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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

Paul Morel保罗·莫瑞尔:男主人公,矿工的儿子

Gertrude Morel格特鲁德·莫瑞尔:保罗的母亲,婚前名为格特鲁德·科帕德Gertrude Coppard

Walter Morel沃尔特·莫瑞尔:保罗的父亲,矿工

William Morel威廉:保罗的哥哥

Annie Morel安妮:保罗的姐姐

Mr. Heaton海顿先生:牧师,莫瑞尔太太的朋友,保罗的教父

Arthur Morel亚瑟:保罗的弟弟

Thomas Jordan托马斯·乔丹:保罗所在医疗器械厂的老板

Pappleworth帕普沃斯:保罗的上司

Miss Western韦丝顿小姐:威廉的恋人;昵称:莉莉Lily,绰号:吉普赛女郎Gyp;Gipsy

Mr. Leivers雷渥斯先生:莫瑞尔家的朋友,威利农场的主人

Mrs. Leivers雷渥斯太太:

Edgar埃德加:雷渥斯先生的大儿子

Maurice莫里斯:雷渥斯先生的二儿子

Geoffrey杰弗里:雷渥斯先生的三儿子

Miriam米莉安·雷渥斯:保罗的恋人,雷渥斯先生的女儿

Hubert休伯特:米莉安的小弟弟

Agatha阿加莎:米莉安的姐姐

Clara Dawes克拉拉·道威斯(道威斯太太):有夫之妇,保罗的情妇

Louie Travers露易·特拉弗斯:保罗厂里的一名女工,道威斯的情妇

Baxter Dawes巴克斯特·道威斯:克拉拉的丈夫

Beatrice Wyld比特瑞斯·怀尔德:亚瑟的女友/妻子

Miss Jordan乔丹小姐

Mrs. Radford雷德福德太太:克拉拉的母亲



故事梗概

《儿子和情人》是D.H.劳伦斯创作早期的一部重要小说,这部具有自传色彩的作品出版于1913年,被批评家们誉为“第一部弗洛伊德式的英语小说”。它率先通过优化的艺术形式深入探索了现代心理学中的“恋母情结”理论。尽管它在结构和形式上依然保持了19世纪传统小说的许多特征,但它却是一部反映青年人骚动不安的性意识、揭示主人公心理问题的现代主义小说。小说中对男主人公保罗的“恋母情结”和病态心理的描述不仅生动逼真,而且和弗洛伊德的有关学说十分吻合。

保罗是英国诺丁汉郡一个煤矿工人的儿子。他的父母莫瑞尔夫妇是在一次舞会上一见钟情后缔结婚姻的。但是,由于父亲沃尔特性格粗鲁且没有文化,而母亲格鲁特德出身于中产阶级并接受过良好的教育,所以两人的生活理念不同,性格、志趣、文化和修养等方面的差距在婚后越拉越大,以至于最终出现了严重的感情危机,婚姻名存实亡。妻子面对丈夫的浑浑噩噩,深感希望破灭。对丈夫的失望、不满和怨恨让她将自己的全部爱心和希望都倾注到儿子身上,因此,长子威廉和次子保罗均与母亲建立了不正常的母子关系。她爱儿子,鼓励儿子成名成家,跻身于上流社会。她先是寄希望于长子威廉,然而威廉因病早逝。她转而将希望寄托于次子保罗,并对保罗的爱抚无微不至,希望他能出人头地,实现她的理想。她在精神上控制儿子,从而使他产生了“恋母情结”,无法与其他女人建立正常的爱情关系。母亲对保罗感情的长期支配,让他在感情问题上迷茫、困惑,无所适从。


保罗先是爱上了农场主的女儿米莉安,但和米莉安在一起的时候,他在精神上除了要忍受“灵与肉”相搏斗的痛苦之外,总是会想到母亲对他的看法和感觉,生怕自己爱恋米莉安的行为会伤害母亲的心。而且,米莉安也有从精神上控制保罗的欲望,这更使他感到窒息,甚至于对两人之间发生的性爱也感到恐惧和恶心。最终,他们只能分手。随后,保罗又和与丈夫分居的有夫之妇克拉拉密切交往起来,他虽然从克拉拉那里得到了肉体上的满足,但在心灵上仍然摆脱不了精神上的折磨。况且,克拉拉并不想和保罗结婚,两人的关系从相互愉悦的本能迸射发展到后来的貌合神离,距离日益加大,最终甚至连肉体上的欢愉都感觉不到了。他们只能自我了结这场感情纠葛,克拉拉又回到了丈夫身边。

总之,由于保罗的“恋母情结”已经到了使他难以自拔的境地,无论是米莉安还是克拉拉,他与她们的密切交往只能使他与母亲之间的关系变得更加复杂,让他的精神负担更为沉重,带给他难以言表的痛苦和折磨。最后,保罗在母亲患癌症去世后,他也未能和米莉安重归于好。失去了母爱的他面对复杂的人生,仍然不知所措,孤独的魂灵依旧在毫无目标地四处漂泊。



PART 1

CHAPTER 1 The Early Married Life of the Morels

The Bottoms succeeded to the notorious Hell Row. Hell Row was a block of thatched, bulging cottages that stood by the river on Greenhill Lane. There lived the coal miners who worked in the little mines nearby. Some sixty years ago Hell Row was burned down in a big fire.

To accommodate the regiments of miners, the mining companies built the Squares, a section of blocks for the incoming miners, with twelve houses in a block. The houses themselves were substantial and very decent on the outside,each one with a porch overlooking a sunny garden. But that was outside. The kitchen was at the back of the house, facing inward between the blocks, looking at a scrubby back garden, and then at the ash-pits. So, the actual conditions of living in the Bottoms, that looked so nice, were quite unsavory because people must live in the kitchen,and the kitchens opened on to that nasty alley of ash-pits.

Mrs. Morel was not anxious to move into the
 Bottoms, which was already twelve years old and on the downward path, when she descended to it from Bestwood. But it was the best she could do.

She was thirty-one years old, and had been married eight years. A rather small woman, of delicate build, but resolute bearing, she shrank a little from the first contact with the Bottoms women. She came down in the July,and in the September expecting her third baby. Her husband was a miner.

The world seemed a dreary place, where nothing else would happen for her at least until William, her eldest child, still only seven years old, grew up. But for herself, nothing but this dreary endurance till the children grew up.

And the children! She could not afford to have this third.She did not want it. The father was drinking in a pub, and would return home drunk, as usual. She despised him, and was tied to him.

This coming child was too much for her. She was sick of it, the struggle with poverty and ugliness and meanness. And looking ahead, the prospect of her life made her feel as if she were buried alive.

“What have I to do with all this?”she asked herself.“Even the child I am going to have! It doesn’t
 seem as if I were taken into account.”

Mrs. Morel came of a good old family. Her father, George Coppard, was an engineer—a large, handsome man, proud of his integrity. Gertrude resembled her mother in her small build. But her temper, proud and unyielding, she had from the Coppards. George Coppard was bitterly angered by his own poverty after his father had lost the family’s fortune when his lace-making company had gone bankrupt. He became foreman of the engineers in the dockyard at Sheerness.

Mrs. Morel,Gertrude was the second daughter. She favored her mother, but she had the Coppards’clear, defiant blue eyes. She remembered to have been petted and flattered by all the men when she had gone to visit her father’s office, for she was a delicate, rather proud child. And she still had the Bible that John Field had given her.

She used to walk home from chapel with John Field when she was nineteen. He was the son of a well-to-do tradesman, had been to college in London, and was to devote himself to business.

She could always recall in detail a September Sunday afternoon, when they sat together on the
 back porch of her father’s house.

She had met his brilliant eyes, but her clear face scarcely showed the excitement which rose within her.

“But you say you don’t like business,”she said.

“I don’t. I hate it!”he cried hotly.

“And you would like to go into the ministry,”she half pleaded.

“I should. I should love it, if I thought I could make a first-rate preacher.”

“Then why don’t you—why DON’T you?”Her voice rang with defiance.“If I were a man, nothing would stop me.”

She held her head erect. He was rather timid before her.

“But my father’s so stiff-necked. He means to put me into the business,and I know he’ll do it.”

“But if you’re a M A N?”she had cried.

“Being a man isn’t everything,”he replied, frowning with puzzled helplessness.

Now,as she moved about her work at the Bottoms, with some experience of what being a man meant, she knew that it was NOT everything.

At twenty, owing to her health, she had left
 Sheerness. John Field’s father had been ruined; the son had gone as a teacher in Norwood. She did not hear of him until, two years later, she made a determined inquiry.

He had married his landlady,a woman of forty, a widow with property. And still Mrs. Morel preserved John Field’s Bible. She did not now believe him to be in love with his wife—she believed he married her for her fortune and property.So she preserved his Bible, and kept his memory intact in her heart, for her own sake. Till her dying day, for thirty-five years, she did not speak of him.

When she was twenty-three years old, she met, at a Christmas party,a young man called Morel, then twenty-seven years old. He was well set-up, erect, and very smart. He had wavy black hair and a vigorous black beard that had never been shaved. His cheeks were reddish, and his mouth was noticeable because he laughed so often and so heartily. He had that rare thing, a rich, ringing laugh.

Gertrude Coppard had watched him, fascinated. Her own father had a rich fund of humor, but it was satirical. This man’s was different: soft, non-intellectual, and warm.


She herself was opposite.She had a curious,receptive mind which found much pleasure and amusement in listening to others. She was clever in leading people to talk. She loved ideas, and was considered very intellectual. What she liked most of all was an argument on religion or philosophy or politics with some educated man.

In her person she was rather small and delicate. Her blue eyes were very straight, honest, and searching. She had the beautiful hands of the Coppards.

Walter Morel seemed melted away before her. She was to the miner that thing of mystery and fascination,a lady. When she spoke to him,it was with a southern pronunciation and a purity of English which thrilled him to hear. She watched him. He danced well, as if it were natural and joyous in him to dance.

His grandfather was a French refugee who had married an English barmaid, if it had been a marriage. Gertrude Coppard watched the young miner as he danced,a certain subtle delight like glamour in his movement,and his face the flower of his body, reddish, with tumbled black hair, and laughing alike whatever partner he bowed above.


She thought him rather wonderful, never having met anyone like him. Her father was to her the type of all men. And George Coppard was proud in his bearing, handsome, and rather bitter, who ignored all sensuous pleasure; he was very different from the miner. Gertrude herself was rather contemptuous of dancing;she had not the slightest inclination towards that accomplishment, and had never learned. She was, like her father, high-minded, and quite stern. Therefore, the dusky, golden softness of this man’s sensuous flame of life, that flowed off his flesh like the flame from a candle, not baffled and gripped by thought and spirit as her life was, seemed to her something wonderful, beyond her.

He came and bowed above her. Warmth radiated through her as if she had drunk wine.

“Now do come and have this one with me,”he said gently.“It’s easy, you know. I’ve been waiting to see you dance.”

She had told him before that she could not dance. She looked up into his face and smiled. Her smile was very beautiful.

“No, I won’t dance,”she said softly. Her words came clean and ringing.


Not knowing what he was doing—he often did the right thing by instinct—he sat beside her.

“But you mustn’t miss your dance,”she scolded.

“No, I don’t want to dance that—that’s not what I care about.”

“Yet you invited me to it.”

He laughed very heartily at this.

“I never thought of that.”

It was her turn to laugh quickly.

The next Christmas they were married, and for three months she was perfectly happy;for six months she was very happy. They lived, she thought, in his own house.It was small,but convenient enough,and quite nicely furnished, with solid, worthy things that suited her honest soul. The women, her neighbors, were rather foreign to her, and Morel’s mother and sisters often sneered at her ladylike ways. But she could perfectly well live by herself,so long as she had her husband close.

Sometimes, when she found herself weary of love-talk, she tried to open her heart seriously to him. She saw him listen respectfully, but without understanding. This killed her efforts at a finer inti-
 macy, and she had flashes of fear.Sometimes he was restless in the evening:it was not enough for him just to be near her, she realized.

She was glad when he set himself to do little jobs. He was a remarkable handy man who could make or mend anything.

So she would say:

“I do like that coal-rake of your mother’s,it is so small.”

“Do you, my dear? Well, I made that, so I can make you one!”

She did not mind the mess or the hammering and noise.

He was busy and happy.

But in the seventh month, when she was brushing his Sunday coat, she felt papers in the breast pocket, and took them out to read. He very rarely wore the coat he was married in, and it had not occurred to her before to feel curious concerning the papers. They were the bills of the household furniture, still unpaid.

“Look here,”she said at night, after he was washed and had his dinner.“I found these in the pocket of your wedding-coat. Haven’t you settled the
 bills yet?”

“No. I haven’t had a chance.”

“But you told me all was paid.I had better go into Nottingham on Saturday and settle them. I don’t like sitting on another man’s chairs and eating from an unpaid table.”

He did not answer.

“I can have your bank-book, can’t I?”

“You may have it, though I don’t think you’ll be able to use it.”

“I thought...”she began. When they were married, he had told her he had a good bit of money left over. But she realized it was no use asking questions.

She sat rigid with bitterness and indignation. The next day she went down to see his mother.

“Didn’t you buy the furniture for Walter?”she asked.

“Yes, I did,”tartly retorted the elder woman.

“And how much did he give you to pay for it?”

The elder woman was stung with fine indignation.

“Eighty pound, if you’re so keen on knowing,”she replied.


“Eighty pounds!But there are forty-two pounds still owing!”

“I can’t help that.”

“But where has it all gone?”

“You’ll find all the papers, I think, if you look—besides ten pound as he owed me,and six pound as the wedding cost down here.”

“Six pounds!”echoed Gertrude Morel.It seemed to her monstrous that, after her own father had paid so heavily for her wedding, six pounds more should have been spent in eating and drinking at Walter’s parents’house, at his expense.

“And how much has he sunk in his houses?”she asked.

“His houses—which houses?”

Gertrude Morel went white to the lips. He had told her the house he lived in, and the next one, was his own.

“I thought the house we live in...”she began.

“They’re my houses, those two,”said the mother-in-law.

Gertrude sat white and silent.

“Then we ought to be paying you rent,”she said coldly.


“Walter is paying me rent,”replied the mother.

“And what rent?”asked Gertrude.

“Six and six a week,”retorted the mother.

It was more than the house was worth.Gertrude held her head erect,and looked straight before her.

“It is lucky to be you,”said the elder woman, bitingly,“to have a husband to take care of the money, and leave you a free hand.”

The young wife was silent.

She said very little to her husband, but her manner changed towards him. Something in her proud, honorable soul had become as hard as a rock.

When October came,she thought only of Christmas. Two years ago, at Christmas, she had met him. Last Christmas she had married him. This Christmas she would bear him a child.

Gertrude Morel was very ill when the boy was born.

Morel was good to her,as good as gold. But she felt very lonely, miles away from her own people. She felt lonely with him now, and his presence only made it more intense.

William was a beautiful child, with dark golden curls, and dark-blue eyes which changed gradually to
 a clear grey. His mother loved him passionately. He came just when her own bitterness of disillusion was hardest to bear; when her faith in life was shaken, and her soul felt dreary and lonely.She made much of the child, and the father was jealous.

At last Mrs. Morel despised her husband. She turned to the child; she turned from the father. He had begun to neglect her; the novelty of his own home was gone.

There began a battle between the husband and wife—a fearful, bloody battle that ended only with the death of one. She fought to make him undertake his own responsibilities, to make him fulfill his obligations. But he was too different from her. His nature was purely sensuous, and she strove to make him moral, religious.

While the baby was still tiny, the father’s temper had become so irritable that it was not to be trusted. The child had only to give a little trouble when the man began to bully. Then Mrs. Morel began to hate her husband; and he went out and drank; and she cared very little what he did.

William was only one year old, and his mother was proud of him, he was so pretty. She was not
 well off now,but her sisters kept the boy in clothes.

One Sunday morning, Mrs. Morel walked downstairs to the fireplace only to find that her husband had cut off her first child’s curls. She went very white, and was unable to speak, as she stared at the golden curls lying near the fireplace.

“What do you think of him?”Morel laughed uneasily.

She gripped her two fists, lifted them,and came forward.

Morel shrank back.

“I could kill you, I could!”she screamed. She choked with rage, her two fists uplifted.

“You don’t wish for him to look like a girl, do you?”Morel said, in a frightened tone, bending his head to shield his eyes from hers.

His attempt at laughter had vanished.

The mother looked down at the bare head of her child.

“Oh—my boy!”she faltered. Her lip trembled, her face broke, and, snatching up the child, she buried her face in his shoulder and cried painfully. She was one of those women who cannot cry; whom it hurts as it hurts a man. It was like ripping some-
 thing out of her, her sobbing.

Presently she came to an end,soothed the child and cleared away the breakfast-table. She left the newspaper, littered with curls, spread upon the floor. At last her husband gathered it up and put it into the fire. She went about her work with a closed mouth. Morel was subdued. He crept about wretchedly, and his meals were a misery that day. She spoke to him civilly and never alluded to what he had done. But he felt something final had happened.

Afterwards she said she had been silly, that the boy’s hair would have had to be cut sooner or later. But she knew, and Morel knew, that that act had caused something momentous to take place in her soul.

She remembered the scene all her life, as one in which she had suffered most intensely. This act of masculine clumsiness was the spear through the side of her love for Morel. Before, while she had striven against him bitterly, she had fretted after him, as if he had gone away from her. Now she ceased to fret for his love:he was an outsider to her. This made life much more bearable.

He drank rather heavily, though not more than
 many miners, and always beer, so that while his health was affected, it was never injured. He sat in the Miners’Arms until turning-out time every Friday,every Saturday, and every Sunday evening. On Monday and Tuesday he had to get up and reluctantly leave towards ten o’clock. Sometimes he stayed at home on Wednesday and Thursday evenings, or was only out for an hour. He practically never had to miss work owing to his drinking.

Morel was supposed to give his wife thirty shillings a week, to provide everything—rent, food, clothes,clubs,insurance,and doctors. Occasionally, if he was lucky, he gave her thirty-five. But these occasions by no means balanced those when he gave her twenty-five.

On Friday, Saturday, and Sunday nights, he spent royally,and of so much,he scarcely spared the children an extra penny or bought them a pound of apples. It all went in drink.

注释

succeed[sək'siːd]vi.(常与to连用)继位;继承;继任

notorious[nəu'tɔːriəs]adj.声名狼藉的

thatched[ɵætʃt]adj.茅草(做)的


bulging['bʌldʒiŋ]adj.凹凸不平的

accommodate[ə'kɔmədeit]v.容纳

regiment['redʒimənt]n.团,大群

incoming['in̩kʌmiŋ]adj.新来临的

substantial[səb'stænʃəl]adj.坚固的,实质的,真实的,充实的

porch[pɔːtʃ]n.门廊,走廊

scrubby['skrʌbi]adj.树丛繁盛的,杂木丛生的

unsavory[̩ʌn'seivəri]adj.难吃的,令人讨厌的

open on通往,通向

alley['æli]n.小路,巷

descend to屈尊,把人格[身份]降低到,堕落到……。动词descend本义为从较高的地方移到较低的地方,在这句话中,它一词双关,既表示莫瑞尔太太从贝斯伍德搬迁到地势较低洼的河川区的原义,也隐含有她这个中产阶级出身的小姐屈尊下嫁矿工的引申义。

resolute['rezəluːt]adj.坚决的

shrink[ʃriŋk]v.(常与from连用)退缩;回避

dreary['driəri]adj.沉闷的

eldest['eldist]adj.最年长的

endurance[in'djuərəns]n.忍耐(力)

despise[di'spaiz]v.轻视

unyielding[̩ʌn'jiːldiŋ]adj.坚强的,不屈的

lace-making是动宾结构的复合形容词(= to make lace),在这里的意思是“制作花边的”。lace n.饰带,花边

foreman['fɔːmən]n.领班,工头

defiant[di'faiənt]adj.挑衅的,目中无人的

chapel['tʃæpəl]n.小礼拜堂

tradesman['treidzmən]n.零售商

hotly['hɔtli]adv.热心地,激烈地

plead[pliːd]v.辩护,恳求

preacher['priːtʃə(r)]n.传教士

defiance[di'faiəns]n.蔑视,挑衅


timid['timid]adj.胆小的,羞怯的

landlady['lænd̩leidi]n.女房东

wavy['weivi]adj.波状的

heartily['hɑːtili]adv.热忱地

satirical[sə'tirikəl]adj.好讽刺的,爱挖苦人的

non-intellectual['nɔn̩inti'lektjuəl]adj.显示不出有知识的。non-为形容词前缀,表示非,无,不。

receptive[ri'septiv]adj.善于接受的,能接纳的

fascination[̩fæsi'neiʃən]n.魅力,迷恋

joyous['dʒɔiəs]adj.快乐的,高兴的

barmaid['bɑːmeid]n.酒吧女招待

glamour['ցlæmə]n.魔力,魅力

tumbled[tʌmbld]adj.披散下来的

sensuous['sensjuəs]adj.感官的

contemptuous[kən'temptjuəs]adj.轻蔑的,侮辱的

inclination[̩inkli'neiʃən]n.倾向,爱好

stern[stəːn]adj.严厉的,苛刻的

dusky['dʌski]adj.朦胧的,忧郁的

baffle['bæfl]v.困惑,阻碍

radiate['reidieit]v.放射,传播

by instinct出于本能

sneer[sniə]v.冷笑,讥笑

ladylike['leidilaik]adj.像小姐的,淑女般的

weary['wiəri]adj.疲倦的,厌倦的

respectfully[ri'spektfuli]adv.尊敬地,谦恭地

intimacy['intiməsi]n.亲密

coal-rake n.煤铲

unpaid['ʌn'peid]adj.未付款的

indignation[̩indiց'neiʃən]n.愤慨,义愤

tartly['tɑːtli]adv.辛辣地,锋利地

retort[ri'tɔːt]v.反驳,反击


monstrous['mɔnstrəs]adj.(口)难以置信的,荒谬的

Six and six= six shillings six pence六先令六便士。

shilling['ʃiliŋ]n.先令(1971年以前的英国货币单位,二十个先令为一英镑,十二便士为一先令。)

bitingly['baitiŋli]adv.犀利地,尖刻地

passionately['pæʃənətli]adv.充满热情地

disillusion[̩disi'luːʒən]n.梦想破灭

novelty['nɔvəlti]n.新奇,新鲜

purely['pjuəli]adv.纯粹地,完全地

strive[straiv]v.努力,力争

irritable['iritəbl]adj.易怒的,急躁的

bully['buli]v.威吓,威逼

well off富裕的,处境好的

uplift[̩ʌp'lift]v.举起

falter['fɔːltə]v.颤抖,支吾

soothe[suːð]v.使(某人,其神经,其情绪)平静,安慰

subdued[səb'djuːd]adj.屈服的,被抑制的

wretchedly['retʃidli]adv.可怜地,鄙劣地

allude[ə'ljuːd]v.间接提到,暗指

momentous[məu'mentəs]adj.重大的,重要的

masculine['mɑːskjulin]adj.男性的,男子气概的

fret[fret]v.烦恼,焦急

outsider['aut'saidə]n.局外人

bearable['bɛərəbl]adj.可忍受的

royally['rɔiəli]adv.像王公般地,挥金如土地


CHAPTER 2 The Birth of Paul,and Another Battle After

Morel, during his wife’s third pregnancy, began to realize how hard it was for his wife to drag about at her work,and,his sympathy quickened by penitence, hastened forward with his help. He came straight home from the pit, and stayed in every evening till Friday,and then he could not remain at home.But he was back again by ten o’clock, almost quite sober.

He always made his own breakfast. Being a man who rose early and had plenty of time, he did not,as some miners do, drag his wife out of bed at six o’clock. At five, sometimes earlier, he woke, got straight out of bed, and went downstairs. When she could not sleep, his wife lay waiting for this time, as for a period of peace. The only real rest seemed to be when he was out of the house.

He went downstairs in his shirt and then struggled into his pit-trousers, which were left on the hearth to warm all night. His cup and knife and fork, all he wanted besides the food, were laid ready on the table on a newspaper. Then he got his breakfast, made the tea, packed the bottom of the doors with
 rugs to shut out the draught, piled a big fire,and sat down to an hour of joy.

With his family about, meals were never so pleasant. He despised a fork:it is a modern introduction which has still scarcely reached common people. What Morel preferred was a knife. Then,in solitude, he ate and drank,often sitting,in cold weather,on a little stool with his back to the warm chimney-piece, his food on the fender, his cup on the hearth. And then he read the last night’s newspaper—what of it he could—spelling it over laboriously.

Then he went upstairs to his wife with a cup of tea because she was ill, and because it occurred to him.

“I’ve brought you a cup of tea, my dear,”he said.

“Well, you needn’t, for you know I don’t like it,”she replied.

“Drink it up;it’ll put you back to sleep again.”

She accepted the tea. It pleased him to see her take it and sip it.

“I’ll back my life there’s no sugar in,”she said.

“There’s one big one,”he replied, injured.

“It’s a wonder,”she said, sipping again.


He loved her to grumble at him in this manner. He looked at her again, and went, without any sort of leave-taking. He never took more than two slices of bread and butter to eat in the pit,so an apple or an orange was a treat to him. He always liked it when she put one out for him.

He tied a scarf round his neck, put on his great, heavy boots, and went forth into the fresh morning air, closing, without locking, the door behind him.

