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'D. H. Lawrence, The Letters of D. H. Lawrence, Vol. II, ed. George J. Zytaruk
and James T. Boulton (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1981), pp.
182-183.
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2D. H. Lawrence, The Rainbow (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press, 1989),
pp. 9-10.

But heaven and earth was teeming around them, and how should this cease?
They felt the rush of the sap in spring, they knew the wave which cannot halt,
but every year throws forward the seed to begetting, and falling back, leaves
the young-born on the earth. They knew the intercourse between heaven and
earth, sunshine drawn into the breast and bowels, the rain sucked up in the
daytime, nakedness that comes under the wind in autumn, showing the birds’
nests no longer worth hiding.
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*D. H. Lawrence, Women in Love (Cambridge: Cambridge University Press,
1987), p. 47.

Gerald suddenly turned, and was swimming away swiftly, with a side
stroke. He was alone now, alone and immune in the middle of the waters,
which he had all to himself. He exulted in his isolation in the new element,
unquestioned and unconditioned. He was happy, thrusting with his legs and
all his body, without bond or connection anywhere, just himself in the watery
world. _ ' :

‘Mircea Eliade, The Sacred and the Profane, trans. Willard R. Trask (New
York: Harcourt, Brace and World, Inc., 1959), p. 130.
This is why the symbolism of the waters implies both death and rebirth.
Contact with water always brings a regeneration — on the one hand because
dissolution is followed by a new birth, on the other because immersion ferti-
lizes and multiplies the potential of life.
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°D. H. Lawrence, Lady Chatterley’s Lover (Cambridge: Cambridge University
Press, 1993), p. 86.

Constance sat down with her back to a young pine-tree, that swayed
against her with curious life, elastic and powerful rising up. The erect alive
thing, with its top in the sun! And she watched the daffodils go sunny in a
burst of sun, that was warm on her hands and lap. Even she caught the faint
tarry scent of the flowers. And then, being so still and alone, she seemed to
get into the current of her proper destiny. She had been fastened by a rope,
and jagging and snarring like a boat at its moorings. Now she was loose and
adrift.
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¢ The Rainbow, p. 45.

He returned gradually, but newly created, as after a gestation, a new
birth, in the womb of darkness. Aérial and light everything was, new as a
morning, fresh and newly begun. Like a dawn the newness and the bliss filled
in. And she sat utterly still with him, as if in the same.

Then she looked up at him, the wide, young eyes blazing with light. And
he bent down and kissed her on the lips. And the dawn blazed in them, their
new life came to pass, it was beyond all conceiving good, it was so good, that
it was almost like a passing-away, a trespass. He drew her suddenly close to
him. E
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"Ibid., p.114.

They stooped, grasped the wet, soft hair of the corn, lifted the heavy
bundles, and returned. She was always first. She set down her sheaves,
making a pent-house with those others. He was coming shadowy across the
stubble, carrying his bundles. She turned away, hearing only the sharp hiss
of his mingling corn. She walked between the moon and his shadowy figure.

8 The Sacred and the Profane, p. 68.

For religious man time too, like space, is neither homogeneous nor continuous.
On the one hand there are the intervals of a sacred time, the time of festivals
(by far the greater part of which are periodical); on the other there is profane
time, ordinary temporal duration, in which acts without religious meaning
have their setting. ... One essential difference between these two qualities of
time strikes us immediately: by ifs very nature sacved time is reversible in the
sense that, properly speaking, it is a primordial mythical time made present. D
¥ 0, "8 EE L IEEER, AR, BEHERBELRET, AR L ->TH
Wi Bl{E 3 2 RO MR L K EOBEEZ R T,

M. Eliade, The Myth of the Eternal Return (Princeton, 1971), p. 86.



D.H. uv > A0/ & BRI 277

DHROET, BRIFHEE S LWLIETENL, RO T CRELSRN
BEMWREN LI, LIFLIE, B0 Tn3E L LAEZIYOHEE W
EoltHVWEAKKEIERZ T, ZRERELBMEoLTRELBoLY
LizBawWEh, —DHAaE> 22D DREDOE D ULHr R 2 RH 5 12,
------ IN=F Y REoTLBHRELEODTY IV FDLERETOD D IZHED,
Y IFNVEDLZREKI[BDODR P Tz, TP 6 /NN—F VIZHEFRIIER
BRY, 72R2Eb) ORSEFPIEEE->TOL I3 R, HHR
LbHoWE LD\ TOWEESBE o/ FLTHIZIZITLUEL, &
TUHMSE> T EERER 512,

M2 BV RINZTFEOEE 2L TWw 3K, HRKE TS
D, AN ADOKEEHRT 27200V F 27N, BREVZLES, T35
L 7eBHRT ORGSR T2 ¥ r Vi—E% b > T30, [HEFC
FERADOD OEFBBEH L ER 2B TCELI2DDFERTH D LD, 2o LI
Y—ridu v AOMOIERRY LIE LIS, TEHAE OFEN\ETK
EDORF) TOY a—¥ (George) &V (Cyril) oKy —, 7o
Oy TOVU Y 4 (Lily) 2R ECHR L Twa 7a > (Aaron) 2T 5y —
2, TEp B¢, TF7E > (Ramon) &7V 7— ./ (Cipriano) 345

Y Women tn Love, pp. 270-271.
Now and again came a sharp gasp of breath, or a sound like a sigh, then the
rapid thudding of movement on the thickly-carpeted floor, then the strange
sound of flesh escaping under flesh. Often, in the white, interlaced knot of
violent living being that swayed silently, there was no head to be seen, only the
swift, tight limbs, the solid white backs, the physical junction of two bodies
clinched into oneness. . . .
He slid forward quite unconscious, over Gerald, and Gerald did not notice.
Then he was half-conscious again, aware only of the strange tilting and sliding
of the world. The world was sliding, everything was sliding off into the
darkness. And he was sliding endlessly, endlessly away.

