a lovely and wndeserved present made
to one: presents are so much nicer when they are
undeserved, Aunt Pauline would say.

Robert too was plain, and almost speechless. He was
medium-sized, rather broad and stout, though not fat.
Only his creamy, clean-shaven face was rather fat, and
sometimes suggestive of an Italian priest, in its silence
and its secrecy. But he had grey eyes like his mother,
but very shy and uneasy, not bold like hers. Perhaps
Ciss was the only person who fathomed his awful shyness
and malaise, his habitual feeling that he was in the wrong
place : almost like a soul that has got into the wrong body.
But he never did anything about it. He went up to his
chambers, and read law. It was, however, all the weird
old processes that interested him. He had, unknown to
everybody but his mother, a quite extraordinary collection
of old Mexican legal documents, reports of processes and
trials, pleas, accusations, the weird and awful mixture of
ecclesiastical law and common law in seventeenth-century
Mexico. He had started a study in this direction through
coming across a report of a trial of two English sailors,
for murder, in Mexico in 1620, and he had gone omn,
when the next document was an accusation against a
Don Miguel Estrada for seducing one of the nuns of
the Sacred Heart Convent in Oaxaca in 1680.

Pauline and her son Robert had wonderful evenings
with these old papers. The lovely lady knew a little
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Spanish. She even looked a trifle Spanish herself, with
a high comb and a marvellous dark brown shawl em-
broidered in thick silvery silk embroidery. So she would
sit at the perfect old table, soft as velvet in its deep
brown surface, a high comb in her hair, ear-rings with
dropping pendants in her ears, her arms bare and still
beautiful, a few strings of pearls round her throat, a
puce velvet dress on and this or another beautiful shawl,
and by candle-light she looked, yes, a Spanish high-bred
beauty of thirty-two or three. She set the candles to give
her face just the chiaroscuro she knew suited her; her
high chair that rose behind her face was done in old
green brocade, against which her face emerged like a
Christmas rose.

They were always three at table; and they always
drank a bottle of champagne : Pauline two glasses, Ciss
two glasses, Robert the rest. The lovely lady sparkled
and was radiant. Ciss, her black hair bobbed, her broad
shoulders in a very nice and becoming dress that Aunt
Pauline had helped her to make, stared from her aunt to
her cousin and back again, with rather confused, mute,
hazel eyes, and played the part of an audience suitably
impressed. She was impressed, somewhere, all the time.
And even rendered speechless by Pauline’s brilliancy,
even after five years. But at the bottom of her conscious-
ness were the data of as weird a document as Robert
ever studied: all the things she knew about her aunt and
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14 The Lovely Lady

cousin.

Robert was always a gentleman, with an old-fashioned
punctilious courtesy that covered his shyness quite com-
pletely. He was, and Ciss knew it, more confused than
shy. He was worse than she was. Cecilia’s own confusion
dated from only five years back-—Robert’s must have
started before he was born. In the lovely lady’s womb
he must have felt very confused.

He paid all his attention to his mother, drawn to her
as a humble flower to the sun. And yet, priest-like, he
was all the time aware with the tail of his consciousness,
that Ciss was there, and that she was a bit shut out of
it, and that something wasn’t right. He was aware of
the third consciousness in the room. Whereas to Pauline,
her niece Cecilia was an appropriate part of her own
setting, rather than a distinct consciousness.

Robert took coffee with his mother and Ciss in the
warm drawing-room, where all the furniture was so lovely,
all collectors’ pieces—Mis. Attenborough had made her
own money, dealing privately in pictures and furniture
and rare things from barbaric countries—and the three
talked desultorily till about eight or half-past. It was
very pleasant, very cosy, very homely even: Pauline
made a real home cosiness out of so much elegant mate-
rial. The chat was simple, and nearly always bright.
Pauline was her real self, emanating a friendly mockery
and an odd, ironic gaiety. Till there came a little pause.
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At which Ciss always rose and said good night and
carried out the coffee tray, to prevent Burnett from
intruding any more.

And then! Oh, then, the lovely glowing intimacy of
the evening, between mother and son, when they deci-
phered manuscripts and discussed points, Pauline with
that eagerness of a girl, for which she was famous. And
it was quite genuine. In some mysterious way she had
saved up her power for being thrilled, in connection with
a man. Robert, solid, rather quiet and subdued, seemed
like the elder of the two: almost like a priest with a
young girl pupil. And that was rather how he felt.

Ciss had a flat for herself just across the courtyard,
over the old coachhouse and stables. There were no
horses. Robert kept his car in the coachhouse. Ciss had
three very nice rooms up there, stretching along in a
row one after another, and she had got used to the
ticking of the stable clock.

But sometimes she did not go up to her rooms. In the
summer she would sit on the lawn, and from the open
window of the drawing-room upstairs she would hear Pau-
line’s wonderful heart-searching laugh. And in the winter
the young woman would put on a thick coat and walk
slowly to the little balustraded bridge over the stream,
and then look back at the three lighted windows of that
drawing-room where mother and son were so happy to-
gether.
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16 The Lovely Lady

Ciss loved Robert, and she believed that Pauline in-
tended the two of them to marry : when she was dead.
But poor Robert, he was so convulsed with shyness
already, with man or woman. What would he be when
his mother was dead—in a dozen more years? He would
be just a shell, the shell of a man who had never lived.

The strange unspoken sympathy of the young with one
another, when they are overshadowed by the old, was
one of the bonds between Robert and Ciss. But another
bond, which Ciss did not know how to draw tight, was
the bond of passion. Poor Robert was by nature a pas-
sionate man. His silence and his agonized, though hidden,
shyness were both the result of a secret physical passion-
ateness. And how Pauline could play on this! Ah, Ciss
was not blind to the eyes which he fixed on his mother,
eyes fascinated yet humiliated, full of shame. He was
ashamed that he was not a man. And he did not love
his mother. He was fascinated by her. Completely fasci-
nated. And for the rest, paralysed in a life-long confusion.

Ciss stayed in the garden till the lights leapt up in
Pauline’s bedroom — about ten o’clock. The lovely lady
had retired. Robert would now stay another hour or so,
alone. Then he too would retire. Ciss, in the dark outside,
sometimes wished she could creep up to him and say:
“Oh, Robert! Tt’s all wrong!” But Aunt Pauline would
hear. And anyhow, Ciss couldn’t do it. She went off to

her own rooms, once more, and so for ever.
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paralysed in a life-long confusion [—&:ii w8
EHOTDIFREZELRIC) BT he was - TH 2 5.
leapt up = opened up strongly, came on brightly

as a rule [EL T M—ic]

Her hour was the candle hour. [f¥&OBEENL, 55%
AMELINBHETH T HEELDHDADL T
BRI, bl bBLIALATEEE -5,

take her sun-and-air-bath before noon or after, as it
pleased her [XDir< ¥ FRFHTL, FHETL, LB
HERBE TS

lying-chair [@HFl

handy = conveniently

should her aunt = for fear (that) her aunt should
while away F(W"?#)&E&fb;@ *3"1 ¢f. He whiled away