Later, when the time for the baby grew nearer, he would bustle round in his careless fashion, sweeping the floor and fireplace before he went to work.

Then, feeling very proud, he went upstairs.

“Now I’ve cleaned up for you. Now, you’ve only to sit and read your books all day.”

This made her laugh,in spite of her indignation.

“And the dinner cooks itself?”she answered.

“What?I do not know about the dinner.”

“You’d know if there weren’t any.”

When she got downstairs, she would find the house tidy, but dirty.She could not rest until she had thoroughly cleaned.

One morning, Mrs. Morel called for her neighbor, as she was to deliver the child. She was very ill
 when her children were born.

“What is it?”she asked, feeling sick to death.

“A boy,”returned the neighbor.She took consolation in that. The thought of being the mother of men was warming to her heart. She looked at the child. It had blue eyes, and a lot of fair hair. Her love came up hot, in spite of everything. She had dreaded this baby like a catastrophe, because of her feelings for her husband. And now she felt strangely towards the infant.She noticed the peculiar heaviness of its eyes, as if it were trying to understand something that was pain.She felt, when she looked at her child’s dark,brooding pupils,as if a burden were on her heart. Suddenly, looking at him, the heavy feeling at the mother’s heart melted into passionate grief. She bowed over him, and a few tears shook swiftly out of her very heart. The baby lifted his fingers.

“My lamb!”she cried softly.

And at that moment she felt, in some far inner place of her soul, that she and her husband were guilty. The baby was looking up at her. It had blue eyes like her own,but its look was heavy,steady,as if it had realized something that had stunned some point of its soul. She no longer loved her husband;
 she had not wanted this child to come, and there it lay in her arms and pulled at her heart. With all her force, with all her soul she would make up to it for having brought it into the world unloved. She would love it all the more now it was here; carry it in her love. Its clear, knowing eyes gave her pain and fear.

“If he lives,”she thought to herself,“what will become of him—what will he be?”Her heart was anxious.“I will call him Paul,”she said suddenly; she knew not why.

That evening, she waited in bed with the child for her husband to return. William and Annie were to have dinner next door, as Mrs. Morel was still too sick to care for them. But Morel was late, so she concluded that he had called for a drink, since it was raining. What did he care about the child or her?

Morel, thinking about nothing, dragged his way up the garden path, wearily and angrily. The neighbor stood in the inner doorway.

“Well,”she said,“she’s about as bad as she can be. It’s a boy child.”

The miner grunted, put his empty snap-bag and his tin bottle on the dresser, then came and dropped into his chair.


“Have you got a drink?”he asked.

The woman went into the cupboard. She set the mug, with a little, disgusted rap,on the table before Morel. The fact that his wife was ill, that he had another boy, was nothing to him at that moment. He was too tired; he wanted his dinner.

Mrs. Morel had a visit every day from the local clergyman. Mr. Heaton was young, and very poor. His wife had died at the birth of his first baby, so he remained alone in the church house. He was a professor at Cambridge, very shy, and no preacher.

Mrs. Morel was fond of him, and he depended on her. For hours he talked to her, when she was well. He became the god parent of the child. Occasionally the minister stayed to tea with Mrs. Morel. The young mother took comfort in her meetings with him, as her husband, at this time, had become exceedingly irritable.

His work seemed to exhaust him. When he came home he did not speak civilly to anybody. If the fire were rather low he bullied about that; he grumbled about his dinner; if the children made a chatter he shouted at them in a way that made their mother’s blood boil, and made them hate him, though he no


longer cared what the family thought or felt.

注释

hasten['heisən]v.催促,促进

sober['səubə]adj.冷静的

hearth[hɑːɵ]n.壁炉地面,炉边

solitude['sɔlitjuːd]n.孤独

stool[stuːl]n.凳子

fender['fendə]n.防卫物,这里指壁炉的围栏

laboriously[lə'bɔːriəsli]adv.费劲地

grumble['ցrʌmbl]v.抱怨,发牢骚

leave-taking n.离去,告别,告别语

bustle['bʌsl]v.匆匆忙忙

consolation[̩kɔnsə'leiʃən]n.安慰,起安慰作用的人或事物

dread[dred]v.惧怕,担心

catastrophe[kə'tæstrəfi]n.大灾难,大祸

brooding['bruːdiŋ]adj.深沉的,忧郁的

pupil['pjuːpl]n.瞳孔

stun[stʌn]v.使晕倒,使惊吓

unloved[̩ʌn'lʌvd]adj.缺乏疼爱的

wearily['wiərili]adv.疲倦地,无聊地

grunt[ցrʌnt]v.(表示烦恼、反对、疲劳、轻蔑等)发哼声

dresser['dresə]n.梳妆台

rap[ræp]n.敲,拍

clergyman['kləːdʒimən]n.牧师

godparent['ցɔd̩pɛərənt]n.教父

chatter['tʃætə]n.闲聊,尖叫声


CHAPTER 3 The Casting off of Morel and the Taking on of William

Some time later, Morel became seriously ill,and was unable to leave his bed. Like all miners,he was a great lover of medicines, which, strangely enough, he would often pay for himself,instead of stealing the family’s money from his wife’s purse,as he frequently did when going to the pubs.

This time, however, neither pills nor all his herbs would shift the“nasty pains in his head”. Now he fell seriously ill, and Mrs. Morel had him to nurse. He was one of the worst patients imaginable. But,in spite of it all, and putting aside the fact that he provided the family’s income,she never quite wanted him to die. There was still one part of her that wanted him for herself.

The neighbors were very good to her:occasionally some had the children in to meals, some would do the downstairs work for her, or one would mind the baby for a day.But it was a great drag,nevertheless. It was not every day the neighbors helped. Then she had the nursing of baby and husband, cleaning and cooking, and everything else to do. She was quite
 worn out, but she did what was wanted of her. And the money was just sufficient.

The weeks passed. Morel,almost against hope, grew better. He had a fine constitution,so that, once on the mend, he went straight forward to recovery. During his illness his wife had spoiled him a little, and he wanted her to continue. While he was ill, there was a state of peace in the house.

Mrs. Morel was more tolerant of him, and he, depending on her almost like a child, was rather happy. Neither knew that she was more tolerant because she loved him less. Up till this time,in spite of it all, he had been her husband and her man. She had felt that, more or less, what he did to himself he did to her. Her living depended on him. Now, with the birth of this third baby, she no longer felt herself set towards him, helplessly, but was like a tide that scarcely rose,standing off from him. After this,she scarcely desired him.

During his recovery, when it was really over between them, both made an effort to come back somewhat to the old relationship of the first months of their marriage. He sat at home and, when the children were in bed,and she was sewing, he would read
 to her from the newspaper, slowly pronouncing the difficult words. Often she hurried him on,giving him a phrase in anticipation. And then he took her words humbly.

During such quiet times together, Mrs. Morel’s thoughts often turned to her William. Already he was getting to be a big boy. Already he was top of the class, and the master said he was the smartest lad in the school. She saw him as a man, young, full of vigor, making the world glow again for her. And Morel sitting there, quite alone, and having nothing to think about, would be feeling vaguely uncomfortable. His soul would reach out in its blind way to her and find her gone. He was unsettled and restless. Soon he could not live in that atmosphere. Both felt an oppression on their breathing when they were left alone together for some time. Then he went to bed and she settled down to enjoy herself alone, working, thinking,and living.

Meanwhile another infant was coming, the fruit of this little peace and tenderness between the separating parents. Paul was seventeen months old when the new baby was born. He was then a plump, pale child, quiet, with heavy blue eyes, and still the pe-
 culiar slight knitting of the brows. The last child was also a fair-haired boy. Mrs. Morel was sorry when she knew she was with child, both for economic reasons and because she did not love her husband; but not for the sake of the infant.

They called the baby Arthur. He was very pretty, with golden curls, and he loved his father from the first moment. Mrs. Morel was glad this child loved the father.

Meanwhile William grew bigger and stronger and more active, while Paul, always rather delicate and quiet, got slimmer, and trotted after his mother like her shadow. He was usually active and interested, but sometimes he would have fits of depression. Then the mother would find the boy of three or four crying on the sofa.

“What’s the matter?”she asked, and got no answer.“What’s the matter?”she insisted, getting cross.

“I don’t know,”sobbed the child.

So she tried to reason him out of it, or to amuse him, but without effect. It made her feel beside herself. Then the father, always impatient, would jump from his chair and shout:


“If he doesn’t stop, I’ll smack him till he does.”

“You’ll do nothing of the sort,”said the mother coldly.“You’ll not dare lay a finger on that child, or you’ll regret it for ever!”

He was afraid of her. In a towering rage, he sat down.

And then she carried the child into the yard, set him on his little chair, and said:“Now cry there, Misery!”These fits were not often,but they caused a shadow in Mrs. Morel’s heart, and her treatment of Paul was different from that of the other children.

When the children were old enough to be left, Mrs. Morel joined the Women’s Guild,a little club of women, which met on Monday nights in the long room over the grocery store. Sometimes Mrs. Morel read a paper. It seemed queer to the children to see their mother, who was always busy about the house, sitting writing in her rapid fashion, thinking, referring to books,and writing again. They felt for her on such occasions the deepest respect. And also, Mrs. Morel always had a lot of news on Monday nights,so that the children liked William to be in when their mother came home, because she told him things.

Then, when the boy was thirteen, she got him a
 job in the office. He was a very clever boy, frank, with rather rough features and striking blue eyes.

“I don’t know why you have the boy working in an office full of women. Put him in the pit with me, and he’ll earn ten shillings a week easily.”

“He is NOT going in the pit,”said Mrs. Morel,“and there’s an end to it.”

“It was good enough for me, but it’s not good enough for him?”

“If your mother put you in the pit at twelve,it’s no reason why I should do the same with my son.”

She was very proud of her son. He went to the night school, and learned shorthand, so that by the time he was sixteen he was the best shorthand clerk and book-keeper on the place, except one. Then he taught in the night schools. But he was so fiery that only his good-nature and his size protected him. All the things that men do—the decent things—William did.

He could run like the wind. When he was twelve he won a first prize in a race. Then he began to get ambitious. He gave all his money to his mother. When he earned fourteen shillings a week, she gave him back two for himself,and,as he never drank,he
 felt himself rich. Also he began to go dancing—this in spite of his mother. Over the dancing there was a great strife between the mother and the son.

When he was nineteen he suddenly left the office and found work in Nottingham. In his new place he had thirty shillings a week instead of eighteen. This was indeed a raise. His mother and his father were brimmed up with pride. Everybody praised William.

It seemed he was going to get on rapidly. Mrs. Morel hoped, with his aid, to help her younger sons. Annie was now studying to be a teacher. Paul, also very clever, was getting on well, having lessons in French and German from his godfather, the clergyman, who was still a friend to Mrs. Morel. Arthur, a spoiled and very good-looking boy, was at the Board School,but there was talk of his trying to get a scholarship for the High School in Nottingham.

William remained a year at his new post in Nottingham. He was studying hard, and growing serious.Something seemed to be fretting him, however. Still, he went out to the dances and the river parties. He came home very late at night, and sat yet longer studying. His mother begged him to take more care, to do one thing or another.


“Dance,if you want to dance, my son;but don’t think you can work in the office, and then amuse yourself,and T H EN study on top of all. You can’t; the human frame won’t stand it. Do one thing or the other—amuse yourself or learn Latin; but don’t try to do both.”

Then he got a place in London,at a hundred and twenty a year. This seemed a fabulous sum. His mother doubted almost whether to rejoice or to grieve. It never occurred to him that she might be more hurt at his going away than glad of his success. Indeed,as the days drew near for his departure, her heart began to close and grow dreary with despair. She loved him so much!More than that,she hoped in him so much. And William went to London to start a new life.

注释

imaginable[i'mædʒinəbl]adj.可想象的

illness['ilnis]n.疾病,生病

anticipation[æn̩tisi'peiʃən]n.预期,预料

humbly['hʌmbli]adv.谦恭地

vigor['viցə]n.精力,活力

uncomfortable[̩ʌn'kʌmfətəbl]adj.不舒服的,不安的


unsettled[̩ʌn'setld]adj.坐立不安的

oppression[ə'preʃən]n.压抑,苦恼

plump[plʌmp]adj.圆胖的,丰满的

fair-haired['fɛə'hɛəd]adj.金发的

trot[trɔt]v.小跑

smack[smæk]v.掌击,拍打

queer[kwiə]adj.奇怪的,可疑的

shorthand['ʃɔːthænd]n.速记

fiery['faiəri]adj.热烈的,暴躁的

All the things that men do—the decent things—William did.可以理解为William did all the decent things that men do.所有男人能干的体面事情,威廉都会干。

He began to go dancing—this in spite of his mother.他开始不顾母亲的反对去参加舞会。this在这里指前面提过的dancing。

strife[straif]n.斗争,冲突

brim[brim]v.注满,使满溢

god father['ցɔd̩fɑːðə(r)]n.教父

amuse[ə'mjuːz]v.发笑,使愉快

fabulous['fæbjuləs]adj.惊人的,难以置信的

rejoice[ri'dʒɔis]v.欣喜,高兴

grieve[ցriːv]v.悲痛,伤心


CHAPTER 4 The Young Life of Paul

Paul was built like his mother, slight and rather small. His fair hair went reddish, and then dark brown;his eyes were grey. He was conscious of what other people felt, particularly his mother. When she fretted he understood, and could have no peace. His soul seemed always attentive to her.

After William went to Nottingham, and was not so much at home, the mother made a companion of Paul. The latter was unconsciously jealous of his brother, and William was jealous of him. At the same time, they were good friends. Mrs. Morel’s intimacy with her second son was more subtle and fine, perhaps not as passionate as with her eldest.

As he grew older Paul became stronger. William was too far removed from him to accept him as a companion. So the smaller boy belonged at first almost entirely to Annie.She was intensely fond of her second brother.So Paul was towed round at the heels of Annie, sharing her game. He was quiet and not noticeable. But his sister adored him. He always seemed to care for things if she wanted him to.

All the children, but particularly Paul, were pe-
 culiarly against their father,along with their mother. Morel continued to bully and to drink. He had periods, months at a time, when he made the whole life of the family a misery. Paul never forgot coming home one Monday evening and finding his mother with her eye bloody, his father standing near the fireplace, his head down, and William, just home from work, glaring at his father. There was a silence as the young children entered, but none of the elders looked round. William was white to the lips, and his fists were clenched. He waited until the children were silent, watching with children’s rage and hate; then he said:

“You coward, you dare to do it when I was in.”

But Morel’s blood was up. He swung round on his son. William was bigger, but Morel was hardmuscled,and mad with fury.

“Don’t I?”he shouted.“Don’t I? Don’t say another word to me, boy, or I’ll use my fists against you, as well.”

William was white with rage.

“Will you?”he said, quiet and intense.“It would be the last time, though.”He watched his father. Another word and the men would have begun to
 fight. Paul hoped they would. The three children sat pale on the sofa.

“Stop it, both of you,”cried Mrs. Morel in a hard voice.

“We’ve had enough for ONE night. And YOU,”she said, turning on to her husband,“look at your children!”

Morel glanced at the sofa.

“You look at the children, you nasty little woman!”he sneered.

“Why, what have I done to the children, I should like to know?”

“Now, they’re just like you. They’ve all turned against me. You’ve turned them against me!”

She refused to answer him. No one spoke. After a while he threw his boots under the table and went to bed.

“Why didn’t you let me have a go at him?”said William, when his father was upstairs.“I could easily have beaten him.”

“A nice thing—your own father,”she replied.

“FA T H ER!”repeated William.“Call HIM my father!”

“Well, he is—and so...”


“But why don’t you let me settle him?I could do it easily.”

“The idea!”she cried.“It hasn’t come to T H A T yet.”

“No,”he said,“it’s come to worse. Look at yourself. WH Y didn’t you let me give it to him?”

“Because I couldn’t bear it,so never think of it,”she cried quickly.

And the children went to bed, miserable.

Paul hated his father.“Make him stop drinking,”he prayed every night.“Lord, let my father die,”he prayed very often.“Let him not be killed at pit,”he would pray on the evenings when his father would not come home from work. Those were other times the family suffered intensely.

For months their father would stop and drink every night on his way from work.But if Morel had not come, they worried. The sense of his sitting in all his pit-dirt, drinking, after a long day’s work, not coming home and eating and washing, but sitting, getting drunk, on an empty stomach, made Mrs. Morel unable to bear herself. From her the feeling was transmitted to the children. She never suffered alone anymore:the children suffered with her.


Morel at these times came in rude and hateful. And everybody in the house was still,because he was dangerous. He ate his food in the most brutal manner possible,and, when he was done, pushed all the pots in a heap away from him, to lay his arms on the table. Then he went to sleep.

He was shut out from all family affairs. No one told him anything. The children, alone with their mother, told her all about the day’s happenings,everything. Nothing had really taken place in them until it was told to their mother. But as soon as the father came in, everything stopped. And he was always aware of this fall of silence on his entry, the shutting off of life, the unwelcome. He would dearly have liked the children to talk to him, but they could not. Sometimes Mrs. Morel would say:

“You ought to tell your father.”

Paul won a prize in a competition in a child’s paper.

Everybody was delighted.

“Now you’d better tell your father when be comes in,”said Mrs. Morel.“You know how the complains that he’s never told anything.”

“All right,”said Paul. But he would almost
 rather have forfeited the prize than have to tell his father.

“I’ve won a prize in a competition, Dad,”he said.

Morel turned round to him.

“Have you, my boy? What sort of a competition?”

“Oh, nothing—about famous women.”

“And how much is the prize, then, as you’ve got?”

“It’s a book.”

“Oh,indeed!”

And that was all. Conversation was impossible between the father and any other member of the family. He was an outsider.

The only times when he entered again into the life of his own people was when he worked, and was happy at work. Sometimes, in the evening, he fixed his boots or mended the kettle or his pit-bottle. Then he always wanted several attendants,and the children enjoyed it. They united with him in the work,in the actual doing of something, when he was his real self again. He was a good workman, handy, and one who, when he was in a good humor,always sang. He
 had whole periods, months,almost years,of friction and nasty temper. Then sometimes he was jolly again.

These happy evenings could not take place unless Morel had some job to do. And then he always went to bed very early, often before the children. There was nothing remaining for him to stay up for, when he was finished, and had skimmed the headlines of the newspaper. And the children felt secure when their father was in bed.

They were very poor that autumn. William had just gone away to London,and his mother missed his money. He sent ten shillings once or twice, but he had many things to pay for at first. His letters came regularly once a week. He wrote a good deal to his mother, telling her all his life, how he made friends, and was exchanging lessons with a Frenchman, how he enjoyed London. His mother felt again he was remaining, to her, just as when he was at home. She wrote to him every week her direct, rather witty letters. All day long, as she cleaned the house, she thought of him. He was in London: he would do well.

He was coming at Christmas for five days.
 There had never been such preparations. Paul and Arthur scoured the land for evergreens. Annie made the pretty paper in the old-fashioned way. Mrs. Morel made a big and magnificent cake.

A great fire roared. There was a scent of cooked pastry. He was due at seven o’clock,but he would be late. The three children had gone to meet him. She was alone. But at a quarter to seven Morel came in again. Neither wife nor husband spoke. He sat in his armchair, quite awkward with excitement, and she quietly went on with her baking.

“What time did you say he’s coming?”Morel asked for the fifth time.

“The train gets in at half-past six,”she replied emphatically.

“Then he’ll be here at ten past seven.”

In the meantime, the three children were on the train platform waiting. At last, after more than two hours, they saw the lights of an engine peering round,away down the darkness. Two doors opened, and from one of them, William. They flew to him. He handed parcels to them cheerily,and immediately began to explain that this great train had stopped for HIS sake at such a small station. Meanwhile the par-
 ents were getting anxious. The table was set, the chop was cooked, and everything was ready. Mrs. Morel put on her black apron. She was wearing her best dress. Then she sat, pretending to read. The minutes were a torture to her.

At last there was a sound of voices, and a footstep in the entry.

“He’s here!”cried Morel, jumping up.

Then he stood back. The mother ran a few steps towards the door and waited. There was a rush and a patter of feet, the door burst open. William was there. He dropped his bag and took his mother in his arms.

“Mother!”he said.

“My boy!”she cried.

And for two seconds, no longer, she clasped him and kissed him. Then she withdrew and said, trying to be quite normal:

“But how late you are!”

“Aren’t I!”he cried, turning to his father.“Well, Dad!”

The two men shook hands.

“Well, my boy!”Morel’s eyes were wet.“We thought you’d never come,”he said.


“Oh, I’d come!”exclaimed William.

Then the son turned round to his mother.

“But you look well,”she said proudly, laughing.

“Well!”he exclaimed.“I should think so... coming home!”

He was a fine fellow,big,straight,and fearlesslooking. He looked round at the evergreens and the little tarts that lay in their tins on the hearth.

“Well, Mother,it’s not different!”he said,as if in relief.

Everybody was still for a second. Then he suddenly sprang forward to hand out the many presents he had brought along. He had brought them endless presents. Every penny he had he had spent was on them. There was a sense of luxury overflowing in the house.

For his mother there was an umbrella with gold on the pale handle. She kept it to her dying day,and would have lost anything rather than that. Everybody had something gorgeous, and besides, there were pounds of unknown sweets.

Everybody was mad with happiness in the family. Home was home, and they loved it with a passion of love, whatever the suffering had been. There were
 parties, there were rejoicings. People came in to see William, to see what difference London had made to him.

And they all found him“such a gentleman, and SUCH a fine fellow!”

注释

attentive[ə'tentiv]adj.专心的,留意的

unconsciously[̩ʌn'kɔnʃəsli]adv.无意中,不知不觉

entirely[in'taiəli]adv.完全地,全然地

tow[təu]v.拖,曳

adore[ə'dɔː]v.(口语)喜爱

clench[klentʃ]v.握紧,钉牢

coward['kauəd]n.懦弱的人,胆小的人

fury['fjuəri]n.狂怒,狂暴

brutal['bruːtl]adj.残忍的,兽性的

happening['hæpəniŋ]n.事件,意外发生的事

dearly['diəli]adv.深深地

forfeit['fɔːfit]v.丧失

attendant[ə'tendənt]n.服务员

friction['frikʃən]n.摩擦

jolly['dʒɔli]adj.欢乐的,高兴的,快活的

witty['witi]adj.富于机智的,诙谐的

scour['skauə]v.冲洗,擦亮

evergreen['evəցriːn]n.常青树

scent[sent]n.气味,香味

pastry['peistri]n.面粉糕饼,馅饼皮


emphatically[im'fætikəli]adv.强调地,用力地

cheerily['tʃiərili]adv.快活地,兴高采烈地

apron['eiprən]n.围裙

patter['pætə]n.轻快脚步声

clasp[klɑːsp]v.紧握,搂抱

fearless['fiəlis]adj.勇敢的,无畏的

tart[tɑːt]n.果馅饼,小烘饼

gorgeous['ցɔːdʒəs]adj.华丽的,灿烂的

rejoicing[ri'dʒɔisiŋ]n.欣喜,高兴


CHAPTER 5 Paul Launches into Life

Morel was rather a reckless man, careless of danger. So he had endless accidents. Now, when Mrs. Morel heard the rattle of an empty coal-cart cease at her entry-end, she ran into the parlor to look,expecting almost to see her husband seated in the wagon, his face grey under his dirt, his body limp and sick with some hurt or other.If it were he,she would run out to help.

About a year after William went to London,and just after Paul had left school, before he got work, Mrs. Morel was upstairs and her son was painting in the kitchen—he was very clever with his brush—when there was a knock at the door. Crossly he put down his brush. At the same moment his mother opened a window upstairs and looked down. A pitboy in his dirt stood on the threshold.

“Is this Walter Morel’s?”he asked.

“Yes,”said Mrs. Morel.“What is it?”

But she had guessed already.

“Your husband’s been hurt,”he said.

“Dear me!”she exclaimed.“And what’s he done this time?”


“I don’t know for sure, but it’s his leg somewhere. They’ve taken him to the hospital.”

“Good gracious me!”she exclaimed.“Thank you, my lad. It must be pretty bad if they’ve taken him to the hospital,”she went on.“But what a CARELESS creature he is!O T H ER men don’t have all these accidents. Yes, he WOU LD want to put all the burden on me. Put those things away, there’s no time to be painting now. What time is there a train?I know I’ll have to take a train now, and leave the cleaning to be done later.”

“I can finish it,”said Paul.

“You needn’t. I shall catch the seven o’clock back, I should think. Oh, my blessed heart, the fuss and commotion he’ll make!”

In a few minutes she was gone, to walk the two and a half miles to Keston Station. Paul watched her go up the road between the hedges—a little, quickstepping figure, and his heart ached for her, that she was thrust forward again into pain and trouble.

And when she was trudging home again, she felt he was coming to share her burden.

“Is it bad?”asked Paul, as soon as she entered the house.


“It’s bad enough,”she replied.“And,”she continued,“of course he says he’s going to die—it wouldn’t be him if he didn’t. Of course, he IS bad,”she continued,“and he will be. It’s a great shock, and he’s lost a lot of blood; and, of course, it IS a very dangerous smash. It’s not at all sure that it will mend so easily. But there,he’s a clean-blooded man, with wonderful healing flesh, and so I see no reason why it SH OU LD take bad ways. But it is a terrible injury.”She was pale now with emotion and anxiety. The three children realized that it was very bad for their father, and the house was silent,anxious.