1D. H. Lawrence, The White Peacock (Cambridge, 1983), pp. 222-223.

12D, H. Lawrence, Aaron’s Rod (London: Heinemann, 1954), p. 91.
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BD. H. Lawrence, The Plumed Serpent (Cambridge, 1987), pp. 367-369.
Y Lady Chatterley’s Lover, p. 115.

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

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.
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18 The Rainbow, p.135.

As they lay close together, complete and beyond the touch of time or
change, it was as if they were at the very centre of all the slow wheeling of
space and the rapid agitation of life, deep, deep inside them all, at the centre
where there is utter radiance, and eternal being, and the silence absorbed in
praise: the steady core of all movements, the unawakened sleep of all wakeful-
ness. They found themselves there, and they lay still, in each other’s arms;
for their moment they were at the heart of eternity, whilst time roared far off,
forever far off, towards the rim.

WGy a7 —v TR EFEfG BTR—RR R (KPFEREFIE, 1980), p. 126.
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17 The Rainbow, p. 187.

Away from time, always outside of time! Between east and west,
between dawn and sunset, the church lay like a seed in silence, dark before
germination, silenced after death. Containing birth and death, potential with
all the noise and transitation of life, the cathedral remained hushed, a great,
involved seed whereof the flower would be radiant life inconceivable, but
whose beginning and whose end were the circle of silence. Spanned round
with the rainbow, the jewelled gloom folded music upon silence, light upon
darkness, fecundity upon death, as a seed folds leaf upon leaf and silence upon
the root and the flower, hushing up the secret of all between its parts, the
death out of which it fell, the life into which it has dropped, the immortality
it involves, and the death it will embrace again.
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18 PRgf] & e, p. 125.
13 The Rainbow, pp. 187-188.

Here the stone leapt up from the plain of earth, leapt up in a manifold,
clustered desire each time, up, away from the horizontal earth, through
twilight and dusk and the whole range of desire, through the swerving, the
declination, ah, to the ecstasy, the touch, to the meeting and the consumma-
tion, the meeting, the clasp, the close embrace, the neutrality, the perfect,
swooning consummation, the timeless ecstasy. There his soul remained, at
the apex of the arch, clinched in the timeless ecstasy, consummated.
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20 Women in Love, p. 320.
Quenched, inhuman, his fingers upon her unrevealed nudity were the fingers of
silence upon silence, the body of mysterious night upon the body of mysterious
night, the night masculine and feminine, never to be seen with the eye, or
known with the mind, only known as a palpable revelation of living otherness.
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21 Lady Chatterley’s Lover, p. 174.

And 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, and she was ocean rolling its dark, dumb mass. Oh, and far down
inside her the deeps parted and rolled asunder, in long, far-travelling billows,
and ever, at the quick of her, the depths parted and rolled asunder, from the
centre of soft plunging, as the plunger went deeper and deeper, touching lower,
and she was deeper and deeper and deeper disclosed, and heavier the billows
of her rolled away to some shore, uncovering her, and closer and closer
plunged the palpable unknown, and further and further rolled the waves of
herself away from herself, leaving her, till suddenly, in a soft, shuddering
convulsion, the quick of all her plasm was touched, she knew herself touched,
the consummation was upon her, and she was gone. She was gone, she was
not, and she was born: a woman.
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22 The Rainbow, p. 445.

He felt as if the knife were being pushed into his already dead body.
With head strained back, he watched, drawn tense, for some minutes, watched
the unaltering, rigid face like metal in the moonlight, the fixed, unseeing eyes,
in which slowly the water gathered, shook with glittering moonlight, then,
surcharged, brimmed over and ran trickling, a tear with its burden of moon-
light, into the darkness, to fall in the sand.

He drew gradually away as if afraid, drew away —she did not move.
He glanced at her — she lay the same. Could he break away.
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KX ENBBERABZVEWZ 3, BT 2L 10FEARY =TV E
7 F N> (Gudrun) ¥, “ A& BFETORAF 75 7 w5 FIAMZ U
Tw3, Y7 )VFEH, KO, HOBE, ROEEFERFTOT A 7 NVT
HFAF RO TRBEIWCEITF ¥ I VARADEAIDZ ) 7+ —F b,
AT RED7: DB E XN L 2B B3, Y D 5 B CERAYERHIC &
Dol ABlEVnZ 3, vV AOERENL TE2ZFLHE, (The Man
Who Loved Islands) ®FEAAH AL — b (Cathcart) bEFfHIC & DOk
HOAEL T,

UV ARKETOXE Y 2 ERRREIC & D O RS- T
5 EBIRICE L T, £ 3RHEAHEFIBLTKHEOMALIRZ O
vz dd, Lrdb 2ol LERAAOHCOMA Itz b9 2 &
5, TNEEMT B0, Kbk, §4bb, BRIZBIT 5MHER,
MEERYESRE, ZEx 2K, €L THNRMZ2EEIRETHL a3
FRLTWEDTREPE I, £I2F2H L, MLt THLT —
YaZiE, RohlKOBEZELEEOZ2Ho ALz k5, v
Y AD/NRICBIT HREIE, BBAYOEFEEZDOL DO, ZOANEEMRLE
{FEDVRTWBE E WS THBE Tk,

XA, HERFEXESILEESEE 40 Bks (B JEEREFER)
DY YR aATOERERLZDWK, MEEBLEEZ2HLILDTD S,

23See Takashi Toyokuni, “A Modern Man Obsessed by Time: A Note on ‘“The
" Man Who Loved Islands’”, The D. H. Lawrence Review (Spring 1974), 81.