“But he always gets better,”said Paul after a while.

“That’s what I told him,”said the mother.

Everybody moved about in silence. Paul took up his brush again and went on painting. Arthur went outside for some coal. Annie sat looking dismal. And Mrs. Morel, in her little rocking-chair that her husband had made for her when the first baby was coming, remained motionless, brooding.

She was grieved, and bitterly sorry for the man who was hurt so much. But still, in her heart of hearts, where the love should have burned, there was
 a blank. Now, when all her woman’s pity was roused to its full extent, when she would have slaved herself to death to nurse him and to save him, when she would have taken the pain herself, if she could, somewhere far away inside her,she felt indifferent to him and to his suffering. It hurt her most of all, this failure to love him, even when he roused her strong emotions. She brooded a while.

Morel had a very bad time. For a week he was in a critical condition. Then he began to mend. And then, knowing he was going to get better, the whole family sighed with relief,and proceeded to live happily.

They were not badly off while Morel was in the hospital. There were fourteen shillings a week from the pit, ten shillings from the sick club,and five shillings from the Disability Fund;and then every week, the friends had something for Mrs. Morel—five or seven shillings—so that she was quite well to do. And while Morel was progressing favorably in the hospital, the family was extraordinarily happy and peaceful.

“I’m the man in the house now,”Paul used to say to his mother with joy. They learned how per-
 fectly peaceful the home could be.

And they almost regretted—though none of them would have owned such cruelty—that their father was soon coming back.

Paul was now fourteen, and was looking for work. He was a rather small and finely-made boy, with dark brown hair and light blue eyes. He suffered very much from the first contact with anything. When he was seven, the starting school had been a nightmare and a torture to him. But afterwards he liked it. And now that he felt he had to go out into life, he went through agonies of shrinking self-consciousness. He was quite a clever painter for a boy of his years, and he knew some French and German and mathematics that Mr. Heaton had taught him. But nothing he had was of any commercial value. He was not strong enough for heavy manual work, his mother said. He did not care for making things with his hands, preferred racing about, or making excursions into the country, or reading, or painting.

“What do you want to be?”his mother asked.

“Anything.”

“That is no answer,”said Mrs. Morel.

But it was quite truthfully the only answer he
 could give. His ambition, as far as this world’s gear went, was quietly to earn his thirty or thirty-five shillings a week somewhere near home, and then, when his father died, have a cottage with his mother, paint and go out as he liked, and live happy ever after.

“Then,”said his mother,“you must look in the paper for the advertisements.”

He looked at her. It seemed to him a bitter humiliation and an anguish to go through. But he said nothing. When he got up in the morning, his whole being was knotted up over this one thought:

“I’ve got to go and look for job advertisements.”It stood in front of the morning, that thought, killing all joy and even life, for him. His heart felt like a tight knot.

And then, at ten o’clock, he set off to find work. William had written out a letter of application, couched in admirable business language, which Paul copied, with variations. The boy’s handwriting was terrible,so that William, who did all things well,got into a fever of impatience.

The elder brother was becoming quite classy. In London, he found that he could associate with men far above his Bestwood friends in station.Some of the
 clerks in the office had studied law,and were more or less going through a kind of apprenticeship.

William always made friends among men wherever he went, he was so jolly. Therefore he was soon visiting and staying in houses of men who, in Bestwood, would have looked down on him. He was, indeed, rather surprised at the ease with which he became a gentleman.

His mother was glad he seemed so pleased, but still quite anxious for him. She could feel him losing himself. He had danced and gone to the theatre,boated on the river, been out with friends;and she knew he sat up afterwards in his cold bedroom grinding away at Latin,because he intended to get on in his office, and in the law as much as he could. He never sent his mother any money now.It was all taken, the little he had, for his own life. And she did not want any, except sometimes, when she was in a tight corner, and when ten shillings would have saved her much worry. She still dreamed of William, and of what he would do, with herself behind him.

Also he talked a good deal now of a girl he had met at a dance, a handsome dark-haired young lady, after whom the men were running after.


“I wonder if you would run, my boy,”his mother wrote to him,“unless you saw all the other men chasing her too. But be careful,and see how you feel when you find yourself alone, and in triumph.”

William resented these things,and continued the chase. He had taken the girl on the river.“If you saw her, Mother, you would know how I feel. Tall and elegant, with the clearest of clear, transparent olive complexion, hair as black as jet, and such grey eyes—bright, mocking, like lights on water at night.”

And, as she stood over the washing-tub, the mother brooded over her son. She saw him saddled with an elegant and expensive wife, earning little money, dragging along and getting forced into some small, ugly house in a suburb.

Presently, Paul was to call upon Thomas Jordan, Manufacturer of Surgical Appliances, at 21, Spaniel Row, Nottingham.

Mrs. Morel was all joy.“There, you see!”she cried, her eyes shining.“You’ve only written four letters,and the third is answered. You’re lucky, my boy, as I always said you were.”

Paul looked at the picture of a wooden leg, adorned with elastic stockings and other appliances,
 that figured on Mr. Jordan’s note, and he felt alarmed. He had not known that elastic stockings existed.

Mother and son set off together one Tuesday morning. The sixteen slow miles of railway journey passed. The mother and son walked down Station Street, feeling the excitement of lovers having an adventure together. They had plenty of time, so they did not hurry. The town was strange and delightful to them. But the boy was tied up inside in a knot of apprehension. He dreaded the interview with Thomas Jordan. Mother and son went cautiously, looking everywhere for“Thomas Jordan and Son”.It was like hunting in some wild place.

Finally, they arrived. Mrs. Morel went first, her son followed her. She pushed open the door,and stood in pleasant surprise.

“Can I see Mr. Jordan?”she asked one of the clerks.

“I’ll fetch him,”answered the young man.

Then a little man with short legs and a red face came into the room.

“Good-morning!”he said, hesitating before Mrs. Morel,in doubt as to whether she were a cus-
 tomer or not.

“Good morning. I came with my son, Paul Morel. You asked him to call this morning.”

“Come this way,”said Mr. Jordan, in a rather short way,intending to sound business-like.

“Sit down!”said Mr. Jordan,irritably pointing Mrs. Morel to a chair. She sat on the edge in an uncertain fashion.

“Did you write this letter?”he snapped, thrusting what Paul recognized as his own note in front of him.

“Yes,”he answered.

At that moment he was occupied in two ways: first,in feeling guilty for telling a lie, since William had composed the letter; second, in wondering why his letter seemed so strange and different,in the fat, red hand of the man, from what it had been when it lay on the kitchen table. He resented the way the man held it.

“Where did you learn to write?”said the old man crossly.

Paul merely looked at him in shame,and did not answer.

“He IS a bad writer,”put in Mrs. Morel apolo-
 getically.

Then she pushed up her veil. Paul hated her for not being prouder with this common little man, and he loved her face clear of the veil.

“And you say you know French?”inquired the little man, still sharply.

“His godfather gave him lessons,”said Mrs. Morel, half pleading and rather distant.

Mr. Jordan hesitated. Then, in his irritable manner—he always seemed to keep his hands ready for action—he pulled another sheet of paper from his pocket, unfolded it. The paper made a crackling noise.

He handed it to Paul.

“Read that,”he said.

It was a note in French, in foreign handwriting that the boy could not read. He stared blankly at the paper.

“Mister,”he began; then he looked in great confusion at Mr. Jordan.“It’s the... it’s the...”He wanted to say“handwriting”, but his wits would no longer work even sufficiently to supply him with the word. Feeling like an utter fool, and hating Mr.Jordan, he turned desperately to the paper again.


He hated the little man, who made such a fool of him. Mr. Jordan looked at the pale, stupid, defiant boy, then at the mother, who sat quiet and with that peculiar shut-off look of the poor who have to depend on the favor of others.

“And when could he come?”he asked.

“Well,”said Mrs. Morel,“as soon as you wish. He has finished school now.”

“He would live in Bestwood?”

“Yes; but he could be in at the station at quarter to eight.”

“H’m! H’m!”

It ended with Paul being offered a junior clerk at eight shillings a week. He followed his mother down the stairs. She looked at him with her bright blue eyes full of love and joy.

“I think you’ll like it,”she said.

“I couldn’t read the writing.”

“Never mind, my boy. I’m sure he’ll be all right, and you won’t see much of him. Wasn’t that first young fellow nice?I’m sure you’ll like them.”

“But wasn’t Mr.Jordan common, Mother?Does he own it all?”

“I suppose he was a workman who has got on,”
 she said.

On the Monday morning the boy got up at six to start work. His mother packed his dinner in a small, shut-up basket,and he set off at a quarter to seven to catch the 7:15 train. Mrs. Morel came to the entryend to see him off. It was a perfect morning. From the ash tree the slender green fruits that the children call“pigeons”were twinkling gaily down on a little breeze,into the front gardens of the houses.

“Good-morning, Mother,”he said, smiling, but feeling very unhappy.

“Good-morning,”she replied cheerfully.

She stood in her white apron on the open road, watching him as he crossed the field. He had a small, compact body that looked full of life.She felt,as she saw him trudging over the field, that where he determined to go he would get. She thought of William. He was away in London, doing well. Paul would be working in Nottingham.

Now she had two sons in the world. She could think of two places, great centers of industry, and feel that she had put a man into each of them, knowing that these men would work out what SHE wanted; they were derived from her, they were of her,
 and their works also would be hers. All the morning long she thought of Paul.

At eight o’clock he climbed the dismal stairs of Jordan’s Surgical Appliance Factory, and stood helplessly against the first great parcel-rack, waiting for somebody to pick him up. The place was still not awake. Over the counters were great dust sheets.

Only two men had arrived, and were heard talking in a corner as they took off their coats and rolled up their sleeves. He waited and waited. Then the young fellow came striding importantly down to his counter. He spied Paul.

“Hello!”he said.“You the new lad?”

“Yes,”said Paul.

“H’m!What’s your name?”

“Paul Morel.”

“Paul Morel? All right, you come on round here.”

Paul was led round to a very dark corner.

“This is your corner,”said the clerk.“You’ll work here under Pappleworth. He’s your boss, but he’s not come yet. He doesn’t get here till half-past eight. So you can fetch the letters, if you like, down there.”The young man pointed to the old clerk in the
 office.

“All right,”said Paul.

So Paul went to fetch his letters,and returned to his dark place, where the counter made an angle, where the great parcel-rack came to an end, and where there were three doors in the corner. He sat on a high stool and read the letters—those whose handwriting was not too difficult.

They ran as follows:

“Will you please send me at once a pair of lady’s silk spiral thigh-hose, without feet,such as I had from you last year; length, thigh to knee,etc.”Or,“Major Chamberlain wishes to repeat his previous order for a silk non-elastic bandage.”

Mr. Pappleworth arrived at about twenty to nine, when all the other men were at work. He was about thirty-six years old. There was something rather smart, rather cute and shrewd, and something warm, and something slightly contemptible about him.

“You my new lad?”he said.

Paul stood up and said he was.

“Fetched the letters?”

“Yes.”


“Copied them?”

“No.”

“Well, come on, then. Now look here. You want to copy these letters in here.”

Mr. Pappleworth disappeared. Paul rather liked copying the letters,but he wrote slowly, laboriously, and exceedingly badly.

The day was very long. All morning, the other employees were coming to speak to Mr. Pappleworth.Paul spent the day writing or learning to make up parcels. Finally,at the end of the day, he took his dinner-basket and ran to the station to catch the eight-twenty train. The day in the factory was twelve hours long.

His mother sat waiting for him rather anxiously. He had to walk from Keston, so was not home until about twenty past nine. And he left the house before seven in the morning. Mrs. Morel was rather anxious about his health. But she herself had had to put up with so much that she expected her children to take the same odds. And Paul stayed at Jordan’s, although all the time he was there, his health suffered from the darkness and lack of air and the long hours.

He came in pale and tired. His mother looked at
 him. She saw he was rather pleased,and her anxiety all went away.

“Well, how was it?”she asked.

“Ever so funny, Mother,”he replied.“You don’t have to work a bit hard, and they’re nice with you.”

“And did you get on all right?”

“Yes, they only say my writing’s bad. But Mr. Pappleworth he’s my man—said to Mr. Jordan I should be all right.”

Next day his mother gave him a dish that could be heated up. He took it into the pleasant, clean room to one of the worker girls, Polly,a friendly girl near his age. And very soon it grew to be an established custom that he should have dinner with her. When he came in at eight in the morning he took his basket to her,and when he came down at one o’clock she had his dinner ready. Though naturally rather quiet, he would sit and chatter with her for hours telling her about his home.

The girls all liked to hear him talk. They often gathered in a little circle while he sat on a bench,and held forth to them, laughing.Some of them regarded him as a curious little creature, so serious, yet so
 bright and jolly, and always so delicate in his way with them. They all liked him, and he adored them. So the time went along happily enough. The factory had the feeling of home. No one was rushed or driven.

注释

reckless['rekləs]adj.不计后果的

rattle['rætl]n.嘎嘎声,快速、连续不断的短促敲击声。

threshold['ɵreʃhəuld]n.门槛

Good gracious me!感叹语,相当于“天啊”,“上帝啊”。

commotion[kə'məuʃən]n.骚动,暴乱

hedge[hedʒ]n.树篱,障碍物

trudge[trʌdʒ]v.跋涉

clean-blooded['kliːn'blʌdid]adj.身体好的

dismal['dizməl]adj.阴沉的,凄凉的

motionless['məuʃənlis]adj.不动的,静止的

brood[bruːd]v.沉思

They almost regretted—though none of them would have owned such cruelty—that their father was soon coming back.破折号中间的部分是插入语部分,原句的顺序为they almost regretted that their father was soon coming back,though none of them would have owned such cruelty。

cruelty['kruəlti]n.残忍,残酷

self-consciousness['self'kɔnʃəsnis]n.自我意识,自我感觉

truthfully['truːɵfuli]adv.诚实地,真实地

humiliation[hjuː̩mili'eiʃən]n.羞辱,蒙耻

anguish['æŋցwiʃ]n.痛苦,苦恼


admirable['ædmərəbl]adj.令人钦佩的,值的赞美的

classy['klɑːsi]adj.(尤指风度、举止、仪表等)上等的,优等的

apprenticeship[ə'prentisʃip]n.学徒的身份

boat[bəut]v.划船。名词boat原封不动地转换为动词使用,既生动形象,又简洁省力。

olive complexion橄榄色的皮肤。

olive['ɔliv]n.橄榄树,橄榄叶,橄榄色

complexion[kəm'plekʃən]n.面色,肤色

mocking['mɔkiŋ]adj.讥讽的

surgical['səːdʒikəl]adj.外科的,手术上的

adorn[ə'dɔːn]v.装饰

delightful[di'laitful]adj.令人愉快的,可喜的

apprehension[̩æpri'henʃən]n.忧虑,恐惧

business-like['biznislaik]adj.像生意人的

irritably['iritəbli]adv.性急地,暴躁地

apologetically[ə̩pɔlə'dʒetikəli]adv.道歉地

pleading['pliːdiŋ]adj.恳求的

crackling['krækliŋ]adj.发出细碎的、连续的爆裂声的

twinkle['twiŋkl]v.闪烁,闪耀

gaily['ցeili]adv.欢乐地

spiral['spaiərəl]adj.罗纹的

thigh-hose n.到大腿的长筒袜

non-elastic[̩nɔni'læstik]adj.无弹性的

shrewd[ʃruːd]adj.精明的

contemptible[kən'temptəbl]adj.可鄙的

hold forth滔滔地说,提供


CHAPTER 6 Death in the Family

Old Morel’s body, which had been beautiful in movement and in being, shrank, did not seem to ripen with the years, but to get mean and rather despicable. There came over him a look of meanness. Moreover, Morel’s manners got worse and worse, his habits somewhat disgusting. When the children were growing up and in the crucial stage of adolescence, the father was like some ugly annoyance to their souls. His manners in the house were the same as he used among the other miners down pit.

As it was, the battle now went on nearly all between father and children, he persisting in his dirty and disgusting ways, just to assert his independence. They hated him.

Arthur, the youngest and the only child who had once adored his father, now hated him with the greatest passion. He grew to become so irritated with his father that when he won a scholarship for the Grammar School in Nottingham, his mother decided to let him live in town, with one of her sisters, and only come home on the weekends.

Annie was still a junior teacher in the Board
 School,earning about four shillings a week. But soon she would have fifteen shillings,since she had passed her examination, and there would be financial peace in the house.

Mrs. Morel clung now to Paul. He was quiet and not brilliant. But still he stuck to his painting, and still he stuck to his mother. Everything he did was for her. She waited for his coming home in the evening, and then she unburdened herself of all she had pondered, or of all that had occurred to her during the day. He sat and listened with his earnestness. The two shared lives.

William was engaged now to his dark-haired beauty, and had bought her an engagement ring that cost nearly ten pounds. The children gasped at such a fabulous price.

He wanted to bring the girl home. Mrs. Morel said she should come at the Christmas. This time William arrived with a lady, but with no presents. Mrs. Morel had prepared supper. Hearing footsteps, she rose and went to the door. William entered.

“Hello, Mother!”He kissed her hastily, then stood aside to present a tall, handsome girl, who was wearing a costume of fine black-and-white check,and
 furs.

“Here’s Gyp!”

Miss Western held out her hand and showed her teeth in a small smile.

“Oh, how do you do, Mrs. Morel!”she exclaimed.

“Iam afraid you will be hungry,”said Mrs. Morel.

“Oh no, we had dinner in the train. Have you got my gloves, Chubby?”

William Morel,big and raw-boned,looked at her quickly.

“How should I?”he said.

“Then I’ve lost them. Don’t be cross with me.”

A frown went over his face, but he said nothing. She glanced round the kitchen. It was small and curious to her. At that moment Morel came in.

“Hello, Dad!”

“Hello, my son!”

The two shook hands,and William presented the lady.

She gave the same smile that showed her teeth.

“How do you do, Mr. Morel?”

“I’m very well,and I hope so are you. You must
 make yourself very welcome.”

“Oh, thank you,”she replied, rather amused.

“You will like to go upstairs,”said Mrs. Morel.

“If you don’t mind; but not if it is any trouble to you.”

“It is no trouble. Annie will take you. Walter, carry up this box.”

“And don’t be an hour dressing yourself up,”said William to his love.

Annie took a brass candlestick, and, too shy almost to speak, preceded the young lady to the front bedroom, which Mr. and Mrs. Morel had left for her. It, too, was small and cold by candlelight. Annie played the part of maid, then went downstairs for hot water.

After half an hour Miss Western came down, having put on a purple dress, very fine for the miner family’s kitchen.

“I told you you’d no need to change,”said William to her.

“Oh, Chubby!”Then she turned with that sweetish smile to Mrs. Morel.“Don’t you think he’s always grumbling, Mrs. Morel?”

“Is he?”said Mrs. Morel.“That’s not very nice
 of him.”

“Fetch me a handkerchief, Chubby dear!”she said, putting up her mouth to him, and using the same intimate tone as if they were alone; which made the rest of the family feel as if they ought not to be present. The young lady evidently did not realize them as people: they were creatures to her for the present. William looked embarrassed.

“I’ll go,”said Annie.

Miss Western took no notice, as if a servant had spoken. But when the girl came downstairs again with the handkerchief, she said“Oh, thank you!”in a gracious way.

Late in the evening, Miss Western shook hands all round, to everybody’s discomfort, and took her departure, preceded by William. In five minutes he was downstairs again. His heart was rather sore; he did not know why. He talked very little till everybody had gone to bed, but himself and his mother.

“Well, Mother?”he said hesitatingly.

“Well, my son?”

She sat in the rocking-chair, feeling somehow hurt and humiliated, for his sake.

“Do you like her?”


“Yes,”came the slow answer.

“She’s shy yet, Mother. She’s not used to it. It’s different from her aunt’s house, you know.”

“Of course it is, my boy; and she must find it difficult.”

“She does.”Then he frowned swiftly.

“You know, she’s not like you, Mother. She’s not serious,and she can’t think.”

“She’s young, my boy.”

“Yes;and she’s had no sort of show. Her mother died when she was a child. Since then she’s lived with her aunt, whom she can’t bear. She’s had no love.”

“No! Well, you must make up to her.”

“And so—you have to forgive her for a lot of things.”

“W H A T do you have to forgive her for, my boy?”

“I don’t know. When she seems shallow, you have to remember she’s never had anybody to bring her deeper side out. And she’s FEARFU LL Y fond of me.”

“Anybody can see that.”

“But you know, Mother... she’s... she’s dif-
 ferent from us. Those sorts of people, like those she lives amongst, they don’t seem to have the same principles.”

“You mustn’t judge too hastily,”said Mrs. Morel.

But he seemed uneasy within himself.

Then next morning, William’s love did not come down for quite some time, to the family’s surprise.

“Was she REA LL Y getting up when she said she was?”William asked of Annie.

“Yes, she was,”replied Annie.

He waited a while, then went to the stairs again.

“Please come down, my dear,”he called.

“Thank you, Chubby dear! I’ll be down shortly,”came the laughing voice, far away.

The family had breakfasted, all but William. The family expected, after that time of preparation, something like magic. At last she came, looking very nice in a blouse and skirt.

“Have you REA L LY been all this time getting ready?”he asked.

“Chubby, dear! That question is not permitted, is it, Mrs. Morel?”

She played the grand lady at first. When she
 went with William to chapel in her furs and London—made costume, Paul and Arthur and Annie expected everybody to bow to the ground in admiration. And yet she was not so grand. For a year now she had been a sort of secretary or clerk in a London office. But while she was with the Morels she was a queen.

William always wanted Paul or Annie to go along with them on their walks.It was so much more interesting. And Paul really DID admire“Gipsy.”On the second day, when Lily said:“Oh, Annie, do you know where I left my hat?”William replied:

“You know it is in your bedroom. Why do you ask Annie?”

And Lily went upstairs with a cross, shut mouth.But it angered the young man that she made a servant of his sister.

At Easter he came over alone. And then he discussed his sweetheart endlessly with his mother.

“You know, Mother, when I’m away from her I don’t care for her a bit.I shouldn’t care if I never saw her again. But, then, when I’m with her in the evenings I am awfully fond of her.”

“It’s a queer sort of love to marry on,”said Mrs.
 Morel,“if she holds you no more than that!”

“It IS funny!”he exclaimed.It worried and perplexed him.“But yet—there’s so much between us now I couldn’t give her up.”

“You know best,”said Mrs. Morel.“But if it is as you say, I wouldn’t call it LOVE at any rate, it doesn’t look much like it.”

“Oh, I don’t know, Mother. She’s an orphan, and...”They never came to any sort of conclusion. He seemed puzzled and rather fretted.She was rather reserved. All his strength and money went in keeping this girl. He could scarcely afford to take his mother to Nottingham when he came over.

Paul’s wages had been raised at Christmas to ten shillings, to his great joy. He was quite happy at Jordan’s, but his health suffered from the long hours and the confinement. His mother, to whom he became more and more significant, thought how to help. His half-day holiday was on Monday afternoon. On a Monday morning in May,as the two sat alone at breakfast, Mrs. Morel said:

“I think it will be a fine day.”

He looked up in surprise. This meant something.


“You know Mr. Leivers has gone to live on a new farm. Well, he asked me last week if I wouldn’t go and see Mrs. Leivers,and I promised to bring you on Monday if it’s fine. Shall we go?”

“I say, little woman, how lovely!”he cried.

The following Monday, mother and son set off for the Leivers new home. They were met by a girl, about fourteen years old, with a rosy dark face and a bunch of short black curls. She was shy and questioning, a little resentful of strangers, and disappeared without a word. In a minute, another figure appeared, a small,frail woman, rosy, with great dark brown eyes.

“Oh!”she exclaimed,smiling with a little glow,“you’ve come, then. I A M glad to see you.”Her voice was intimate and rather sad.

The two women shook hands.

“Now are you sure we’re not a bother to you?”said Mrs. Morel.“I know what a farming life is.”

“Oh no! We’re only too thankful to see a new face;it’s so lost up here.”

“I suppose so,”said Mrs. Morel.

While the women chatted on together,Paul went out to survey the land. He was in the garden when
 the girl came out quickly to the heap of coal which stood by the fence.

“I suppose these are cabbage-roses?”he said to her, pointing to the bushes along the fence.

She looked at him with startled,big brown eyes.

“I suppose they are cabbage-roses when they come out.”he said.

“I don’t know,”she faltered.“They’re white with pink middles.”

“Then they’re maiden-blush.”

Miriam flushed. She had a beautiful warm coloring.

“I don’t know,”she said.

“You don’t have M UCH in your garden,”he said.

“This is our first year here,”she answered,in a distant, rather superior way, drawing back and going indoors.

When Paul returned to his mother and Mrs. Leivers, Mr. Leivers and Edgar, the eldest son, were in the kitchen. Edgar was about eighteen. Then Geoffrey and Maurice, big lads of twelve and thirteen, were in from school. Mr. Leivers was a goodlooking man in the prime of life, with a golden-brown
 moustache, and blue eyes screwed up against the weather. The boys were cold, but Paul scarcely observed it.

He took the great bunch of flowers he had collected in the fields. Mr. and Mrs. Leivers walked down the fields with them on their return. The hills were golden with evening.It was everywhere perfectly still, save for the rustling of leaves and birds.

“It is a beautiful place,”said Mrs. Morel.

“Yes,”answered Mr. Leivers;“it’s a nice little place,if only it weren’t for the rabbits. The pasture’s bitten down to nothing.”

Soon after, Mrs. Morel and Paul left, quite pleased with the farm.

“Wasn’t it lovely, Mother?”he said quietly.

A thin moon was coming out. His heart was full of happiness till it hurt. His mother had to chatter, because she, too, wanted to cry with happiness.

“Now WOULDN’T I help that man!”she said.“WOULDN’T I see to the chickens and the young stock? And I’D learn to milk,and I’D talk with him, and I’D plan with him. My word, if I were his wife, the farm would be run, I know!But there,she hasn’t the strength—she simply hasn’t the strength. She
 ought never to have been burdened like it, you know. I’m sorry for her, and I’m sorry for him too. My word,if I’D had him,I shouldn’t have thought him a bad husband!Not that she does either;and she’s very lovable.”

William came home again with his sweetheart during the next short holiday. He had one week of his holidays then. It was beautiful weather. As a rule, William and Lily and Paul went out in the morning together for a walk. William did not talk to his beloved much,except to tell her things from his boyhood. Paul talked endlessly to both of them.

William was now a big fellow of twenty-three, though much thinner now. During their visit, William was often irritable.

“Oh, would you mind,”Lily said to Annie,“washing these two blouses for me, and these things?”

And Annie stood washing when William and Lily went out the next morning. Mrs. Morel was furious. And sometimes the young man, catching a glimpse of his sweetheart’s attitude towards his sister, hated Lily.

He spoke very little to her.She could understand
 nothing but lovemaking and chatter. He was accustomed to having all his thoughts sifted through his mother’s mind;so, when he wanted companionship, and was asked in reply to be the chatty lover, he hated his love. He was pale,and his rugged face, that used to be so perfectly careless and laughing, was stamped with conflict and despair.

“But I can’t give her up now;it’s gone too far,”he said.“And, besides, for SOM E things I couldn’t do without her.”

“My boy, remember you’re taking your life in your hands,”said Mrs. Morel.“NO T HING is as bad as a marriage that’s a hopeless failure. Mine was bad enough, God knows, and ought to teach you something.”

“I couldn’t give her up now,”he said, with a look of despair.

“Well,”she said,“remember there are worse wrongs than breaking off an engagement.”

“I can’t give her up NOW,”he said.

When they were going away, Mrs. Morel accompanied them as far as Nottingham. It was a long way to Keston station.

“You know, Mother,”he said to her,“Gyp’s
 shallow. Nothing goes deep with her.”

“William, I WISH you wouldn’t say these things,”said Mrs. Morel, very uncomfortable for the girl who walked beside her.

“But it doesn’t, Mother.She’s very much in love with me now, but if I died she’d have forgotten me in three months.”

Mrs. Morel was afraid. Her heart beat furiously, hearing the quiet bitterness of her son’s last speech.

“How do you know?”she replied.“You DON’T know, and therefore you’ve no right to say such a thing.”

“He’s always saying these things!”cried the girl.

“In three months after I was buried you’d have somebody else,and I should be forgotten,”he said.

Mrs. Morel saw them into the train in Nottingham, then she returned home.

“There’s one comfort,”she said to Paul,“he’ll never have any money to marry on, that I A M sure of. And so she’ll save him that way.”

Matters were not yet very desperate, she believed. She firmly believed William would never mar-
 ry his Gipsy.She waited,and she kept Paul near her.

All summer long William’s letters had a feverish tone; he seemed unnatural and intense. Sometimes he was exaggeratedly jolly, but usually he was flat and bitter in his letter.

“Ah,”his mother said,“I’m afraid he’s ruining himself against that creature, who isn’t worthy of his love... no, no more than a rag doll.”

He wanted to come home. The midsummer holiday was gone;it was a long while to Christmas. He wrote in wild excitement, saying he could come for Saturday and Sunday at Goose Fair, the first week in October.

“You are not well, my boy,”said his mother, when she saw him.She was almost in tears at having him to herself again.

“No, I’ve not been well,”he said.“I’ve seemed to have a dragging cold all the last month,but it’s going, I think.”He looked thinner than ever,and there was a worried look in his eyes.

“You are doing too much,”said his mother.

He was doing extra work, trying to make some money to marry on, he said. He only talked about his love to his mother once on the Saturday night; then
 he was sad and tender about his beloved.

“And yet, you know, mother, for all that, if I died she’d be broken-hearted for two months, and then she’d start to forget me. You’d see, she’d never come home here to look at my grave,not even once.”

“Why, William,”said his mother,“you’re not going to die, so why talk about it?”

“But whether or not...”he replied.

“And she can’t help it. She is like that, and if you choose her—well, you can’t grumble,”said his mother.

On the Sunday morning, as he was putting his collar on, he said:

“Look what a rash my collar’s made under my chin!”

Just at the junction of chin and throat was a red

irritation.

“It ought not to do that,”said his mother.“Here, put a bit of this soothing medicine on. You should wear different collars.”

He went away on Sunday at midnight, seeming better and more solid from his two days at home. On Tuesday morning came a telegram from London that he was ill.


Mrs. Morel hurried to the train station. The journey was three hours. She sat in her corner never moving. It was six o’clock when she arrived at William’s lodging.

“How is he?”she asked.

“No better,”said the landlady.

She followed the woman upstairs. William lay on the bed, with bloodshot eyes, his face rather discolored. The clothes were tossed about, there was no fire in the room, and a glass of milk stood on the stand at his bedside. No one had been with him.

“Why, my son!”said the mother bravely.

He did not answer. He looked at her, but did not see her.

“How long has he been like this?”the mother asked the landlady.

“He got home at six o’clock on Monday morning,and he seemed to sleep all day; then in the night we heard him talking, and this morning he asked for you. So I wired,and we fetched the doctor.”

Mrs. Morel tried to soothe her son, to keep him still. The doctor came. It was pneumonia, and, he said,a peculiar infection, which had started under the chin where the collar had irritated his skin, and was
 spreading over the face. He hoped it would not get to the brain. Mrs. Morel settled down to nurse. She prayed for William, prayed that he would recognize her. But the young man’s face grew more discolored. In the night she struggled with him. At two o’clock, in terrible pain, he died.

At six o’clock, she laid him out; then she went round the dreary London village to the registrar and the doctor.

At nine o’clock to the cottage came another wire:

“William died last night. Let Father come,bring money.”

Annie, Paul, and Arthur were at home; Mr. Morel was gone to work. The three children said not a word. Annie began to cry with fear; Paul set off for his father.

Paul did not realize William was dead when he informed his father of the event; it was impossible, with such a bustle going on.

“And William is dead, and my mother’s in London,and what will she be doing?”the boy said to his father.“You’ve got to go to London.”

“When was it?”his father asked in a frightened voice


“Last night. We had a telegram from my mother.”

Morel had only once before been to London. He set off, scared and peaked, to help his wife. That was on Tuesday. The children were left alone in the house. Paul went to work, Arthur went to school, and Annie had a friend to be with her. On Saturday night,as Paul was turning the corner, coming home from Keston, he saw his mother and father. They were walking in silence in the dark. The boy waited.

“Mother!”he said,in the darkness.

Mrs. Morel’s small figure seemed not to observe him. He spoke again.

“Paul!”she said,uninterestedly.

She let him kiss her, but she seemed unaware of him.

In the house she was the same—small, white, and mute.She noticed nothing,she said nothing,only:

“William’s body will be here tonight, Walter. You’d better see about some help.”Then, turning to the children:“We’re bringing him home.”

Paul, looking at her, felt he could not breathe. The house was dead silent.


“I went to work, Mother,”he said quietly.

“Did you?”she answered, dully.

At ten o’clock Morel called:

“He’s here!”

Everyone started. There was a noise of unlocking the front door, which opened straight from the night into the room. Presently six men appeared, bowed beneath a great weight. It was Morel and his neighbors.

Soon enough, the family was alone in the parlor with the great polished box. William, when laid out, was six feet four inches long. Like a monument lay the bright brown,ponderous box holding the family’s first child. Paul thought it would never be got out of the room again. His mother was stroking the polished wood.

They buried him on Monday in the little cemetery on the hillside that looks over the fields at the big church and the houses. Mrs. Morel could not be persuaded, after this, to talk and take her old bright interest in life. She remained shut off.

All the way home in the train she had said to herself:“If only it could have been me!”When Paul came home at night he found his mother sitting, her
 day’s work done, with hands folded in her lap upon her coarse apron. She always used to have changed her dress and put on a black apron,before. Now Annie set his supper,and his mother sat looking blankly in front of her, her mouth shut tight.

Mrs. Morel no longer took an interest in the nightly conversations with Paul. Night after night he forced himself to tell her things,although she did not listen. It drove him almost insane to have her thus. At last:

“What’s the matter, Mother?”he asked.

She did not hear.

“What’s the matter?”he persisted.“Mother, what’s the matter?”

“You know what the matter is,”she said irritably, turning away.

The lad—he was sixteen years old—went to bed miserably.

He was cut off and wretched through October, November and December.

His mother tried, but she could not rouse herself. She could only brood on her dead son; he had been let to die so cruelly.

At last, on December twenty-third, Paul wan-
 dered blindly home. His mother looked at him, and her heart stood still.

“What’s the matter?”she asked.

“I feel terrible, Mother!”he replied.

She undressed him and put him to bed. He had pneumonia dangerously, the doctor said.

“Might he never have had it if I’d kept him at home, not let him go to Nottingham?”was one of the first things she asked.

“He might not have been so bad,”said the doctor.

Mrs. Morel stood condemned on her own ground.

“I should have watched the living, not the dead,”she told herself. Paul was very ill. His mother lay in bed at nights with him; they could not afford a nurse. He grew worse, and the crisis approached.

“Oh, my son—my son!”she cried.

That brought him to. He realized her. His whole will rose up and arrested him. He put his head on her breast, and took ease of her for love.

“For some things,”said his aunt,“it was a good thing Paul was ill that Christmas. I believe it saved his mother.”


Paul was in bed for seven weeks. He got up white and fragile.

That Christmas, a little present and a letter came from Lily.

“I was at a ball last night. Some delightful people were there, and I enjoyed myself thoroughly,”said the letter.“I had every dance—did not sit out one.”

Mrs. Morel never heard any more of her.

Morel and his wife were gentle with each other for some time after the death of their son. He would stare silently before getting up suddenly, hurrying out to the Three Spots, returning in his normal state. But never in his life would he go for a walk past the office where his son had worked,and he always avoided the cemetery.

注释

despicable['despikəbl]adj.可鄙的,卑劣的

adolescence[̩ædəu'lesəns]n.青春期

annoyance[ə'nɔiəns]n.烦恼,可厌之事

irritated['iriteitid]adj.恼怒的,生气的

cling to依附,依靠,坚持

unburden[̩ʌn'bəːdən]v.表白,吐露

ponder['pɔndə]v.沉思,考虑


gasp[ցɑːsp]v.喘息,气喘

hastily['heistili]adv.急速地,匆忙地

candlestick['kændlstik]n.烛台,蜡烛架

precede[pri(ː)'siːd]v.领先(于),在…之前,先于

candlelight['kændl̩lait]n.烛火,烛光

sweetish['swiːtiʃ]adj.有点甜的

discomfort[dis'kʌmfət]n.不便之处,不适

hesitatingly['heziteitiŋli]adv.支吾其词地,踌躇地

humiliated[hjuː'milieitid]adj.羞辱性的

sweetheart['swiːthɑːt]n.情人,爱人

awfully['ɔːfuli]adv.非常,很,十分

perplex[pə'pleks]v.困惑

orphan['ɔːfən]n.孤儿

confinement[kən'fainmənt]n.限制,禁闭

rosy['rəuzi]adj.蔷薇色的,玫瑰红色的

resentful[ri'zentful]adj.愤慨的,抵触的

frail[freil]adj.虚弱的,脆弱的

maiden-blush n.女儿红,一种玫瑰花

flush[flʌʃ]v.脸红

rustling['rʌsliŋ]n.瑟瑟声,沙沙声

pasture['pɑːstʃə]n.牧地,草原,牧场

lovable['lʌvəbl]adj.可爱的,惹人爱的

boyhood['bɔihud]n.少年时代

furious['fjuəriəs]adj.狂怒的,狂暴的

lovemaking['lʌv̩meikiŋ]n.调情,求爱,性交

sift[sift]v.详审

companionship[kəm'pænjənʃip]n.交谊,友谊

chatty['tʃæti]adj.饶舌的,爱讲闲话的

rug[rʌց]n.(小)地毯,垫子

furiously['fjuəriəsli]adv.狂暴地,猛烈地


feverish['fiːvəriʃ]adj.狂热的,兴奋的

exaggeratedly[iց'zædʒəreitidli]adv.夸张地

midsummer['mid̩sʌmə(r)]n.仲夏,夏至

rash[ræʃ]n.[医]皮疹

junction['dʒʌŋkʃən]n.连接,汇合处

irritation[̩iri'teiʃən]n.发炎,疼痛

soothing['suːðiŋ]adj.抚慰的,止痛的

bloodshot['blʌdʃɔt]adj.充血的,有血丝的

discolored[dis'kʌləd]adj.脱色的,苍白的

bedside['bedsaid]n.床旁

pneumonia[njuː'məuniə]n.[医]肺炎

registrar[̩redʒi'strɑː]n.登记员;挂号员;户籍员

uninterestedly[̩ʌn'intəristidli]adv.无趣的,令人厌倦的

unaware['ʌnə'wɛə]adj.不知道的,没觉察到的

mute[mjuːt]adj.无声的,沉默的

unlocking['ʌn'lɔkiŋ]n.开门

ponderous['pɔndərəs]adj.沉重的,笨重的

cemetery['semitri]n.墓地,公墓

nightly['naitli]adj.每夜的

wretched['retʃid]adj.可怜的,悲惨的

undress[̩ʌn'dres]v.脱衣服

arrest[ə'rest]v.逮捕,拘留,吸引

fragile['frædʒail]adj.易碎的,虚弱的



PART 2

CHAPTER 7 Lad-and-Girl Love

Paul had been many times up to Willey Farm during the autumn. He was friends with the two youngest boys.Edgar,the eldest, would not speak to him at first. And Miriam also refused to be approached. She was afraid he would mock her, as her own brothers did.

The girl was romantic in her soul. She felt she was something of a princess turned into a farm girl in her own imagination. And she was afraid lest this boy, who,nevertheless, looked something like a fairy tale hero, who could paint and speak French, and knew what algebra meant, and who went by train to Nottingham every day, might consider her simply as the farm girl, unable to perceive the princess beneath; so she remained distant.

Her great companion was her mother. They were both brown-eyed, and inclined to be mystical, such women as treasure religion inside them, breathe it in their nostrils,and see the whole of life in a mist thereof. So to Miriam, Christ and God made one great figure, which she loved tremblingly and pas-
 sionately.

She madly wanted her little brother of four to let her gently care for him and stifle him in her love;she went to church reverently, with bowed head, and quivered in anguish from the vulgarity of the other choir-girls and from the common-sounding voice of the minister; she fought with her brothers, whom she considered uncivilized brutes; and she held not her father in too high esteem because he did not carry any mystical ideals cherished in his heart, but only wanted to have as easy a time as he could, and his meals when he was ready for them.

She hated her position as a farm girl.She wanted to be considered. She wanted to learn, thinking that if she could read, as Paul said he could read great tragedies; the world would have a different face for her and a deepened respect.She could not be princess by wealth or standing.So she was mad to have learning to pride herself on, for she was different from other folk, and must not be scooped up among the common fry.

Miriam was her mother’s daughter.Paul fell under Mrs. Leivers’s spell; everything had a religious and intensified meaning when he was with her. His
 soul, hurt, highly developed, sought her as if for nourishment.

So it was in this atmosphere of subtle intimacy, this meeting in their common feeling for something in intensity, that love between Paul and Miriam love started. Personally, he was a long time before he realized her. For ten months he had to stay at home after his illness. For a while he went to the seaside with his mother, and was perfectly happy. But even from the seaside he wrote long letters to Mrs. Leivers about the shore and the sea. And he brought back his beloved sketches of the flat Lincoln coast,anxious for them to see. Almost they would interest the Leivers more than they interested his mother. It was not his art Mrs. Morel cared about; it was himself and his achievement.

He soon was friends with the boys, whose rudeness was only superficial. They had all, when they could trust themselves, a strange gentleness. At midsummer he worked all through hay-harvest with them,and then he loved them. The family was so cut off from the world actually. Though the lads were strong and healthy, yet they had all that over-sensitiveness and hanging-back which made them so lone-
 ly, yet also such close, delicate friends once their intimacy was won. Paul loved them dearly, and they him.

Miriam came later. But he had come into her life before she made any mark on his. One dull afternoon, when the men were on the land and the rest at school,only Miriam and her mother at home, Miriam hesitatingly invited Paul for a walk.

She always hesitated to offer or to show him anything. Men have such different standards of worth from women, and her dear things—the valuable things to her—her brothers had so often mocked.

They sat down under a tree, and for a moment, they looked into each other’s eyes,and he greatly admired her warm beauty,shown in her eyes.It was almost as if he were a flame that had lit a warmth. And gradually the intimacy with the family concentrated for Paul on three persons—the mother, Edgar, and Miriam. To the mother he went for that sympathy and that appeal which seemed to draw him out. Edgar was his very close friend. And to Miriam he more or less respected because she seemed so humble.But the girl gradually sought him out.She got so near him.It was a strange attraction. Then sometimes he hated
 her.

Her youngest brother was only five. He was a frail lad, with immense brown eyes. Often Miriam kneeled to the child and drew him to her.

“My Hubert!”she sang, in a voice heavy and filled with love.“My Hubert!”And, folding him in her arms, she swayed slightly from side to side with love, her face half lifted, her eyes half closed.

“Don’t!”exclaimed the child, uneasy.“Don’t, Miriam!”

“Yes; you love me, don’t you?”she murmured deep in her throat.

“Don’t!”repeated the child,a frown on his clear brow.

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

“What do you make such a FUSS for?”cried Paul,all in suffering because of her extreme emotion.“Why can’t you be ordinary with him?”

She let the child go,and rose,and said nothing. Her intensity, which would leave no emotion on a normal plane,irritated the youth into a frenzy. And this fearful, naked contact of her on small occasions shocked him. He was used to his mother’s reserve. And on such occasions he was thankful in his heart
 and soul that he had his mother, so sane and wholesome.

She was very much dissatisfied with her lot.

“Don’t you like being at home?”Paul asked her, surprised.

“Who would?”she answered, low and intense.“What is it?I’m all day cleaning what the boys make just as bad in five minutes. I don’t WA NT to be at home.”

“What do you want, then?”

“I want to do something. I want a chance like anybody else. Why should I, because I’m a girl, be kept at home and not allowed to be anything? What chance H A VE I?”

“Chance of what?”

“Of knowing anything—of learning, of doing anything. It’s not fair, because I’m a woman.”

She seemed very bitter. Paul wondered. In his own home Annie was almost glad to be a girl. She had not so much responsibility; things were lighter for her.She never wanted to be other than a girl.But Miriam almost fiercely wished she were a man. And yet she hated men at the same time.

“But it’s as well to be a woman as a man,”he
 said, frowning.

“Ha!Is it? Men have everything.”

“I should think women ought to be as glad to be women as men are to be men,”he answered.

“No!”she shook her head.“No!Everything the men have.”

“But what do you want?”he asked.

“I want to learn. Why SH OU LD it be that I know nothing?”

“What!Such as mathematics and French?”

“Why SHOULDN’T I know mathematics? Yes!”she cried, her eye expanding in a kind of defiance.

“Well, you can learn as much as I know,”he said.“I’ll teach you,if you like.”

She mistrusted him as a teacher.

“Would you let me?”he asked.

Her head had dropped, and she was sucking her finger broodingly.

“Yes,”she said hesitatingly.

He used to tell his mother all these things.

“I’m going to teach Miriam algebra,”he said.

“Well,”replied Mrs. Morel,“I hope she’ll get fat on it.”


He was quick and hasty. She never answered. Occasionally, when he demanded of her,“Do you see?”she looked up at him, her eyes wide with the half-laugh that comes of fear.“Don’t you?”he cried.

He had been too fast. But she said nothing. He questioned her more, then upset. It made his blood rouse to see her there, as it were, at his mercy, her mouth open, her eyes wide with laughter that was afraid,apologetic,ashamed. But things came slowly to her. He stormed at her, got ashamed, continued the lesson,and grew furious again,abusing her.She listened in silence. But,in spite of himself, his blood began to boil with her.It was strange that no one else made him in such fury. He flared against her. Once he threw the pencil in her face. There was a silence. She turned her face slightly aside.

“I didn’t...”he began,but got no farther, feeling weak in all his bones. She never reproached him or was angry with him. He was often cruelly ashamed. But still again his anger burst like a bubble; and still, when he saw her eager, silent, as it were, blind face, he felt he wanted to throw the pencil in it; and still, when he saw her hand trembling and her mouth parted with suffering, his heart was
 burned with pain for her. And because of the intensity to which she roused him, he sought her. Then he often avoided her and went with Edgar.

He was studying for his painting. He loved to sit at home, alone with his mother, at night, working and working. She sewed or read. Then, looking up from his task,he would rest his eyes for a moment on her face, that was bright with living warmth,and he returned gladly to his work. He was conscious only when stimulated. A sketch finished, he always wanted to take it to Miriam. Then he was stimulated into knowledge of the work he had produced unconsciously.

In contact with Miriam he gained insight; his vision went deeper. From his mother he drew the lifewarmth, the strength to produce; Miriam urged this warmth into intensity like a white light.

When he returned to the factory the conditions of work were better. He had Wednesday afternoon off to go to the Art School—Miss Jordan’s provision—returning in the evening. Then the factory closed at six instead of eight on Thursday and Friday evenings. When he was nineteen, he was earning only twenty shillings a week, but he was happy. His painting
 went well,and life went well enough.

That there was any love growing between him and Miriam neither of them would have acknowledged. He thought he was too sane for such sentimentality, and she thought herself too lofty. They both were late in coming to maturity, and psychical ripeness was much behind even the physical.

Miriam had an elder sister, Agatha, who was a schoolteacher. Between the two girls was an ongoing quarrel. Miriam considered Agatha worldly. And she wanted herself to be a schoolteacher.

One Saturday afternoon Agatha and Miriam were upstairs dressing. The two sisters did not talk much to each other. Agatha, who was fair and small and determined, had rebelled against the home atmosphere,against the religious intensity of their mother. She was out in the world now,in a fair way to be independent. And she insisted on worldly values, on appearance, on manners, on position, which Miriam would happily have ignored. Paul was coming later in the afternoon for a visit, which the sisters looked forward to eagerly. During the visit, Miriam was shocked to discover how envious she became when seeing her sister together with Paul.


She searched earnestly in herself to see if she wanted Paul Morel.

She felt there would be some disgrace in it. Full of twisted feeling, she was afraid she did want him. She stood self-convicted. Then came an agony of new shame. She shrank within herself in a coil of torture. Did she want Paul Morel, and did he know she wanted him? How could it be wrong to love him? Love was God’s gift. And yet it caused her shame. That was because of him, Paul Morel. But, then, it was not his affair, it was her own, between herself and God.

Miriam discontinued her practice of going each Thursday evening to the library with Paul. After calling for Paul regularly during the whole spring, a number of trifling incidents and tiny insults from his family awakened her to their attitude towards her, and she decided to go no more. So she announced to Paul one evening she would not call at his house again for him on Thursday nights.

“Why?”he asked, very short.

“Nothing. Only I’d rather not.”

“Very well.”

“But,”she faltered,“if you’d care to meet me,
 we could still go together.”

“Meet you where?”

“Somewhere—where you like.”

“I won’t meet you anywhere. I don’t see why you shouldn’t keep calling for me.But if you won’t,I don’t want to meet you.”

So the Thursday evenings which had been so precious to her, and to him, were dropped. He worked instead. Mrs. Morel sniffed with satisfaction at this arrangement.

He would not have it that they were lovers. The intimacy between them had been kept so abstract, such a matter of the soul, all thought and weary struggle into consciousness, that he saw it only as a friendship. He stoutly denied there was anything else between them. Miriam was silent, or else she very quietly agreed. He was a fool who did not know what was happening to himself.

“We aren’t lovers, we are friends,”he said to her. Paul insisted on everybody’s accepting his friendship with the girl, and Mrs. Morel was too wise to have any open rupture.

It was not till he was twenty years old that the family could ever afford to go away for a holiday.
 Mrs. Morel had never been away for a holiday, except to see her sister, since she had been married. Now at last Paul had saved enough money, and they were all going.

There was to be a party: some of Annie’s friends, one friend of Paul’s, a young man in the same office where William had previously been, and Miriam. Paul was wild with joy for his mother’s sake. She would have a real holiday now. There was wild rejoicing and anticipation.

They were to go on Saturday morning by the seven o’clock train. Paul suggested that Miriam should sleep at his house, because it was so far for her to walk. She came down for supper. Everybody was so excited that even Miriam was accepted with warmth. But almost as soon as she entered the feeling in the family became close and tight.

During the two-week holiday, Paul often went with his mother across the fields to the village and the sea. On the whole he stuck to her as if he were H ER man.

Miriam did not get much of him, except, perhaps, when all the others went to the seaside for swimming.


One evening he and she went up the great sweeping shore of sand. The long breakers plunged and ran in a hiss of foam along the coast. It was a warm evening. They walked in silence. Everything grew very intense. Suddenly he started. The whole of his blood seemed to burst into flame, and he could scarcely breathe. An enormous orange moon was staring at them. He stood still, looking at it.

“Ah!”cried Miriam, when she saw it.

His heart beat heavily, the muscles of his arms contracted.

“What is it?”murmured Miriam, waiting for him. He turned and looked at her. She stood beside him, for ever in shadow. She was slightly afraid—deeply moved and religious. That was her best state. He was impotent against it. His blood was concentrated like a flame in his chest.

He did not know himself what was the matter. He was naturally so young,and their intimacy was so abstract, he did not know he wanted to crush her on to his breast to ease the ache there.

He was afraid of her. The fact that he might want her as a man wants a woman had in him been suppressed into a shame. And now this“purity”pre-
 vented even their first love-kiss.It was as if she could scarcely stand the shock of physical love,even a passionate kiss,and then he was too shrinking and sensitive to give it. He hated her, for she seemed in some way to make him despise himself. Looking ahead, he saw the one light in the darkness,the window of their lamp-lit cottage.

He loved to think of his mother, and the other jolly people.

“Well, everybody else has been in long ago!”said his mother as they entered.

“What does that matter!”he cried irritably.“I can go a walk if I like, can’t I?”

“And I should have thought you could get in to supper with the rest,”said Mrs. Morel.

“I shall please myself,”he retorted.“It’s not L A TE. I shall do as I like.”

“Very well,”said his mother cuttingly,“then DO as you like.”

And she took no further notice of him that evening. Which he pretended neither to notice nor to care about, but sat reading. Miriam read also, forgetting the rest of the party. Mrs. Morel hated her for making her son like this.She watched Paul grow-
 ing irritable. For this she put the blame on Miriam.

Annie and all her friends joined against the girl. Miriam had no friend of her own, only Paul. But she did not suffer so much,because she despised the triviality of these other people.

And Paul hated her because, somehow, she spoiled his ease and naturalness. And he suffered himself with a feeling of humiliation.

注释

algebra['ældʒibrə]n.代数学

mystical['mistikəl]adj.神秘的,奥秘的

nostril['nɔstril]n.鼻孔

thereof[ðɛər'ɔv]adv.在其中

tremblingly['trembliŋli]adv.颤抖地,发抖地

stifle['staifəl]v.窒息

reverently['revərəntli]adv.虔诚地

vulgarity[vʌl'ցæriti]n.粗俗

choir['kwaiə]n.唱诗班

uncivilized[̩ʌn'sivilaizd]adj.不文明的,无文化的

brute[bruːt]n.粗人

esteem[i'stiːm]n.尊敬,尊重

cherish['tʃeriʃ]v.珍爱

deepen['diːpən]v.加深,深化

pride oneself on sth.以某事物而自豪,得意于某事物

scoop[skuːp]v.掘,挖

nourishment['nʌriʃmənt]n.食物,营养品


sensitiveness['sensitivnis]n.敏感,神经过敏

hang-back v.畏缩不前,犹豫

murmur['məːmə]v.咕哝,低语

frenzy['frenzi]n.狂暴,狂怒

sane[sein]adj.健全的

wholesome['həulsəm]adj.有益的,健康的

dissatisfied[di'sætisfaid]adj.不满意的,不高兴的

mistrust[̩mis'trʌst]v.不信任,猜疑

broodingly['bruːdiŋli]adv.沉思地

get fat on靠…过舒适生活

hasty['heisti]adj.匆忙的,草率的

apologetic[ə̩pɔlə'dʒetik]adj.道歉的,认错的

flare[flɛə]v.发脾气

reproach[ri'prəutʃ]v.责备

provision[prə'viʒən]n.供应,提供

sentimentality[̩sentimen'tæliti]n.多愁善感

lofty['lɔfti]adj.高高的,崇高的

psychical['saikikəl]adj.灵魂的,精神的

ongoing['ɔn̩ցəuiŋ]adj.正在进行的

worldly['wəːldli]adj.世故的

disgrace[dis'ցreis]n.耻辱,丢脸的人(或事)

discontinue[̩diskən'tinjuː]v.停止,中止

sniff[snif]v.发觉

consciousness['kɔnʃəsnis]n.意识,知觉

stoutly['stautli]adv.坚决地

rupture['rʌptʃə]n.决裂,敌对

breaker['breikə]n.海浪

hiss[his]n.嘶嘶作声

foam[fəum]n.泡沫,水沫

impotent['impətənt]adj.无力的,虚弱的

suppress[sə'pres]v.抑制,止住

cuttingly['kʌtiŋli]adv.尖刻地

triviality[̩trivi'æliti]n.琐事


CHAPTER 8 Strife in Love

Arthur finished his apprenticeship,and got a job on the electrical plant at Minton Pit. He earned very little, but had a good chance of getting on. But he was wild and restless, causing his mother a great deal of anxiety. He did not drink nor gamble. Yet he somehow contrived to get into endless scrapes, always through some thoughtlessness. Either he went hunting in the woods or he stayed in Nottingham all night instead of coming home.

Paul was raw and irritable during this time. He also wearied his mother very often. She saw the sunshine going out of him,and she resented it.

One morning as they were finishing breakfast the postman came with a letter. Mrs. Morel screwed up her eyes to look at the address.

“Give it here, blind eye!”exclaimed her son, snatching it away from her. She started, and almost boxed his ears.

“It’s from your son, Arthur,”he said.

“What now...!”cried Mrs. Morel.

“My dearest Mother,”Paul read,“I don’t know what made me such a fool. I want you to come and
 fetch me back from here. I came with Jack Bredon yesterday, instead of going to work, and enlisted in the army. I was a fool when I did it. I don’t want to be in the army. My dear mother, I am nothing but a trouble to you. But if you get me out of this, I promise I will have more sense and consideration...”

Mrs. Morel sat down in her rocking-chair.

“Well, NOW,”she cried,“let him stop!”

“Yes,”said Paul,“let him stop.”

“The FOOL! The young fool!”she cried.

“It may make him into a man wonderfully,”said Paul.

“A SOLDIER! A common SOLDIER! Nothing but a body that makes movements when it hears a shout!It’s a fine thing!”

“I can’t understand why it upsets you,”said Paul.

“No, perhaps you can’t. But I understand,”and she sat back in her chair, her chin in one hand, holding her elbow with the other.

“And shall you go to fetch him?”asked Paul.

“Yes.”

“It’s no good.”

“I’ll see for myself.”


She got ready and went by the first train to Derby, where she saw her son and the sergeant. It was, however, no good. Mrs. Morel fretted after her son. She knew he would not like the army. He did not. The discipline was intolerable to him.

To console his mother, Paul did not go much to Willey Farm at this time. And in the autumn exhibition of students’work in town he had two studies, a landscape in water color and a still life in oil, both of which had first prize awards. He was highly excited.

His mother was full of joy,as well. William had brought her his sporting trophies. She kept them still, and she did not forgive his death. Arthur was handsome—at least, a good specimen—and warm and generous,and probably would do well in the end. But Paul was going to distinguish himself. She had a great belief in him, the more because he was unaware of his own powers. There was so much to come out of him. Life for her was rich with promise.

One day,as he was going to town, he met Miriam. He had seen her on the Sunday,and had not expected to meet her in town. She was walking with a rather striking woman, blonde, with a sullen expression. It was strange how Miriam, in her bowed,
 meditative bearing, looked dwarfed beside this woman with the handsome shoulders. Miriam watched Paul searchingly. His gaze was on the stranger, who ignored him.

“Hello!”he said,“you didn’t tell me you were coming to town.”

“No,”replied Miriam, half apologetically.“I came this morning with father.”

He looked at her companion.

“I’ve told you about Mrs. Dawes,”said Miriam nervously.“Clara, do you know Paul?”

“I think I’ve seen him before,”replied Mrs. Dawes indifferently, as she shook hands with him. She carried her head back, as if she had drawn away in contempt, perhaps from men also.She wore a simple dress that made her look rather sack-like. She was evidently poor,and had not much taste. Miriam usually looked nice.

“Where have you seen me?”Paul asked of the woman.

She looked at him as if she would not trouble to answer. Then:

“Walking with Louie Travers,”she said.

Louie was one of the girls at Paul’s factory.


“Do you know her?”he asked.

She did not answer. He turned to Miriam.

“Where are you going?”he asked.

“To the market.”

“What train are you going home by?”

“Iam driving with father. I wish you could come too. What time are you free?”

“You know not till eight tonight, damn it!”

And directly the two women moved on.

Paul remembered that Clara Dawes was the daughter of an old friend of Mrs. Leivers. Miriam had sought her out because she had once been a worker girl at Paul’s factory, long before he began there, and because her husband, Baxter Dawes, worked at the factory, making the irons for cripple instruments, and so on. Through her, Miriam felt she got into direct contact with the factory,and could estimate better Paul’s position. But Mrs. Dawes was separated from her husband, and had taken up Women’s Rights. She was supposed to be clever. It interested Paul.

Baxter Dawes he knew and disliked. He was a man of thirty-one or thirty-two. He came occasionally through Paul’s corner—a big, well-set man,also
 striking to look at, and handsome. There was a peculiar similarity between himself and his wife. He had the same white skin, with a clear, golden color. His hair was of soft brown, his moustache was golden. And he had a similar defiance in his bearing and manner.

Clara Dawes had no children. When she had left her husband the home had been broken up, and she had gone to live with her mother. Dawes lodged with his sister. In the same house was a sister-in-law,and somehow Paul knew that this girl, Louie Travers, was now Dawes’s woman. She was a handsome and bold woman, who mocked at the youth, and yet flushed if Paul walked along to the station with her as she went home.

The next time he went to see Miriam it was Saturday evening. She had a fire in the parlor, and was waiting for him.

“What did you think of Mrs. Dawes?”she asked quietly as they sat alone together.

“She doesn’t look very amiable,”he replied.

“No, but don’t you think she’s a fine woman?”she said, in a deep tone,“Yes—in stature. But without a grain of taste.I like her for some things.IS
 she disagreeable?”

“I don’t think so. I think she’s dissatisfied.”

“What with?”

“Well—how would you like to be tied for life to a man like that?”

“Why did she marry him, then, if she was to hate him so soon?”

“Yes, why did she!”repeated Miriam bitterly.

There was a silence for some moments, while he thought of Clara.

“And what were the things you liked about her?”she asked.

“I don’t know... her skin and the texture of her... and her... I don’t know... there’s a sort of fierceness somewhere in her. I appreciate her as an artist, that’s all.”

“Yes.”

He wondered why Miriam crouched there brooding in that strange way. It irritated him.

“You don’t really like her, do you?”he asked the girl.

She looked at him with her great, dazzled dark eyes.

“I do,”she said.


“You don’t... you can’t... not really.”

“Then what?”she asked slowly.

“Oh, I don’t know... perhaps you like her because she’s got a grudge against men.”

That was more probably one of his own reasons for liking Mrs. Dawes,but this did not occur to him. They were silent.

This peculiar sad silence between them thrilled her soul. He seemed so beautiful with his eyes gone dark, and looking as if they were deep as the deepest well.

If he could have kissed her in abstract purity he would have done so.But he could not kiss her thus—and she seemed to leave no other way. And she yearned for him. They continued the reading till ten o’clock, when they went into the kitchen, and Paul was natural and jolly again with the father and mother. His eyes were dark and shining; there was a kind of fascination about him. When he left her,she often lay in anxiety, wondering if he had got home safely.

When he arrived home, his mother knew he had been with Miriam, which always greatly angered her. She said nothing to him, but he had to make her talk to him. Then she was angry with him for going so far
 with Miriam.

“Why don’t you like her, mother?”he cried in despair.

“I don’t know, my boy,”she replied miserably.“I’m sure I’ve tried to like her. I’ve tried and tried, but I can’t... I can’t!”And he felt dreary and hopeless between the two.

Spring was the worst time. He was changeable, and intense and cruel. So he decided to stay away from her. Then came the hours when he knew Miriam was expecting him. His mother watched him growing restless. He could not go on with his work. He could do nothing. It was as if something were drawing his soul out towards Willey Farm. Then he put on his hat and went, saying nothing. And his mother knew he was gone. And as soon as he was on the way he sighed with relief. And when he was with her he was cruel again.

One day in March he lay under a tree, with Miriam sitting beside him. It was a glistening, whiteand-blue day. Paul lay on his back in the old grass, looking up. He could not bear to look at Miriam.She seemed to want him, and he resisted. He resisted all the time. He wanted now to give her passion and ten-
 derness, and he could not. He felt that she wanted the soul out of his body, and not him. All his strength and energy she drew into herself through some channel which united them.She did not want to meet him, so that there were two of them, man and woman together. She wanted to draw all of him into her. Miriam watched her lover’s mood carefully.

But he said nothing that gave him away, till the moment came to part, when he stood frowning gloomily at the gathered clouds.

“I won’t come and meet you,”he said.

“Oh, very well; it’s not very nice out,”she replied slowly.

“It’s not that... only they don’t like me to. They say I care more for you than for them. And you understand, don’t you? You know it’s only friendship.”

Miriam was astonished and hurt for him. It had cost him an effort. She left him, wanting to spare him any further humiliation. She was hurt deep down;and she despised him for being blown about by any wind of authority. And in her heart of hearts, unconsciously, she felt that he was trying to get away from her.


This she would never have acknowledged. She pitied him.

During this time Paul became an important factor in Jordan’s warehouse. Paul remained with Mr. Jordan as the manager. His wages were to be raised to thirty shillings at the year-end, if things went well.

Still on Friday nights Miriam often came down for her French lesson. Paul did not go so frequently to Willey Farm,and she grieved at the thought of her education’s coming to end; moreover, they both loved to be together,in spite of discords.

Annie, who had been teaching away, was at home again. She was still boyish; and she was engaged to be married. Like her mother,she was rather upset to see Miriam coming for visits, though she did not voice her disapproval.

Every week, Miriam wrote a diary of her inner life, in her own French, which Paul would correct each time. He had found this was the only way to get her to do compositions. And her diary was mostly a love-letter.

On one such Friday evening, he sat beside her while she watched his hand, firm and warm, rigor-
 ously scoring her work. He was reading only the French,ignoring her soul that was there. But gradually his hand forgot its work. He read in silence, motionless.She quivered, half ashamed. He remained quite still, trying to understand. He only knew she loved him. He was afraid of her love for him. It was too good for him, and he was inadequate. His own love was at fault, not hers. Ashamed, he corrected her work, humbly writing above her words.

Suddenly she looked up at him; their eyes met. Her dark eyes were naked with their love,afraid,and yearning. His eyes, too, were dark, and they hurt her. They seemed to master her.

She lost all her self-control, was exposed in fear. And he knew,before he could kiss her,he must drive something out of himself. And a touch of hate for her crept back again into his heart. He returned to her exercise, and nothing of the letter was discussed, aside from its grammatical errors.

Late in the evening, after his sending Miriam off, his mother walked in,being supported by Annie.

“Mother, what is the matter?”asked Paul anxiously.

“You don’t know how badly my mother is!”re-
 turned Annie.

“Why is she badly?”asked Paul, hurrying to them.

“Well!”said Annie.“She could scarcely get home.”

He looked closely at his mother. She looked ill.

“WH Y could you scarcely get home?”he asked her, still sharply.

She would not answer.

“I found her as white as a sheet sitting here,”said Annie, with a suggestion of tears in her voice.

“Well, WH Y?”insisted Paul. His brows were knitting, his eyes wide open with passion.

“It was enough to upset anybody,”said Mrs. Morel,“hugging those parcels... meat, and greengroceries,and a pair of curtains....”

“Well, why DID you hug them; you needn’t have done.”

“Then who would?”

“Let Annie fetch the meat.”

“Yes, and I WO ULD fetch the meat, but how was I to know. You were off with Miriam,instead of being in when my mother came.”

“And what was the matter with you?”asked
 Paul of his mother.

“I suppose it’s my heart,”she replied. Certainly she looked bluish round the mouth.

“And have you felt it before?”

“Yes—often enough.”

“Then why haven’t you told me? And why haven’t you seen a doctor?”

Mrs. Morel shifted in her chair, angry with him for his questions.

“You’d never notice anything,”said Annie.“You’re too eager to be off with Miriam.”

“Oh, am I... and any worse than you with Leonard? You haven’t married him yet.”Paul said angrily.“I was in at a quarter to ten.”

There was silence in the room for a time.

He was distressed and wretched. Seizing a paper, he began to read. Paul sat pretending to read. He knew his mother wanted to scold him. He also wanted to know what had made her ill, for he was troubled. So, instead of running away to bed, as he would have liked to do,he sat and waited. There was a tense silence. The clock ticked loudly.

Finally, after everyone had gone to bed, and he was alone with his mother, he hesitatingly began:


“Mother, I know it’s not that that matters to you, you know it’s not.”

“What is it, then... what is it, then, that matters to me?”she flashed. He knitted his brows with pain.

“You’re old, Mother,and we’re young.”

He only meant that the interests of H ER age were not the interests of his. But he realised the moment he had spoken that he had said the wrong thing.

“Yes, I know it well... I am old. And therefore I may stand aside; I have nothing more to do with you. You only want me to wait on you... the rest is for Miriam.”

He could not bear it. Instinctively he realised that he was life to her. And, after all, she was the chief thing to him, the only supreme thing.

“You know it isn’t, Mother, you know it isn’t!”

She was moved to pity by his cry.

“It looks a great deal like it,”she said, half putting aside her despair.

“No, Mother... I really DON’T love her. I talk to her, but I want to come home to you.”

“I can’t bear it. I could let another woman... but not her. She’d leave me no room, not a bit of
 room...”

And immediately he hated Miriam bitterly.

“And I’ve never... you know, Paul... I’ve never had a husband... not really...”

He stroked his mother’s hair,and his mouth was on her throat. Without knowing, he gently stroked her face.

“There,”said his mother,“now go to bed. You’ll be so tired in the morning.”

As she spoke,she heard her husband arrive. He was drunk as he walked into the kitchen, and began scolding his wife for not having prepared his dinner. Paul immediately stood up, and would have struck his father,if Mrs. Morel had not begged him not to. As she stood up to step between the two men, she fainted, falling to the floor. Paul was shocked to discover how ill,indeed, his mother had become. Morel left the room, and Paul carried his mother to the sofa, where he sat caressing her face till she was roused.

“Don’t be poorly, Mother... don’t be poorly!”he said with tears running down his cheeks.

“It’s nothing, my boy,”she murmured.

At last he rose, fetched in a large piece of coal,
 and raked the fire. Then he cleared the room, put everything straight, laid the things for breakfast,and brought his mother’s candle.

“Can you go to bed, Mother?”

“Yes, I’ll come.”

“Sleep with Annie, Mother, not with him.”

“No. I’ll sleep in my own bed.”

“Don’t sleep with him, Mother.”

“I’ll sleep in my own bed.”

She rose, and he turned out the gas, then followed her closely upstairs, carrying her candle. On the landing he kissed her close.

“Goodnight, Mother.”

“Goodnight!”she said.

He pressed his face upon the pillow in a fury of misery. And yet, somewhere in his soul, he was at peace because he still loved his mother best. It was the bitter peace of resignation.

The efforts of his father to soothe him the next day were a great humiliation to him. Everybody tried to forget the scene.

注释


contrive[kən'traiv]v.发明,设计

thoughtlessness['ɵɔːtləsnis]n.头脑发热,欠考虑

weary['wiəri]v.疲倦,厌倦,厌烦

enlist[in'list]v.征召,参军

sergeant['sɑːdʒənt]n.长官,军士

intolerable[in'tɔlərəbl]adj.无法忍受的,难耐的

console[kən'səul]v.减轻

trophy['trəufi]n.战利品,奖品

specimen['spesimin]n.范例,样本

sullen['sʌlən]adj.生闷气的,闷闷不乐的

meditative['meditətiv]adj.沉思的,冥想的

searchingly['səːtʃiŋli]adv.搜索似地

contempt[kən'tempt]n.轻视,轻蔑

similarity[̩simi'læriti]n.相似,类似处

amiable['eimjəbl]adj.亲切的,和蔼可亲的

in stature身材好,外表漂亮

disagreeable[̩disə'ցriːəbl]adj.不愉快的,不为人喜欢的

texture['tekstʃə]n.(皮肤)肌理

fierceness['fiəsnis]n.阳刚之气

crouch[krautʃ]v.蜷缩,蹲伏

dazzled['dæzld]adj.耀眼的

grudge[ցrʌdʒ]n.不给予,吝啬

yearn[jəːn]v.渴望,向往

glistening['ցlisəniŋ]adj.闪耀的

warehouse['wɛəhaus]n.商店,货栈

discord['diskɔːd]n.不一致,意见不合

boyish['bɔiiʃ]adj.像男孩的,男孩似的

disapproval[̩disə'pruːvəl]n.不赞成

rigorously['riցərəsli]adv.严厉地,残酷地

inadequate[in'ædikwit]adj.不适当的,不正确的


grammatical[ցrə'mætikəl]adj.文法的,合乎文法的

hug[hʌց]v.抱

green-grocery['ցriːn̩ցrəusəri]n.青菜

bluish['bluːiʃ]adj.带蓝色的,发紫的

instinctively[in'stiŋktivli]adv.本能地

caressing[kə'resiŋ]adj.爱抚的

rake[reik]v.掠过,用耙子耙(拢);为名词rake(煤铲)转为动词的用法。

resignation[̩reziց'neiʃən]n.听任,顺从,放弃


CHAPTER 9 Defeat of Miriam

Paul was dissatisfied with himself and with everything. The deepest of his love belonged to his mother. When he felt he had hurt her, or wounded his love for her, he could not bear it.

Now it was spring, and there was a battle between him and Miriam.

This year he had a good deal against her. She was vaguely aware of it. The old feeling that she was to be a sacrifice to this love, which she had had when she prayed, was mingled in all her emotions.

It was a grey day. Paul came into the yard with his bicycle, which glittered as he walked. She knew him well by now, and could tell from that keen-looking young body that something was happening inside him. She came downstairs nervously.

She was afraid of him. He would notice her new blouse.

He took no notice of Miriam during the visit till the rest of the family went out, and the two lovers were alone.

When they took a walk together through the garden, Miriam caressed the blooming flowers gently,
 murmuring,“Aren’t they magnificent?”

“Magnificent! It’s a bit thick... they’re pretty!”

“Why must you always be stroking things?”he said irritably.

“But I love to touch them,”she replied, hurt.

“Can you never like things without clutching them as if you wanted to pull the heart out of them?”

He scarcely knew what he was saying. These things came from him mechanically. She looked at him. His body seemed one weapon, firm and hard against her.

“You’re always begging things to love you,”he said,“as if you were a beggar for love. You don’t want to love... your eternal craving is to be loved. You aren’t positive, you’re negative.”

She was stunned by his cruelty, and did not hear. He had not the faintest notion of what he was saying. She never realised things immediately. Over everything she brooded and brooded.

“What is the matter?”she pleaded,coaxing him soothingly.

“Nothing!”

“What is it?”she pleaded softly.


“You know,”he said at length, rather wearily,“you know, we’d better break off.”

It was what she dreaded. Swiftly everything seemed to darken before her eyes.

“Why?”she murmured.“What has happened?”

“Nothing has happened. We only realise where we are. It’s no good...”

She waited in silence,sadly, patiently.It was no good being impatient with him. At any rate, he would tell her now what ailed him.“I can only give friendship...it’s all I’m capable of.”He was telling her he did not love her, and so ought to leave her a chance with another man. What were other men to her! What were other men to her at all!

“But I don’t understand,”she said quietly.

“I know,”he cried,“you never will! You’ll never believe that I can’t—I can’t love you.”

He hated her bitterly at that moment because he made her suffer.

Love her!She knew he loved her. He really belonged to her. He was stupid like a child. He belonged to her. His soul wanted her. She guessed somebody had been influencing him.

“What have they been saying at home?”she
 asked.

“It’s not that,”he answered.

And then she knew it was. She despised them for their commonness, his people. They did not know what things were really worth. He and she talked very little more that night.

He had come back to his mother. Hers was the strongest tie in his life.

It was a week before he went again to Willey Farm. Miriam had suffered a great deal, and was afraid to see him again. It was not his furies, but his quiet resolutions that she feared. Turning his face a little to one side, so that she could not see him, he began, speaking slowly and painfully:

“Do you think...if I didn’t come up so much... you might get to like somebody else... another man?”

“But I don’t know any other men,”she replied.

“Because they say I’ve no right to come up like this... without we meaning to marry...”

“Who says?”she asked, wondering if her people had anything to do with it. They had not.

“Mother...and the others. They say at this rate everybody will consider me engaged, and I ought to
 consider myself so, because it’s not fair to you. And I’ve tried to find out...and I don’t think I love you as a man ought to love his wife.”

She was angry at having this struggle. People should leave him and her alone.

“Do you think we love each other enough to marry?”he asked definitely. It made her tremble.

“No,”she answered truthfully.“I don’t think so... we’re too young.”

Now Miriam wanted to cry. And she was angry, too. He was always such a child for people to do as they liked with.

“Well, what shall we do?”she said shortly.“I suppose I’d better drop French. I was just beginning to get on with it. But I suppose I can go on alone.”

“I don’t see that we need,”he said.“I can give you a French lesson,surely.”

There was silence for a time. Soon after this conversation finished, Paul returned home. Miriam bade him goodbye coldly.

Two days later he sent her up a book and a little note, urging her to read and be busy. At this time he gave all his friendship to Edgar. He loved the family so much, he loved the farm so much;it was the dea-
 rest place on earth to him.

His home was not so lovable.It was his mother. But then he would have been just as happy with his mother anywhere. Whereas Willey Farm he loved passionately. He could not give it up.

Still, Miriam brooded over his split with her. There was something else he wanted. He could not be satisfied; he could give her no peace. There was between them now always a ground for strife.

She wanted to prove to him that his chief need in life was herself. If she could prove it, both to herself and to him, the rest might go;she could simply trust to the future.

So in May she asked him to come to Willey Farm and meet Mrs. Dawes. There was something he showed interest in. She saw him, whenever they spoke of Clara Dawes, rouse and get slightly angry. He said he did not like her. Yet he was keen to know about her.

He was rather excited at the idea of meeting Clara at Willey Farm.

Mrs. Dawes came for the day.Paul did not come till afternoon. He was early. As he swung off his bicycle, Miriam saw him look round at the house eager-
 ly.

“Hasn’t Clara come?”he asked,as Miriam came out to meet him.

“Yes,”replied Miriam in her musical tone.“She’s reading.”

“She came this morning?”he asked.

“Yes,”replied Miriam, as she walked at his side.

Clara sat leaning on the table, indifferent to Paul’s presence. He noticed her hands were large, but well kept. She did not mind if he observed her hands. She intended to scorn him.

After attempting conversation, and finding little response from the reserved guest, he excused himself to find Edgar. He rose and left them.

It was teatime when Paul returned to the house. After tea, when all the men had gone but Paul, Mrs. Leivers said to Clara:

“And you find life happier now since you’ve left Mr. Dawes?”

“Infinitely.”

“And you are satisfied?”

“So long as I can be free and independent.”

“And you don’t MISS anything in your life?”
 asked Mrs. Leivers gently.

“I’ve put all that behind me.”

Paul had been feeling uncomfortable during this discourse. He got up.

“You’ll find you’re always tumbling over the things you’ve put behind you,”he said. Then he took his departure to find Edgar. He felt he had been witty,and his manly pride was high.

Miriam came for him a little later to know if he would go with Clara and her for a walk. They set off together, Clara walking ahead, saying very little. Rather than walking, her handsome body seemed to be blundering up the hill. A hot wave went over Paul. He was curious about her. Perhaps life had been cruel to her. He forgot Miriam, who was walking beside him talking to him. She glanced at him, finding he did not answer her. His eyes were fixed ahead on Clara.

“Do you still think she is disagreeable?”she asked.

He did not notice that the question was sudden. It ran with his thoughts.

“Something’s the matter with her,”he said.

“Yes,”answered Miriam.


They found at the top of the hill a hidden wild field. The field itself was coarse, and crowded with clusters of strong flowers that had never been cut.

“Ah!”cried Miriam,and she looked at Paul. He smiled. Together they enjoyed the field of flowers. Clara, a little way off, was looking at the flowers sadly.Paul and Miriam stayed close together, talking in subdued tones.

Miriam plucked the flowers lovingly, lingering over them. Clara was still wandering about. Going towards her, he said:

“Why don’t you get some?”

“I don’t believe in it. They look better growing.”

“But you’d like some?”

“They want to be left.”

“I don’t believe they do.”

“I don’t want the corpses of flowers about me,”she said.

“That’s a stiff,artificial notion,”he said.“They don’t die any quicker in water than on their roots. And besides, they LOOK nice in a bowl.”

“Even so... what right have you to pull them?”she asked.


“Because I like them, and want them... and there’s plenty of them.”

“And that is sufficient?”

“Yes. Why not? I’m sure they’d smell nice in your room in Nottingham.”

“And I should have the pleasure of watching them die.”

“But then...it does not matter if they do die.”

He then left her, and went to pick more flowers nearby. Miriam had come close. Clara was kneeling, breathing in the flowers’scent.

Clara’s hat lay on the grass not far off. She was kneeling, bending forward still to smell the flowers. Her neck gave him a sharp pang, such a beautiful thing, yet not proud of itself just now. Her breasts swung slightly in her blouse.

Suddenly, without knowing, he was scattering a handful of flower petals over her hair and neck.

The chill flowers fell on her neck. She looked up at him, with almost pitiful, scared grey eyes, wondering what he was doing. Flowers fell on her face, and she shut her eyes.

Suddenly,standing there above her, he felt awkward.


“I thought you wanted a funeral,”he said, ill at ease.

Clara laughed strangely, and rose, picking the petals from her hair.

She took up her hat and pinned it on. One flower had remained tangled in her hair. He saw,but would not tell her.

Miriam came up slowly, her face in her big, loose bunch of flowers, walking ankle-deep through the scattered clumps of wild flowers.

“Shall we go?”she asked.

And the three turned away. They were all silent.

“It has been nice, hasn’t it?”he asked during their return.

Miriam murmured in agreement. Clara was silent.

“Don’t you think so?”he persisted.

But she walked with her head up, and still did not answer. He could tell by the way she moved, as if she didn’t care, that she suffered.

At this time Paul took his mother to Lincoln. She was bright and enthusiastic as ever, but as he sat opposite her in the railway carriage, she seemed to look frail. He had a momentary sensation as if she
 were slipping away from him. Then he wanted to get hold of her, to fasten her, almost to chain her.

They walked through the streets, but were forced to stop often, as his mother could not bear to stand for long.

“It’s nothing,”she said.“My heart is only a bit old; one must expect it.”

He did not answer, but looked at her. He hated it. Everywhere he followed her, brooding.

Afterwards, when they were leaning over the wall, looking at the town below, he blurted suddenly:

“Why can’t a man have a YOU NG mother? What is she old for?”

“Well,”his mother laughed,“she can scarcely help it.”

“And why wasn’t I the oldest son? Look... they say the young ones have the advantage... but look, T H EY had the young mother. You should have had me for your eldest son.”

“I didn’t arrange it,”she protested.

“What are you old for!”he said with angry frustration.“WH Y can’t you walk? WH Y can’t you come with me to places?”


“At one time,”she replied,“I could have run up that hill a good deal better than you.”

“What’s the good of that to M E?”he cried, hitting his fist on the wall.“It’s too bad of you to be ill. Little,it is...”

“Ill!”she cried.“I’m a bit old, and you’ll have to put up with it, that’s all.”

They were quiet. But it was as much as they could bear. They got jolly again over tea.

As they sat watching the boats, he told her about Clara. Mrs. Morel considered.She would have been glad now for her son to fall in love with some woman who would—she did not know what. She wished he knew some nice woman. She did not know what she wished, but left it vague. At any rate, she was not hostile to the idea of Clara.

Annie, too, was getting married. Leonard had gone away to work in Birmingham. Mrs. Morel often brooded about losing her daughter, about Paul, and about Arthur.She fretted at losing Annie. The family was very closely bound. And she felt she M UST live now, to be with her children. Life was so rich for her. Paul wanted her, and so did Arthur.

Arthur never knew how deeply he loved her. He
 was a creature of the moment. Never yet had he been forced to realise himself. The army had disciplined his body, but not his soul. He was in perfect health and very handsome. The army had not really done him any good. He resented bitterly the authority of the officers. He hated having to obey as if he were an animal. So he turned his attention to getting the best out of it. He trusted to his good looks and handsome figure, his refinement, his decent education to get him most of what he wanted, and he was not disappointed.

Yet he was restless. He was never still, never alone. With his mother he was rather humble. He admired and loved and despised Paul slightly. And Paul admired and loved and despised him slightly.

Mrs. Morel had had a few pounds left to her by her father, and she decided to buy her son out of the army. He was wild with joy. Now he was like a lad taking a holiday.

He had always been fond of a neighbor girl,Beatrice Wyld, and upon his return, he picked up with her again.

Paul felt life changing around him. The conditions of youth were gone. Now it was a home of
 grown-up people. Annie was a married woman, Arthur was following his own pleasure in a way unknown to his folk. For so long they had all lived at home, and gone out to pass their time. But now, for Annie and Arthur, life lay outside their mother’s house. They came home for holiday and for rest. So there was that strange, half-empty feeling about the house,as if the birds had flown. Paul became more and more unsettled. Annie and Arthur had gone. He was restless to follow. Yet home was for him beside his mother. And still there was something else, something outside, something he wanted.

He grew more and more restless. Miriam did not satisfy him. His old mad desire to be with her grew weaker. Sometimes he met Clara in Nottingham, sometimes he went to meetings with her, sometimes he saw her at Willey Farm. But on these last occasions the situation became strained. There was a triangle of antagonism between Paul and Clara and Miriam. With Clara he took on a smart, worldly, mocking tone very antagonistic to Miriam. It did not matter what went before. Miriam might be intimate and sad with him. Then as soon as Clara appeared,it all vanished, and he played to the newcomer.


Miriam had one beautiful evening with him in the hay. He had been on the horse-rake, and having finished, came to help her to put the hay in cocks. Then he talked to her of his hopes and despairs, and his whole soul seemed to lie bare before her. He seemed to have come to her because he needed her so badly, and she listened to him,gave him all her love and her faith. It seemed to her he brought her the best of himself to keep, and that she would guard it all her life.

And then, the next day,Clara came. They were to have tea in the hayfield. Miriam watched the evening drawing to gold and shadow. And all the time Paul was sporting with Clara. But Miriam was tortured. And afterwards, he would not own it, but he was rather ashamed of himself.

This was the end of the first phase of Paul’s love affair. He was now about twenty-three years old, and, though still virgin, the sex instinct that Miriam had over-refined for so long now grew particularly strong. Often, as he talked to Clara Dawes, came that thickening and quickening of his blood, that peculiar concentration in the breast, as if something were alive there, a new self or a new centre of con-
 sciousness, warning him that sooner or later he would have to ask one woman or another. But he belonged to Miriam. Of that she was so fixedly sure that he allowed her right.

注释

mingle['miŋցl]vt.使相混,使混合

glitter['ցlitə]vi.闪闪发光,闪烁,闪光

clutch[klʌtʃ]v.抓住,攫住

craving['kreiviŋ]n.渴望,热望;恳求

co-axing[kəuksiŋ]v.劝诱,哄骗

soothingly['suːðiŋli]adv.抚慰地,安慰地

darken['dɑːkən]v.(使)变暗,(使)变黑

ail[eil]vt.折磨,使疼痛,使烦恼

commonness['kɔmənnis]n.普通,平凡,共性

scorn[skɔːn]vt.不屑接受,轻视,蔑视

teatime['tiːtaim]n.午后喝茶时间

discourse['diskɔːs]n.谈话,谈论

tumble['tʌmbl]v.跌倒,摔跤,翻斤斗

manly['mænli]adj.男子气概的

blunder['blʌndə]v.跌跌撞撞地走,犯错

cluster['klʌstə]n.串,丛

pluck[plʌk]vt.采,摘,掐

lovingly['lʌviŋli]adv.钟爱地,亲切地

linger['liŋցə]v.逗留,闲荡,游移

corpse[kɔːps]n.尸体

pang[pæŋ]n.剧痛,悲痛


petal['petl]n.花瓣

pitiful['pitiful]adj.令人同情的

tangled['tæŋցld]adj.缠结的,紊乱的

clump[klʌmp]n.草丛;树丛;灌木丛

enthusiastic[in̩ɵjuːzi'æstik]adj.热心的,热情的

momentary['məuməntəri]adj.瞬间的,刹那间的

sensation[sen'seiʃən]n.感觉,感情

blurt[bləːt]v.突然说出,脱口而出

refinement[ri'fainmənt]n.精致,(言谈,举止等的)文雅

antagonism[æn̩tæցə'nizəm]n.对抗(状态),对抗性

antagonistic[æn'tæցənistik]adj.反对的,敌对的

newcomer['njuː̩kʌmə]n.新来者

horse-rake n.马拉的耙子

hayfield['heifiːld]n.(种植的)草地

virgin['vəːdʒin]n.处女,童男

thicken['ɵikən]v.(使)变厚,(使)变粗,(使)变浓

quicken['kwikən]v.加快,鼓舞,刺激,加速

fixedly['fiksidli]adv.固定地,不动地,不变地


CHAPTER 10 Clara

When he was twenty-three years old, Paul sent in a landscape to the winter exhibition at Nottingham Castle. Miss Jordan had taken a good deal of interest in him, and invited him to her house, where he met other artists. He was beginning to grow ambitious.

One morning the postman came to deliver a letter. Suddenly Paul heard a wild noise from his mother. Rushing into the kitchen,he found her wildly waving the letter as if she had gone mad. She flew to him, flung her arms round him for a moment, then waved the letter, crying:

“My boy!I knew we should do it!Your picture’s got first prize,and is sold for twenty-two pounds!”

Paul and his mother now had long discussions about life and social class. Religion was fading into the background, now that he saw less of Miriam. Life interested him more.

“You know,”he said to his mother,“I don’t want to belong to the well-to-do middle class. I like my common people best. I belong to the common people.”

“But if anyone else said so, my son, wouldn’t
 you be in a tear. YOU know you consider yourself equal to any gentleman.”

“In myself,”he answered,“not in my class or my education or my manners. But in myself I am.”

She frankly WA NTED him to climb into the middle classes, a thing not very difficult, she knew. And she wanted him in the end to marry a lady. But he was stupid, and would refuse to love or even admire a girl just because she was his social superior. Moreover, his mother suspected him of an unrecognized leaning towards Clara,and,since the latter was a married woman, she wished he would fall in love with one of the girls in a better station in life.

He still kept up his connection with Miriam, as could neither break free nor go the whole length of engagement. And this indecision seemed to bleed him of his energy. His mother, with all the passion of her strong nature, hated Miriam for having in this subtle way undermined his joy. It did not matter to her that Miriam could not help it. Miriam did it, and she hated her.

His mother wished so much he would fall in love with a girl equal to be his mate—educated and strong. But he would not look at anybody above him
 in station. He seemed to like Mrs. Dawes. He drifted away from Miriam imperceptibly, without knowing he was going.

Arthur only left the army to be married. The baby was born six months after his wedding. Mrs. Morel got him a job at the firm William had started at, at twenty-one shillings a week. She furnished for him, with the help of Beatrice’s mother, a little cottage of two rooms. He was caught now. It did not matter how he kicked and struggled, he was stuck. For a time he was irritable with his young wife, who loved him; he went almost distracted when the baby, which was delicate, cried or gave trouble. He grumbled for hours to his mother. She only said:“Well, my lad, you did it yourself, now you must make the best of it.”And then he went to work,undertook his responsibilities,acknowledged that he belonged to his wife and child, and did make a good best of it.

Paul had more or less got into connection with the Women’s Rights group in Nottingham, owing to his acquaintance with Clara. One day a friend of his and of Clara’s asked him to take a message to Mrs. Dawes. He went in the evening to her mother’s house. He found the house in a mean, sad-looking
 street. He went to the door, and was immediately answered by her unfriendly-looking mother. In a moment Clara appeared.She flushed deeply,and he was covered with confusion. It seemed as if she did not like being discovered in her home circumstances.

“I thought it couldn’t be your voice,”she said.

She invited him into the kitchen. That was a little, darkish room, but it was smothered in white lace,as mother and daughter made their living sewing lace pieces together. The mother had seated herself again by the cupboard, and was drawing thread from a vast web of lace. Paul dared not go forward, for fear of treading on piles of white stuff.

“If you’re coming in you won’t have to mind the work,”said Mrs. Radford.“I know we’re about blocked up. But sit you down.”

Clara, much embarrassed, gave him a chair against the wall opposite the white heaps. Then she herself took her place on the sofa,shamefully.

“I’ve heard a bit about you from Clara,”continued the mother.

“You’re at Jordan’s factory, aren’t you?”She drew her lace unceasing.

“Yes.”


“And you’ve been going with Miriam Leivers?”the mother asked him.

“Well...”he answered.

“Yes, she’s a nice girl,”she continued.“She’s very nice, but she’s a bit too much above this world to suit my fancy.”

“She is a bit like that,”he agreed.

Clara broke in,and he told her his message.She spoke humbly to him. He had surprised her in her dismal home life. Clara suffered badly from her mother.

She spun steadily at her work. He experienced a thrill of joy, thinking she might need his help. She seemed denied and deprived of so much. And her arm moved mechanically, that should never have been subdued to a mechanism, and her head was bowed to the lace, that never should have been bowed. It was a bitter thing to her to be put aside by life, as if it had no use for her. No wonder she protested.

She came with him to the door. He stood below in the mean street, looking up at her. As she stood in the doorway, she looked at him with a look of pure shame, in her own surroundings. Her gray eyes
 looked dumb with humiliation, pleading with a kind of captive misery. He was shaken and at a loss. He had thought her high and mighty. When he left her, he wanted to run. He went to the station in a sort of dream, and was at home without realising he had moved out of her street.

He soon made occasion to call again on Clara.

“Would you,”he said,“care to come back to Jordan’s?”he asked soon after arriving. She had once been the worker girls’overseer, but had left some time before separating from her husband.

She put down her work, laid her beautiful arms on the table, and looked at him for some moments without answering. Gradually the flush mounted her cheek. Paul felt rather awkward. Without raising her head, she said at last,in a peculiar low voice:

“Have you said anything about it?”

“Except to you, not a word.”

There was again a long silence.

“I will apply when the advertisement is out,”she said.

“You will apply before that. I will let you know exactly when. I know someone leaving to marry.”

Clara came to Jordan’s. Some of the older
 hands, Fanny among them, remembered her earlier rule, and cordially disliked the memory.

During the ten years that she had belonged to the women’s movement she had acquired a fair amount of education,and, having had some of Miriam’s passion to be instructed, had taught herself French, and could read in that language with a struggle. She considered herself a woman apart, and particularly apart, from her class,a feeling that her fellow workers resented passionately.

Paul often brought her books to read at work, which only made the girls more envious and hateful towards Clara, though she showed him little gratitude for his attention. After she returned to her job at the factory, he and Clara spent more time together alone after hours, though always in secret.Still, she remained distant, almost afraid to show him any sign of interest.

When he celebrated his twenty-third birthday, the house was in trouble. Arthur was just going to be married. His mother was not well. His father, getting an old man, and lame from his accidents, was given a poor job. Miriam was an eternal reproach. He felt he owed himself to her, yet could not give him-
 self. The house, moreover, needed his support. He was pulled in all directions. He was not glad it was his birthday. It made him bitter.

During this time, he spent an increasing amount of time with Clara. They walked out together often at dinnertime;it was quite open, quite frank. One day in October they went out for tea. The afternoon was perfectly still as Paul held her hands in his.

“How old were you when you married?”he asked quietly.

“Twenty-two.”

Her voice was subdued.She would tell him now.

“It was eight years ago?”

“Yes.”

“And when did you leave him?”

“Three years ago.”

“Five years!Did you love him when you married him?”

She was silent for some time; then she said slowly:

“I thought I did—more or less. I didn’t think much about it. And he wanted me.I was very foolish then.”

“And you sort of walked into it without think-
 ing?”

“Yes. I seemed to have been asleep nearly all my life.”

“But—when did you wake up?”

“I don’t know that I ever did, or ever have—since I was a child.”

“You went to sleep as you grew to be a woman? How queer! And he didn’t wake you?”

“No; he never got there,”she replied quietly.

“Got where?”he asked.

“At me. He never really mattered to me.”

He could feel, but he could not understand, what Clara was saying.

“But why did you leave him? Was he horrid to you?”

“He... he sort of degraded me. He wanted to bully me because he hadn’t got me. And then I felt as if I wanted to run,as if I was fastened and bound up. And he seemed dirty.”

“I see.”

He did not at all see.

“And was he always dirty?”he asked.

“A bit,”she replied slowly.“And then he seemed as if he couldn’t get A T me, really. And then
 he got brutal... he WAS brutal!”

“And why did you leave him finally?”

“Because... because he was unfaithful to me...”

They were both silent for some time. His heart beat quickly.

“But did you... were you ever... did you ever give him a chance?”

“Chance? How?”

“To come near you.”

“I married him... and I was willing...”

They both strove to keep their voices steady.

“I believe he loves you,”he said.

“It looks like it,”she replied.

He wanted to take his hand away,and could not. She saved him by removing her own.

Suddenly Paul jumped up.

“Come on,”he said.“Let’s go and get some tea.”

Clara was a married woman, and he believed in simple friendship, thinking nothing of her as a lover. He considered that he was perfectly honorable with regard to her. It was only a friendship between man and woman, such as any civilized persons might
 have.

He was like so many young men of his own age. Sex had become so complicated in him that he would have denied that he ever could want Clara or Miriam or any woman whom he knew. Sexual desire was a sort of detached thing that did not belong to a woman. He loved Miriam with his soul. He grew warm at the thought of Clara;he battled with her,he knew the curves of her breast and shoulders as if they had been burned into his mind; and yet he did not positively desire her. He would have denied it for ever.

He believed himself really bound to Miriam. If ever he should marry, some time in the far future,it would be his duty to marry Miriam. That he gave Clara to understand, and she said nothing, but left him to his courses. He came to her, Mrs. Dawes, whenever he could. Then he wrote frequently to Miriam, and visited the girl occasionally.

His mother was easier about him. She thought he was getting away from Miriam. Miriam knew now how strong was the attraction of Clara for him; but still she was certain that the best in him would triumph. After all, Miriam was his old friend, lover,
 and she belonged to Bestwood and home and his youth. Clara was a newer friend,and she belonged to Nottingham, to life, to the world.

Mrs. Dawes and he had many periods of coolness, when they saw little of each other; but they always came together again. She very rarely saw Miriam now. The friendship between the two women was not broken off, but considerably weakened.

“Will you come in to the concert on Sunday afternoon?”Clara asked Paul just after Christmas.

“I promised to go up to Willey Farm,”he replied.

“Oh, very well.”

“You don’t mind, do you?”he asked.

“Why should I?”she answered, which almost annoyed him.

“You know,”he said,“Miriam and I have been a lot to each other ever since I was sixteen... that’s seven years now.”

“It’s a long time,”Clara replied.

“Yes; but somehow she...it doesn’t go right...”

“How?”asked Clara.

“She seems to draw me and draw me, and she wouldn’t leave a single hair of me free to fall out and
 blow away... she’d keep it.”

“But you like to be kept.”

“No,”he said,“I don’t. I wish it could be normal, give and take like me and you. I want a woman to keep me, but not in her pocket.”

“But if you love her, it couldn’t be normal, like me and you.”

“Yes; I should love her better then. She sort of wants me so much that I can’t give myself.”

“Wants you how?”

“Wants the soul out of my body. I can’t help shrinking back from her.”

“And yet you love her!”

“No, I don’t love her. I never even kiss her.”

“Why not?”Clara asked.

“I don’t know.”

“I suppose you’re afraid,”she said.

“I’m not.Something in me shrinks from her like hell... she’s so good, when I’m not good.”

“But how do you know what she wants?”

“I’ve been with her for seven years.”

“And you haven’t found out the very first thing about her.”

“What’s that?”


“That she doesn’t want any of your soul communion. That’s your own imagination.She wants you.”

He pondered over this. Perhaps he was wrong.

“But she seems...”he began.

“You’ve never tried,”she answered.

注释

unrecognized['ʌn'rekəցnaizd]adj.未被承认的

indecision[̩indi'siʒən]n.优柔寡断

imperceptibly[̩im'pə'septibli]adv.察觉不到地,细微地

darkish['dɑːkiʃ]adj.微暗的,浅黑的

smother['smʌðə]v.(常与in,with连用)覆盖;掩盖

tread[tred]v.踏,行走,踩碎,践踏

shamefully['ʃeimfuli]adv.不体面地,羞怯地

unceasing[̩ʌn'siːsiŋ]adj.不断的,不停的

spin[spin]v.旋转,纺纱

deprive[di'praiv]vt.(常与of连用)剥夺,使丧失

captive['kæptiv]adj.被俘的,被迷住的

mighty['maiti]adj.有势力的,强大的,有力的

overseer['əuvəsiə]n.监督,工头

flush[flʌʃ]n.晕红,激动,发烧

cordially['kɔːdiəli]adv.诚恳地,诚实地,诚挚地

horrid['hɔrid]adj.恐怖的,令人讨厌的,可怕的

degrade[di'ցreid]v.侮辱,羞辱,败坏…的声誉

brutal['bruːtl]adj.残忍的,兽性的

unfaithful['ʌn'feiɵful]adj.不诚实的,不忠实的

detached[di'tætʃt]adj.分开的,分离的

like hell拼命地


communion[kə'mjuːnjən]n.交流,恳谈,共享


CHAPTER 11 The Test on Miriam

With the spring came again the old madness and battle. Now he knew he would have to go to Miriam. But what was his reluctance?

He told himself it was only a sort of passionate virginity in her and him, which neither could break through. He might have married her; but his circumstances at home made it difficult, and, moreover, he did not want to marry.

Marriage was for life, and because they had become close companions, he and she, he did not see that it should inevitably follow they should be man and wife. He did not feel that he wanted marriage with Miriam. He wished he did. He would have given his head to have felt a joyous desire to marry her and to have her. Then why couldn’t he bring it off? There was some obstacle;and what was the obstacle? It lay in the physical bondage.

He shrank from the physical contact. But why? With her he felt bound up inside himself. He could not go out to her. Something struggled in him, but he could not get to her. Why?She loved him.

Clara said she even wanted him; then why
 couldn’t he go to her, make love to her, kiss her? Why, when she put her arm in his,timidly,as they walked, did he feel he would burst forth in brutality and refuse? He owed himself to her; he wanted to belong to her.

He felt if they could get things right, they could marry; but he would not marry unless he could feel strong in the joy of it—never. He could not have faced his mother. It seemed to him that to sacrifice himself in a marriage he did not want would be degrading, and would undo all his life, making it useless.

Mrs. Morel saw him going again frequently to Miriam,and was astonished. He said nothing to his mother. He did not explain nor excuse himself. It was a great bitterness to her that he had gone back to Miriam. His mother recognised, however, the uselessness of any further interference.

He went to Willey Farm as a man now, not as a youth. She had no right over him. There was a coldness between him and her. He hardly told her anything. Discarded, she waited on him, cooked for him still, and loved to slave for him; but her face closed again like a mask. There was nothing for her to do
 now but the housework; for all the rest had gone to Miriam. She could not forgive him.

Miriam killed the joy and the warmth in him. He had been such a jolly lad, and full of the warmest affection; now he grew colder, more and more irritable and gloomy.

He lay back in a chair at Willey Farm one evening. He had been talking to Miriam for some weeks, but had not come to the point. Now he said suddenly:

“I am twenty-four, almost.”

She had been brooding. She looked up at him suddenly in surprise.

“Yes. What makes you say it?”

“People say one ought to marry about then.”

“Oh?”she asked; and she waited.

“I can’t marry you,”he continued slowly,“not now, because we’ve no money, and they depend on me at home.”

She sat half-guessing what was coming.

“But I want to marry. Now,at last,I must,”he said.

“Yes,”she answered.“And you love me?”

She laughed bitterly.

“Why are you ashamed of it,”he answered.
 “You wouldn’t be ashamed before your God, why are you before people?”

“No,”she answered deeply,“I am not ashamed.”

“You are,”he replied bitterly;“and it’s my fault. But you know I can’t help being...as I am... don’t you?”

“I know you can’t help it,”she replied.

“I love you an awful lot... then there is something short.”

“Where?”she answered, looking at him.

“Oh,in me!It is I who ought to be ashamed... like a spiritual cripple. And I am ashamed. It is misery. Why is it?”

“I don’t know,”replied Miriam.

She looked at him and was sorry for him; his eyes were dark with torture. She was sorry for him; it was worse for him to have this imperfect love than for herself, who could never be properly mated.

She felt she could bear anything for him; she would suffer for him.She put her hand on his knee as he leaned forward in his chair. He took it and kissed it; but it hurt to do so. He felt he was putting himself aside. How could he kiss her hand passionately,
 when it would drive her away, and leave nothing but pain? Yet slowly he drew her to him and kissed her.

They knew each other too well to pretend anything. As she kissed him, she watched his eyes; they were staring across the room, with a peculiar dark blaze in them that fascinated her.

He was perfectly still. She could feel his heart throbbing heavily in his breast.

“What are you thinking about?”she asked.

“I was thinking,all the while,I love you. I have been throbbing.”

She sank her head on his breast.

“Kiss me,”she whispered.

He shut his eyes, and kissed her, and his arms folded her closer and closer. When she walked home with him over the fields, he said:

“I am glad I came back to you. I feel so simple with you... as if there was nothing to hide. Will we be happy?”

“Yes,”she murmured,and the tears came to her eyes.

“Sometime you will have me?”he murmured, hiding his face on her shoulder. It was so difficult.

“Not now,”she said.


His hopes and his heart sunk.

“We belong to each other,”he said.

“Yes.”

“Then why shouldn’t we belong to each other altogether?”

“But...”she faltered.“I don’t know!”she cried.

His heart died in him.

“You don’t think it ugly?”he asked.

“No, not now. You have T A UGH T me it isn’t.”

“You are afraid?”

She calmed herself hastily.

“Yes, I am only afraid,”she said.

He kissed her tenderly.

“Never mind,”he said.“You should please yourself.”

Suddenly she gripped his arms round her, and clenched her body stiff.

“You SH A L L have me,”she said, through her shut teeth.

His heart beat up again like fire. He folded her close, and his mouth was on her throat. She could not bear it. She drew away.


“Won’t you be late?”she asked gently.

He sighed, scarcely hearing what she said. She waited, wishing he would go. At last he kissed her quickly and climbed the fence. Miriam plunged home over the meadows. She was not afraid of people, what they might say; but she dreaded the issue with him.

Yes, she would let him have her if he insisted; and then, when she thought of it afterwards, her heart went down. He would be disappointed, he would find no satisfaction, and then he would go away. Yet he was so insistent; and over this, which did not seem so all-important to her, was their love to break down. After all, he was only like other men, seeking his satisfaction.

Oh, but there was something more in him, something deeper!She could trust to it,in spite of all desires. He said that possession was a great moment in life. All strong emotions concentrated there.

He courted her now like a lover. Often, when he grew hot, she put his face from her, held it between her hands, and looked in his eyes. His eyes, full of the dark,impersonal fire of desire, did not belong to her.


There was a great crop of cherries at the farm. The trees at the back of the house, very large and tall, hung thick with crimson drops, under the dark leaves. Paul climbed high in the tree. The sun,going down, suddenly caught the broken clouds.

Immense piles of gold flared out in the west, heaped in soft, glowing yellow right up the sky. The world, till now dusk and grey, reflected the golden glow,astonished. Everywhere the trees and the grass and the far-off water seemed roused from the twilight and shining.

Miriam came out wandering.

“Oh!”Paul heard her mellow voice call,“isn’t it wonderful?”

“Clouds are on fire,”he said.

“Beautiful!”she cried.

She seemed so small, so soft, so tender, down there. He threw a handful of cherries at her.She was startled and frightened.

He laughed with a low, chuckling sound. She ran for shelter, picking up some cherries. Two fine red pairs she hung over her ears; then she looked up again.

“Haven’t you got enough?”she asked.


“Nearly. It is like being on a ship up here.”

“And how long will you stay?”

“While the sunset lasts.”

“They are lovely,”said Miriam, fingering the cherries.

“I’ve torn my sleeve,”he answered.

She took the three-cornered rip, saying:

“I shall have to mend it.”

It was near the shoulder. She put her fingers through the tear.

“How warm!”she said.

He laughed. There was a new, strange note in his voice, one that made her pant.

“Shall we stay out?”he said.

“Won’t it rain?”she asked.

“No, let us walk a little way.”

They went down the fields and into the thick plantation of trees and pines.

“Shall we go in among the trees?”he asked.

“Do you want to?”

“Yes.”

She was afraid. Paul was silent and strange.

“I like the darkness,”he said.“I wish it were thicker... good, thick darkness.”


He seemed to be almost unaware of her as a person: she was only to him then a woman. She was afraid.

He stood against a pine-tree trunk and took her in his arms.

She gave herself to him, but it was a sacrifice in which she felt something of horror. This thickvoiced, distant man was a stranger to her. Later it began to rain. The pine-trees smelled very strong.

Paul lay with his head on the ground, on the dead pine needles, listening to the sharp hiss of the rain—a steady, keen noise. His heart was down, very heavy. Now he realised that she had not been with him all the time, that her soul had stood apart, in a sort of horror. He was physically at rest, but no more.

Very dreary at heart, very sad,and very tender, his fingers wandered over her face pitifully. Now again she loved him deeply. He was tender and beautiful.

“The rain!”he said.

“Yes—is it falling on you?”

She put her hands over him, on his hair, on his shoulders, to feel if the raindrops fell on him. She
 loved him dearly.

“We must go,”said Miriam.

“Yes,”he answered, but did not move. To him now, life seemed a shadow, day a white shadow; night, and death, and stillness, and inaction, this seemed like BEING. He was walking with his hand in hers. She pressed his fingers, feeling a slight fear. Now he seemed beyond her; she had a fear lest she should lose him. She was afraid,and said nothing.

In a while they went indoors. Everybody looked at them curiously. He still kept the quiet, heavy look in his eyes, the stillness in his voice. Instinctively, they all left him alone.

About this time Miriam’s grandmother left her cottage to stay with her daughter for a week. Miriam had not much to do, so she kept house while the grandmother was away. Paul used often to go over, and they had as a rule peaceful and happy times. He did not embarrass her much; but then on the Monday of the holiday he was to spend a whole day with her.

She was very quiet, very calm. She only realised that she was doing something for him. He could hardly bear it. She lay to be sacrificed for him because she loved him so much. And he had to sacrifice
 her. For a second,he wished he were sexless or dead.

And afterwards he loved her deeply. He loved her. But he wanted, somehow, to cry.

There was something he could not bear for her sake. He stayed with her till quite late at night.

He spent the week with Miriam, and wore her out with his passion before it was gone. And he could not do it often,and there remained afterwards always the sense of failure and of death. If he were really with her, he had to put aside himself and his desire. If he would have her, he had to put her aside.

“When I come to you,”he asked her, his eyes dark with pain and shame,“you don’t really want me, do you?”

“You see,”she said, taking his face and shutting it out against her shoulder,“you see... as we are... how can I get used to you?It would come all right if we were married.”

“You mean,now,it is always too much shock?”

“You see,”she said,“I’m not used to the thought of being this way with you. All my life, Mother said to me:‘There is one thing in marriage that is always dreadful, but you have to bear it.’And I believed it.”


“And still believe it,”he said.

“No!”she cried hastily.“I believe, as you do, that loving, even in T H A T way, is the high-water mark of living.”

“That doesn’t alter the fact that you never want it.”

“No,”she said, taking his head in her arms and rocking in despair.

“Don’t say so! You don’t understand.”She rocked with pain.“Don’t I want your children?”

“But not me.”

And after a week of love he said to his mother suddenly one Sunday night,just as they were going to bed:

“I won’t go so much to Miriam’s, Mother.”

She was surprised, but she would not ask him anything.

“You please yourself,”she said.

So he went to bed. But there was a new quietness about him which she had wondered at. She almost guessed. She would leave him alone, however. Precipitation might spoil things.

During the summer he spent more time with Clara, perhaps in an effort to stay away from Miri-
 am.

His relationship with Miriam, however, dragged on through the summer. Finally, he decided it must end. He did not intend to marry her. She was rather upset with his announcement, but knew there was in it some truth in what he said. She had similar feelings, though she could not imagine life without him. She knew she felt in a sort of bondage to him, which she hated because she could not control it.

She hated her love for him from the moment it grew too strong for her. And, deep down, she had hated him because she loved him and he dominated her. She had resisted his domination. She, however, knew in her heart that Clara’s influence was over him to liberate him. But she said nothing.

In the reaction towards restoring his self-esteem, he went into the Willow Tree for a drink. There were four girls who had been out for the day, drinking a modest glass of port. They had some chocolates on the table. Paul sat nearby with his whisky. He flirted with the girls after they offered him some chocolates.

It was nine o’clock when he got home, falling dark. He entered the house in silence. His mother,
 who had been waiting, rose anxiously.

“I told her,”he said.

“I’m glad,”replied the mother, with great relief.

“I’ve had such fun with some girls in a pub,”he said.

His mother looked at him. He had forgotten Miriam now. He told her about the girls in the Willow Tree. Mrs. Morel looked at him.

It seemed unreal, his gaiety. At the back of it was too much horror and misery.

注释

virginity[vəː'dʒiniti]n.处女,童贞

bring it off完成;实现

bondage['bɔndidʒ]n.奴役,束缚

timidly['timidli]adv.胆小地,羞怯地

brutality[bruː'tæləti]n.残忍,野蛮行为

imperfect[im'pəːfikt]adj.有缺点的,未完成的

blaze[bleiz]vi.燃烧,照耀,激发

throb[ɵrɔb]vi.悸动,颤动,跳动着作痛

meadow['medəu]n.草地,牧场

insistent[in'sistənt]adj.坚持不懈的

impersonal[im'pəːsənəl]adj.非个人的

cherry['tʃeri]n.樱桃,樱桃树


crimson['krimzən]adj.深红色的

twilight['twailait]n.薄暮,霞光

mellow['meləu]adj.(颜色)柔美的,(声音)圆润的

chuckle['tʃʌkl]vi.抿着嘴轻声地笑,咯咯叫

pant[pænt]v.气喘,心猛烈地跳

raindrop['reindrɔp]n.雨滴,雨点

inaction[in'ækʃən]n.无行动,不活动,无为

sexless['seksləs]adj.性冷淡的,无性征的

dreadful['dredful]adj.可怕的,<口>讨厌的

precipitation[pri̩sipi'teiʃən]n.仓促。Precipitation might spoil things.欲速则不达。

self-esteem[̩selfi'stim]n.自尊,自负

whisky['hwiski]n.威士忌酒

flirt[fləːt]vi.调情

gaiety['ցeiəti]n.欢乐精神,欢乐气氛


CHAPTER 12 Passion

He was gradually making it possible to earn a living by his art. It was not very much he made at present, but he might extend it. He had also made friends with the designer for a pottery firm, and was gaining some knowledge of his new acquaintance’s art.

And that year he and his mother went to the Isle of Wight for a holiday. It was too exciting for them both, and too beautiful. Mrs. Morel was full of joy and wonder. But he would have her walk with him more than she was able. She had a bad fainting bout. So grey her face was, so blue her mouth!It was agony to him. He felt as if someone were pushing a knife in his chest. Then she was better again, and he forgot. But the anxiety remained inside him, like a wound that did not close.

After leaving Miriam he went almost straight to Clara. On the Monday following the day of the rupture he went down to the workroom.She looked up at him and smiled. They had grown very intimate unawares. She saw a new brightness about him.

“Shall we go a walk next Monday?”he asked.


“Shall you tell Miriam?”she replied sarcastically.

“I have broken it off with her,”he said.

“When?”

“Last Sunday.”

“You quarreled?”

“No! I had made up my mind. I told her quite definitely I should consider myself free.”

After they parted on Saturday, he felt that he would go mad if Monday did not come at once. He could not see her till Monday.

Then he thought he would be late at the meetingplace. He was at the river at five past two. The torture of the next quarter of an hour was refined beyond expression. Then he saw her.She came! And he was there.

“You are late,”he said.

“Only five minutes,”she answered.

“I’d never have done it to you,”he laughed.

She was in a dark blue costume. He looked at her beautiful figure. She hung her head,afraid of the people they met. He looked sideways at her as they walked. There was a wonderful close down on her face near the ear that he wanted to touch.


Clara walked moodily beside him.

“Why,”she asked at length, in rather a jarring tone,“did you leave Miriam?”

“Because I WANTED to leave her,”he said.“I didn’t want to marry.”

“You didn’t want to marry Miriam,or you didn’t want to marry at all?”she asked.

“Both,”he answered,“both!”

“And what did she say?”Clara asked.

“Miriam?She said I was a baby of four,and that I always H AD battled her off.”

“Don’t you think you’ve treated her rather badly?”she asked.

“Yes;I ought to have dropped it years back. But it would have been no good going on. Two wrongs don’t make a right.”

“How old ARE you?”Clara asked.

“Twenty-five.”

“And I am thirty,”she said.

“I know you are. I neither know nor care. What does it matter!”

They walked into the woods standing next to the river. He caught her around the waist, holding her close and kissing her lips.


Clara was rather quiet and uncomfortable. As they walked along, he said:

“You don’t feel criminal, do you?”

She looked at him with startled grey eyes.

“Criminal!”she said.“No.”

“But you seem to feel you have done a wrong?”

“No,”she said.“I only think,‘If they knew!’”

He kissed her, laughing.

Mrs. Morel was sitting reading when he got home.She did not mention her own ill-health to him. After all, she thought,it was not much.

“You are late!”she said, looking at him.

“Yes;I’ve been down at Clifton Grove with Clara.”

His mother looked at him again.

“But won’t people talk?”she said.

“Well, she lives separate from her husband,and talks on platforms;so she’s already singled out from the sheep, and, as far as I can see, hasn’t much to lose. And she’s—she’s A WFU LL Y nice, Mother; she is really!”

There was silence for a while. He wanted to ask his mother something, but was afraid.

“Should you like to know her?”He hesitated.


“Yes,”said Mrs. Morel coolly.“I should like to know what she’s like.”

“But she’s nice, Mother, she is! And not a bit common!”

“I never suggested she was.”

“Do you WA NT to see her?”

“I said I did.”

“Then I’ll bring her... shall I bring her here?”

“You please yourself.”

“Then I WILL bring her here... one Sunday... to tea. If you think a horrid thing about her, I won’t forgive you.”

His mother laughed.

Occasionally he still walked a little way from chapel with Miriam and Edgar. One evening she was alone when he accompanied her.

“And what have you been doing lately?”she asked gently.

“I... oh, not much! I made a sketch of Bestwood from the garden, that is nearly right at last. It’s the hundredth try.”

So they went on. Then she said:

“You’ve not been out, then, lately?”

“Yes; I went up to Clifton Grove on Monday af-
 ternoon with Clara.”

Miriam bowed her head and brooded. He was quite unconscious of concealing anything from her.

“And how IS Clara?”asked Miriam.

“Quite alright, I think.”

“Have you told your mother about Clara?”she asked.

She knew this would be a test of the seriousness of his feeling for the other woman.

“Yes,”he said,“and she is coming to tea on Sunday. I want Mother to see her. I hope you will come also.”

There was a silence. Things had gone quicker than she thought.

She felt a sudden bitterness that he could leave her so soon and so entirely. And was Clara to be accepted by his people, who had been so hostile to herself?

On the Sunday afternoon he went to Keston to meet Clara at the station. Mrs. Morel sat in her rocking-chair, wearing her black silk blouse when they returned. Her grey-brown hair was taken smooth back from her brow and her high temples; her face was rather pale. Clara, suffering, followed
 Paul into the kitchen. Mrs. Morel rose. Clara thought her a lady, even rather stiff. The young woman was very nervous.

“Mother... Clara,”said Paul.

Mrs. Morel held out her hand and smiled.

“He has told me a good deal about you,”she said.

The blood flamed in Clara’s cheek.

“I hope you don’t mind my coming,”she faltered.

“I was pleased when he said he would bring you,”replied Mrs. Morel.

Paul, watching, felt his heart contract with pain. His mother looked so small, and sickly, and done-for beside the luxuriant Clara.

They talked of Nottingham and Nottingham people; it interested them both. Clara was still rather nervous;but they were going to get on well together, Paul saw.

Clara was surprised to find this little interested woman chatting with such readiness; and then she felt,as she felt with Paul, that she would not care to stand in Mrs. Morel’s way.

The afternoon was golden over the hills of Der-
 byshire. He stood across in the garden; Clara came to him. At that moment Miriam was entering through the garden-door.

She saw Clara go up to him, saw him turn, and saw them come to rest together. Something in their perfect isolation together made her know that it was accomplished between them, that they were, as she put it, married. At that moment they became aware of Miriam. There was a click,and everything had altered.

“Hello, Miriam!”he exclaimed.“You said you’d come!”

“Yes. Had you forgotten?”

She shook hands with Clara, saying:

“It seems strange to see you here.”

“Yes,”replied the other;“it seems strange to be here.”

Then Miriam realized that Clara was accepted as she had never been.

“I only called in for a moment to see Clara.”

“You should have come in here to tea,”he said.

Miriam laughed shortly, and Clara turned impatiently aside. The situation did not embarrass him, to his knowledge.


“What!Is that Miriam?”asked his mother coldly as Paul entered the house alone.

“Yes; she said she’d call and see Clara.”

“You told her, then?”came the sarcastic answer.

“Yes; why shouldn’t I?”

“There’s certainly no reason why you shouldn’t,”said Mrs. Morel,and she returned to her book.

“You’ve not seen Mrs. Morel before?”Miriam was saying to Clara, as they stood alone together in the garden.

“No; but she’s so nice!”

“Yes,”said Miriam, dropping her head;“in some ways she’s very fine.”

Clara turned to go indoors, whilst he accompanied Miriam to the gate after they sat together for a short time in the garden.

“When will you come up to Willey Farm?”Miriam asked.

“I couldn’t say,”replied Paul.

“Mother asked me to say she’d be pleased to see you any time,if you cared to come.”

“Thank you; I should like to, but I can’t say
 when.”

“Oh, very well!”exclaimed Miriam rather bitterly, turning away.

They parted. He felt guilty towards her. She was bitter,and she scorned him. He still belonged to her, she believed; yet he could have Clara, take her home, sit with her next his mother in chapel, give her the same hymn-book he had given herself years before.She heard him running quickly indoors.

But he did not go straight in. Halting on the plot of grass, he heard his mother’s voice, then Clara’s answer:

“What I hate is the possessive quality in Miriam.”

“Yes,”said his mother quickly,“yes; DOESN’T it make you hate her, now!”

His heart went hot,and he was angry with them for talking about the girl. What right had they to say that?Something in the speech itself stung him into a flame of hate against Miriam.

As he walked with Clara to the train station late in the evening, he slid his arm round her waist. Feeling the strong motion of her body under his arm as she walked, the tightness in his chest because of Mir-
 iam relaxed, and the hot blood bathed him. He held her closer and closer. Then:

“You still keep on with Miriam,”she said quietly.

“Only talk. There never W AS a great deal more than talk between us,”he said bitterly.

“Your mother doesn’t care for her,”said Clara.

“No, or I might have married her.But it’s all up really!”

“But you can’t really give her up,”said Clara.

“I don’t give her up, because there’s nothing to give,”he said.

“There is for her.”

“Damn it!”he said.“What do you want now?”

“You’d better run after Miriam,”mocked Clara.

He suddenly caught her in his arms, stretched forward,and put his mouth on her face in a kiss of rage. She turned frantically to avoid him. He held her fast. Hard and relentless his mouth came for her. Her breasts hurt against the wall of his chest. Helpless, she went loose in his arms, and he kissed her, and kissed her. Then he took her in his arms, and held her fast.

“What time is it?”she asked, moving away from
 him. She stepped away, refusing to remain in his arms. He was suddenly hurt and angry that she would pull away from him. He then walked her to the station in silence. She was afraid of him. There was now no warmth in him.

The next day there was a new indifference about him. Clara was very gentle, almost loving. But he treated her distantly, with a touch of contempt. She sighed, continuing to be gentle.

He came round.

One evening of that week Sarah Bernhardt was at the Theatre Royal in Nottingham.Paul wanted to see this old and famous actress,and he asked Clara to accompany him.

Clara took off her coat on the stairs, and he discovered she was in an evening dress, that left her arms and neck and part of her breast bare. Her hair was done fashionably. She looked quite grand, he thought.

He could see her figure inside the dress, as if that were wrapped closely round her. The firmness and the softness of her upright body could almost be felt as he looked at her. He clenched his fists. And he was to sit all the evening beside her beautiful naked
 arm, watching the strong throat rise from the strong chest, watching the breasts under the green stuff, the curve of her limbs in the tight dress.

The play went on. But he was obsessed by the desire to kiss the tiny blue vein in the bend of her arm. At last he bent quickly forward and touched it with his lips. His moustache brushed the sensitive flesh. Clara shivered, drew away her arm. When all was over, the lights up, the people clapping, he came to himself and looked at his watch. His train was gone.

“I’ll have to walk home!”he said.

“It is too late?”she asked.

He nodded. Then he helped her on with her coat.

“I love you! You look beautiful in that dress,”he murmured over her shoulder,among the throng of bustling people.

She remained quiet. Together they went out of the theatre.

He saw the cabs waiting, the people passing. It seemed he met a pair of brown eyes which hated him. But he did not know. He and Clara turned away, mechanically taking the direction to the station. The
 train had gone. He would have to walk the ten miles home.

“It doesn’t matter,”he said.“I shall enjoy it.”

“Won’t you,”she said, flushing,“come home for the night?I can sleep with Mother.”

He looked at her. Their eyes met.

“What will your mother say?”he asked.

“She won’t mind.”

They soon arrived at her mother’s home, and were met coldly by Mrs. Radford. Soon enough, the old mother went to sleep. Paul and Clara remained in the kitchen, where his kissed her passionately before asking Clara to accompany him to her own bed, but she refused, returning to her mother’s room instead. Paul could sleep little that night, hearing Clara and her mother in the next room.

注释

pottery['pɔtəri]n.陶器,陶器场

bout[baut]n.一回,回合,较量

workroom['wəːkrum]n.工场间,工作室

unawares['ʌnə'wɛəz]adv.不料,不知不觉地

sarcastically[sɑː'kæstikəli]adv.讽刺地,辛辣地

moodily['muːdili]adv.心情不稳地,易生气地


singled out from the sheep百里挑一

hundredth['hʌndrədɵ]adj.第一百的

unconscious[̩ʌn'kɔnʃəs]adj.不省人事的,未发觉的,无意识的

flame[fleim]vi.发火焰,突然脸红,(激情)爆发

sickly['sikli]adj.有病的,苍白的

done-for不中用的

luxuriant[lʌց'zjuəriənt]adj.丰富的,奢华的

readiness['redinis]n.准备就绪

sarcastic[sɑː'kæstik]adj.讽刺的

hymn[him]n.赞美诗,圣歌

possessive[pə'zesiv]adj.所有的,物主的,占有的

frantically['fræntikəli]adv.狂暴地,疯狂地

relentless[ri'lentlis]adj.无情的

obsess[əb'ses]vt.迷住,使困扰

vein[vein]n.血管,静脉

throng[ɵrɔŋ]n.(常与of连用)群,人群

bustling['bʌsliŋ]adj.熙熙攘攘的,忙乱的

flushing['flʌʃiŋ]n.脸红adj.使人脸红的


CHAPTER 13 Baxter Dawes

Soon after Paul had been to the theatre with Clara, he was drinking in the Punch Bowl with some friends of his when Dawes came in. Clara’s husband was growing stout; his eyelids were getting slack over his brown eyes; he was losing his healthy firmness of flesh.

He was very evidently on the downward track. Having quarreled with his sister, he had gone into cheap lodgings. His mistress had left him for a man who would marry her. He had been in prison one night for fighting when he was drunk.

Paul and he were confirmed enemies, and yet there was between them that peculiar feeling of intimacy, as if they were secretly near to each other, which sometimes exists between two people, although they never speak to one another. Paul often thought of Baxter Dawes, often wanted to get at him and be friends with him.

“Did you have fun at the theatre the other night?”Dawes asked him angrily.

Paul looked at him; their eyes met. Then he knew Dawes had seen him coming out of the theatre
 with Clara.

“Why, what about the theatre?”asked one of Paul’s associates.

“Oh, he was dressed up in an evening suit, and went with a woman! And I reckon he spent the night—”There was a good deal of laughter at Paul’s expense.

“Come on, Paul,”said the friend;“it’s no good. You might just as well own up.”

“Then ask Dawes!”he said.

Dawes made a remark which caused Paul to throw half a glass of beer in his face.

“Oh, Mr. Morel!”cried the barmaid, and she rang the bell for one of the workers to throw the drunken Dawes out.

“Come out!”cried Dawes.

“That’s enough, Dawes,”cried the barmaid.

Paul had a curious sensation of pity, almost of affection, mingled with violent hate, for the man after the drunkard’s forced departure.

“Serves him, jolly well right!”said the barmaid.

“But it’s a nasty thing to get a glass of beer in your eyes,”said the mutual friend.

“I tell you I was glad he did,”said the barmaid.
 “Will you have another, Mr. Morel?”

She held up Paul’s glass questioningly. He nodded.

“He’s a man as doesn’t care for anything, is Baxter Dawes,”said one.

And presently, Paul took his departure.

“Go along with him, Mr.Jenkinson,”whispered the barmaid, tipping Mr. Jenkinson the wink. The man nodded, took his hat, said:“Goodnight all!”very heartily, and followed Paul, calling:

“Half a minute, old man. You and I are taking the same road, I believe.”

Paul would have died rather than his mother should get to know of this affair. He suffered tortures of humiliation and self-consciousness. There was now a good deal of his life of which necessarily he could not speak to his mother. He had a life apart from her—his sexual life.

Clara was happy, almost sure of him. She felt she had at last got him for herself; and then again came the uncertainty. He told her jokingly of the affair with her husband. Her grey eyes flashed.

“And what are you going to do?”she asked.

“How?”


“About Baxter.”

“There’s nothing to do,is there?”he replied.

“You can fight him if you have to, I suppose?”she said.

“No; I haven’t the least sense of the‘fist’.”

“But he’ll do something to you. You don’t know him.”

“All right,”he said,“we’ll see.”

“And you’ll let him?”

“Perhaps,if I can’t help it.”

“You DO make me angry!”she exclaimed.“You don’t know him.”

He shrugged his shoulders.

He did not see Dawes for several days; then one morning as he ran upstairs from his office, almost colliding with the strong metal-worker.

“What the...!”cried Dawes.

“Sorry!”said Paul,and passed on.

“SORRY!”sneered Dawes.“You’re going to answer for that job of the other night.”

Dawes stood in the doorway, tall and threatening, looking at the top of the young man’s head.

“Six and five’s eleven and seven’s one-and-six,”Paul added aloud.“What’s that?”


“I’m going to show you what it is,”said Dawes.

The other went on adding the figures aloud.

Thomas Jordan, the company owner,started out of his little glass office, and came running down the room.

“What’s the matter, what’s the matter?”he said,in his old man’s sharp voice.

“I’m just going to settle this little..., that’s all,”said Dawes desperately.

“What’s it all about?”snapped Thomas Jordan.

“Couldn’t say,”said Paul, shaking his head and shrugging his shoulders.

“Couldn’t you, couldn’t you!”cried Dawes, thrusting forward his handsome, furious face, and squaring his fist.

“Have you finished?”cried the old man.“Get off about your business, and don’t come here drunk in the morning.”

Dawes turned his big frame slowly upon him.

“Drunk!”he said.“I’m no more drunk than YOU are!”

“Get off my premises... get off!”

He seized and twitched Dawes’s arm.

“Come off!”said Dawes, and with a jerk of the
 elbow he sent the little manufacturer staggering backwards. Before anyone could help him, Thomas Jordan had collided with the door. It had given way,and let him crash down the half-dozen steps. Dawes stood a moment looking bitterly on the scene, then he took his departure.

Thomas Jordan was shaken, not otherwise hurt. He was, however, beside himself with rage. He dismissed Dawes from his employment, and summoned him for assault.

At the trial Paul Morel had to give evidence. Asked how the trouble began, he said:

“Dawes took occasion to insult Mrs. Dawes and me because I accompanied her to the theatre one evening; then I threw some beer at him, and he wanted his revenge.”

The case was dismissed after the magistrate had told Dawes he thought him a beast.

“You gave the case away,”snapped Mr. Jordan to Paul.

“I don’t think I did,”replied the latter.“Besides, you didn’t really want a conviction, did you?”

“What do you think I took the case up for?”

“Well,”said Paul,“I’m sorry if I said the wrong
 thing.”

Clara was also very angry. Paul had mentioned her name during the trial.

He told himself easily:“She will come round.”And she did.

He told his mother about the fall of Mr. Jordan and the trial of Dawes. Mrs. Morel watched him closely.

“Have you ever considered where it will end?”his mother said.

“No,”he answered;“things work out of themselves.”

“They do,in a way one doesn’t like,as a rule,”said his mother.

“And then one has to put up with them,”he said.

“You’ll find you’re not as good at‘putting up’as you imagine,”she said.

“Do you ever ask HER opinion?”she said at length.

“What of?”

“Of you and the whole thing.”

“I don’t care what her opinion of me is. She’s fearfully in love with me, but it’s not very deep.”


“But quite as deep as your feeling for her.”

He looked up at his mother curiously.

“Yes,”he said.“You know, Mother, I think there must be something the matter with me, that I CA N’T love. When she’s there, as a rule, I DO love her. Sometimes, when I see her just as T H E WOM A N, I love her, mother; but then, when she talks and criticizes, I often don’t listen to her.”

“Yet she’s as much sense as Miriam.”

“Perhaps; and I love her better than Miriam. But WHY don’t they hold me?”

“But you wouldn’t want to marry Clara?”she said.

“No; at first perhaps I would. But why—why don’t I want to marry her or anybody? I feel sometimes as if I wronged my women, Mother.”

“How wronged them, my son?”

“I even love Clara, and I did Miriam; but to GIVE myself to them in marriage I couldn’t. I couldn’t belong to them.”

“You haven’t met the right woman.”

“And I never shall meet the right woman while you live,”he said.

She was very quiet. Now she began to feel again
 tired, as if she were done.

“We’ll see, my son,”she answered.

Clara was, indeed, passionately in love with him, and he with her, as far as passion went. In the daytime he forgot her a good deal. She was working in the same building, but he was not aware of it. He was busy,and her existence was of no matter to him. But all the time she was in her room she had a sense that he was upstairs,a physical sense of his person in the same building. She wanted to touch his chest. It maddened her to hear his mechanical voice giving orders about the work.

One evening they were walking down by the canal, and something was troubling him.She knew she had not got him. He was a long way from her.

She had been thinking.

“Will you always stay at Jordan’s?”she asked.

“No,”he answered without reflecting.“No; I’ll leave Nottingham and go abroad... soon.”

“Go abroad!What for?”

“I don’t know!I feel restless.”

“And when do you think you’ll go?”

“I don’t know. I shall hardly go for long, while there’s my mother.”


“You couldn’t leave her?”

“Not for long.”

It was an agony to know he would leave her, but it was almost an agony to have him near her.

“And if you made a nice lot of money, what would you do?”she asked.

“Go somewhere in a pretty house near London with my mother.”

“I see.”

There was a long pause.

“I could still come and see you,”he said.“I don’t know. Don’t ask me what I should do; I don’t know.”

But Clara was not satisfied.Something great was there,she knew;something great enveloped her.But it did not keep her.

He felt as if she were helpless, almost a burden to him, and it irritated him.

“But what do you always want to be kissing and embracing for?”he asked once at the factory, after she had quietly gone to find him.“Surely there’s a time for everything.”

She looked up at him,and the hate came into her eyes.


“DO I always want to be kissing you?”she said.

“Always, even if I come to ask you about the work. I don’t want anything to do with love when I’m at work. Work’s work...”

“And what is love?”she asked.“Has it to have special hours?”

“Yes; out of work hours.”

“It is only to exist in spare time?”

“That’s all,and not always then... not the kissing sort of love.”

“And that’s all you think of it?”

“It’s quite enough.”

“I’m glad you think so.”

And she was cold to him for some time—she hated him; and while she was cold and contemptuous, he was uneasy till she had forgiven him again. But when they started again they were not any nearer.

He kept her because he never satisfied her. In the spring they went together to the seaside. Her mother sometimes accompanied them. They had rooms at a little cottage,and lived as man and wife.

It was known in Nottingham that Paul Morel and Mrs. Dawes were going together, but as nothing was
 very obvious,and Clara always a solitary person,and he seemed so simple and innocent, it did not make much difference.

In the early morning they often went out together to bathe.She loved him then. He was solitary and strong,and his eyes had a beautiful light. She loved him in the morning. There was something detached, hard, and elemental about his kisses then, as if he were only conscious of his own will, not in the least of her and her wanting him.

Later in the day he went out sketching.

“You,”he said to her,“go with your mother to Sutton. I am so dull.”

She stood and looked at him. He knew she wanted to come with him, but he preferred to be alone. She made him feel imprisoned when she was there,as if he could not get a free deep breath,as if there were something on top of him.She felt his desire to be free of her.

In the evening he came back to her.

“It seems,”she said, as they stared over the darkness of the sea, where no light was to be seen.“It seemed as if you only loved me at night—as if you didn’t love me in the daytime.”


“The night is free to you,”he replied.“In the daytime I want to be by myself.”

“But why?”she said.“Why, even now, when we are on this short holiday?”

“I don’t know. Lovemaking stifles me in the daytime.”

“But it needn’t be always lovemaking,”she said.

“It always is,”he answered,“when you and I are together.”

She sat feeling very bitter.

“Do you ever want to marry me?”he asked curiously.

“Do you me?”she replied.

“Yes, yes;I should like us to have children,”he answered slowly.“But you don’t really want a divorce from Baxter, do you?”

It was some minutes before she replied.

“No,”she said, very deliberately;“I don’t think I do.”

“Why?”

“I don’t know.”

“Do you feel as if you belonged to him?”

“No; I don’t think so.”

“What, then?”


“I think he belongs to me,”she replied.

“And you never really intended to belong to ME?”he said.

“Yes, I do belong to you,”she answered.

“No,”he said;“because you don’t want to be divorced.”

There was a silence in which they hated each other, though they laughed. So there went on a battle between them. She knew she never fully had him. Some part, big and vital in him, she had no hold over; nor did she ever try to get it, or even to realise what it was. And he knew in some way that she held herself still as Mrs. Dawes.

She did not love Dawes, never had loved him; but she believed he loved her, at least depended on her. She felt a certainty about him that she never felt with Paul Morel.

She had received her confirmation; but she never believed that her life belonged to Paul Morel, nor his to her. They would separate in the end, and the rest of her life would be an ache after him.

One evening, after their return to town, Paul and she were walking along when they met Dawes. The young man glanced, saw the dark brown eyes
 burning, full of hate and yet tired.

“Who was that?”he asked of Clara.

“It was Baxter,”she replied.

As she saw him, Clara felt guilty. There was a tiredness and despair on his face that made her hate him, because it hurt her.

Now, when Paul made love to her, there was much less passion. Gradually, some mechanical effort spoilt their loving, or, when they had splendid moments, they had them separately, and not so satisfactorily. He left her, knowing T H AT evening had only made a little split between them. Their loving grew more mechanical, without the marvelous glamour. And afterwards each of them was rather ashamed, and these things caused a distance between the two of them. He began to despise her a little, as if she had merited it!

One night he left her to return to his mother’s home.It was very dark, with an attempt at snow,although the spring was so far advanced. Morel had not much time; he plunged forward.

Paul glanced round. Behind, the houses stood on the brim of the dip, black against the sky, like wild beasts glaring curiously with yellow eyes down into
 the darkness.

“Good-evening!”Paul heard a voice say.

“Good-evening!”Morel answered, not noticing.

“Paul Morel?”said the man.

Then he knew it was Dawes. The man stopped his way.

“I’ve got you, have I?”he said awkwardly.

“I shall miss my train,”said Paul.“And,I don’t know how to fight.”

“All right, then,”answered Dawes, and before the younger man knew where he was, he was staggering backwards from a blow across the face.

The whole night went black. He tore off his overcoat and coat, dodging a blow, and flung the garments over Dawes. The latter swore savagely. Morel,in his shirtsleeves, was now alert and furious. He could not fight, so he would use his wits. The other man became more distinct to him; he could see particularly the shirt-breast. Dawes stumbled over Paul’s coats, then came rushing forward.

The young man’s mouth was bleeding. It was the other man’s mouth he was dying to get at, and the desire was anguish in its strength. Suddenly, from out of nowhere, came a great blow against his
 ear, which sent him falling helpless backwards. He felt blows and kicks, but they did not hurt; Paul only held on closer to his attacker.

He hung on to the bigger man like a wild cat, till at last Dawes fell with a crash, losing his presence of mind. Paul went down with him. Pure instinct brought his hands to the man’s neck, and before Dawes,in frenzy and agony, could wrench him free, he had got his fists twisted in the scarf and his knuckles dug in the throat of the other man. He was a pure instinct, without reason or feeling.

He was quite unconscious, only his body had taken upon itself to kill this other man. For himself, he had neither feeling nor reason. Dawes had been yielding. Morel felt his body flame with pain, as he realised what he was doing; he was all bewildered.

Dawes’s struggles suddenly renewed themselves furiously, beating Morel with great vigor. Dawes, grunting with pain like a beast, was kicking the body of his rival.

Morel gradually came to himself. He knew where he was and what had happened, but he did not want to move. He lay still, with tiny bits of snow tickling his face. Dawes was gone.


He crawled back up the hill to the train. He wanted to get to his mother—he must get to his mother—that was his blind intention. He covered his face as much as he could, and struggled sickly along.

Everybody was in bed when he returned. He looked at himself. His face was discolored and smeared with blood, almost like a dead man’s face. He washed it,and went to bed. The night went by in a restless fever. In the morning he found his mother looking at him. Her blue eyes—they were all he wanted to see. She was there; he was in her hands.

“It’s not much, Mother,”he said.“It was Baxter Dawes.”

“Tell me where it hurts you,”she said quietly.

He felt he could not bear it. His mother nursed him; he told her about it.

“And now you should have done with them all,”she said quietly.

“I will, Mother.”

Clara came to see him.

Afterwards he said to his mother:

“She makes me tired, Mother.”

“Yes; I wish she wouldn’t come,”Mrs. Morel
 replied.

Another day Miriam came, but she seemed almost like a stranger to him.

“You know, I don’t care about them, Mother,”he said.

“I’m afraid you don’t, my son,”she replied sadly.

It was given out everywhere that it was a bicycle accident.

Soon he was able to go to work again, but now there was a constant sickness in his heart. He went to Clara, but there seemed, as it were, nobody there. He could not work. He and his mother seemed almost to avoid each other. There was some secret between them which they could not bear. He was not aware of it. He only knew that his life seemed unbalanced,as if it were going to smash into pieces.

Clara did not know what was the matter with him. She realized that he seemed unaware of her. Even when he came to her he seemed unaware of her; always he was somewhere else.

Paul said his mother must go to Sheffield to stay a week with Annie, who lived there. Perhaps the change would do her good. Mrs. Morel was attending
 a woman’s doctor in Nottingham. He said her heart and her digestion were wrong.

She consented to go to Sheffield, though she did not want to; but now she would do everything her son wished of her.Paul said he would come for her on the fifth day,and stay also in Sheffield till the holiday was up. It was agreed.

During this time, Paul went with a friend for a holiday. Paul was like another man. None of himself remained—no Clara, no Miriam, no mother that fretted him. He wrote to them all,and long letters to his mother; but they were jolly letters that made her laugh. Paul was very excited. He planned to visit his sister’s family after the holiday, which he looked forward to, as well.

Annie lived in a nice house, and had a little maid. Paul ran gaily up the steps. He expected his mother laughing in the hall, but it was Annie who opened to him.She seemed distant to him. He stood a second in dismay. Annie let him kiss her cheek.

“Is my mother ill?”he said.

“Yes; she’s not very well. Don’t upset her.”

“Is she in bed?”

“Yes.”


And then the queer feeling went over him, as if all the sunshine had gone out of him, and it was all shadow.

“Mother!”he said.

“I thought you were never coming,”she answered gaily.

But he only fell on his knees at the bedside, and buried his face in the bedclothes, crying in agony, and saying:

“Mother... Mother... Mother!”

“Don’t cry,”she said.“Don’t cry... it’s nothing.”

“What is it, Mother?”he asked brutally.

She averted her eyes as she answered:

“Only a bit of a tumor, my boy. You needn’t trouble. It’s been there... the lump has... a long time.”

“Where?”he said.

She put her hand on her side.

“Here. But you know they can burn a tumor away.”

“When were you poorly?”he asked.

“It was yesterday it began,”she answered.

“Pains?”


“Yes; but not more than I’ve often had at home. I believe Dr. Ansell is an alarmist.”

“You ought not to have traveled alone,”he said, to himself more than to her.

“As if that had anything to do with it!”she answered quickly.

They talked a little while, then he went downstairs. He was very white and strained.

“Is it really a tumor?”he asked his sister after finding her in the kitchen. Annie began to cry again.

“The pain she had yesterday...I never saw anybody suffer like it!”she cried.“She’s been having these pains for months at home, and nobody looking after her.”

The tears came to his eyes.

In the early sunny morning he ran to the station, crying all the way;he did not know what for. He was going to town to fetch her doctor, who would come the next morning.

In the afternoon he went a walk with Clara. He took her hand.

“You’ll see,”he said to Clara,“she’ll never be better.”

“Oh, you don’t know!”replied the other.


“I do,”he said.

She caught him impulsively to her breast.

“Try and forget it, dear,”she said,“try and forget it.”

“I will,”he answered.

It was comforting, and he held his arms round her. But he did not forget. He only talked to Clara of something else. And it was always so. When she felt it coming, the agony, she cried to him:

“Don’t think of it, Paul! Don’t think of it, my darling!”

Mrs. Morel did not change much. She stayed in Sheffield for two months. If anything,at the end she was rather worse. But she wanted to go home. Annie had her children. Mrs. Morel wanted to go home.So they got a motor-car from Nottingham—for she was too ill to go by train—and she was driven through the sunshine.

It was just August; everything was bright and warm. Under the blue sky they could all see she was dying. Yet she was jollier than she had been for weeks. They all laughed and talked.

Morel wanted to carry her indoors, but he was too old. Arthur took her as if she were a child. They
 had set her a big, deep chair by the hearth where her rocking-chair used to stand.

注释

stout[staut]adj.肥重的;肥胖的

eyelid['ailid]n.眼皮,眼睑

slack[slæk]v.松懈,减弱,松弛

lodging['lɔdʒiŋ]n.寄宿处,(通常用复数)出租的房间、住房

drunken['drʌŋkən]adj.酒醉的,摇摇晃晃的

drunkard['drʌŋkəd]n.醉汉,酒鬼

questioningly['kwestʃəniŋli]adv.怀疑地

wink[wiŋk]n.眨眼,眼色,瞬间

uncertainty[̩ʌn'səːtnti]n.无常,不确定,不可靠,半信半疑

jokingly['dʒəukiŋli]adv.开玩笑地,打趣地

collide[kə'laid]vi.碰撞,抵触

premise['premis]n.房产;房屋(及其附属建筑,地基等)[通常用复数形式]

twitch[twitʃ]vt.拉,拖或突然猛烈地移动

jerk[dʒəːk]vt.猛拉,急推,猛扭

summon['sʌmən]v.召集,传唤(被告等)

assault[ə'sɔːlt]n.攻击,袭击

revenge[ri'vendʒ]n.报仇,复仇

magistrate['mædʒistrit]n.地方法官,地方长官

madden['mædən]vt.使发狂,使发怒

envelope['enviləup]vt.笼罩,包封

elemental[̩eli'mentl]adj.自然力的

stifle['staifl]vt.使窒息,抑制

brim[brim]n.边,边缘


dodge[dɔdʒ]v.避开,躲避

garment['ցɑːmənt]n.衣服,外衣

shirtsleeves['ʃəːtsliːvz]n.衬衣袖子

stumble['stʌmbl]v.绊倒,使困惑,蹒跚

attacker[ə'tækə]n.攻击者

wrench[rentʃ]vt.猛扭,猛拉,用力拉使之分开

knuckle['nʌkl]n.指节,关节

bewilder[bi'wildə]vt.使迷惑,使不知所措,使昏乱

tickle['tikl]vt.使发痒

smear[smiə]vt.涂抹,涂[弄]得模糊不清

unbalanced[̩ʌn'bælənst]adj.不均衡的,不稳定的,失去平衡的

digestion[dai'dʒestʃən]n.消化,消化能力

dismay[dis'mei]n.沮丧,惊慌

brutally['bruːtəli]adv.兽性地,残酷地

avert[ə'vəːt]vt.避免,转移(目光、思想等)

tumor['tjuːmə]n.肿瘤,肿块

alarmist[ə'lɑːmist]n.大惊小怪者,杞人忧天者

impulsively[im'pʌlsivli]adv.冲动地

jolly['dʒɔli]adj.欢乐的,高兴的,快活的


CHAPTER 14 The Release

“By the way,”said the doctor one evening when Morel was in Sheffield,“we’ve got a man in the fever hospital here who comes from Nottingham—Dawes. He doesn’t seem to have many belongings in this world.”

“Baxter Dawes!”Paul exclaimed.

“You know him? He’s just brooding, or he’d be a lot better than he is by now.”

“I don’t know anything of his home circumstances, except that he’s separated from his wife and has been a bit down, I believe. But tell him about me, will you? Tell him I’ll come and see him.”

The next time Morel saw the doctor he said:

“And what about Dawes?”

“I said to him,”answered the other,“‘Do you know a man from Nottingham named Morel?’and he looked at me as if he’d jump at my throat. So I said,‘I see you know the name; it’s Paul Morel.’Then I told him about your saying you would go and see him.‘What does he want?’he said,as if you were a policeman.”

“And did he say he would see me?”asked Paul.


“He wouldn’t say anything—good,bad or indifferent,”replied the doctor.

“Why not?”

“That’s what I want to know. There he lies and broods, day in, day out. Can’t get a word of information out of him.”

“Do you think I might go?”asked Paul.

“You might.”

There was a feeling of connection between the rival men, more than ever since they had fought. In a way Morel felt guilty towards the other, and more or less responsible.

He went down to the isolation hospital, with Dr. Ansell’s card.

Dawes looked swiftly with his dark,startled eyes beyond the sister at Paul. His look was full of fear, mistrust,hate,and misery. The two men were afraid of the naked selves they had been.

“Dr. Ansell told me you were here,”said Morel, holding out his hand.

Dawes mechanically shook hands.

“So I thought I’d come in,”continued Paul.

There was no answer. Dawes lay staring at the opposite wall.


Dawes was thinner, and handsome again, but life seemed low in him. As the doctor said, he was lying brooding,and would not move forward towards recovery.

“What are you doing in Sheffield?”asked Dawes.

“My mother was taken ill at my sister’s in Thurston Street. What are you doing here?”

There was no answer.

“How long have you been in?”Morel asked.

“I couldn’t say for sure,”Dawes answered

grudgingly.

“Dr. Ansell told me you were here,”he said coldly.

Suddenly Dawes said:

“What did you come for?”

“Because Dr. Ansell said you didn’t know anybody here. Do you?”

“I know nobody nowhere,”said Dawes.

“Well,”said Paul,“it’s because you don’t choose to, then.”

There was another silence.

“Did you get a job here?”he asked.

“I was only here a day or two before I was taken bad,”Dawes replied.“Is your mother terribly ill?”
 he asked.

“She’s got cancer, and will soon die,”Paul answered,“but cheerful... lively!”

He bit his lip. After a minute he rose.

“Well, I’ll be going,”he said.“I’ll leave you this to help with things.”

“I don’t want it,”Dawes muttered.

Morel did not answer,but left the coin on the table.

“Well,”he said,“I’ll try and run in when I’m back in Sheffield.”

Paul went. The strong emotion that Dawes aroused in him,repressed, made him shiver.

He did not tell his mother, but next day he spoke to Clara about this interview. She was now always rather protective, and rather resentful towards him.

“Did you know Baxter was in Sheffield Hospital with a terrible fever?”he asked.

She looked at him with startled grey eyes, and her face went pale.

“No,”she said, frightened.

“He’s getting better. I went to see him yesterday... the doctor told me.”


“Is he very bad?”she asked guiltily.

“He has been. He’s mending now.”

“What did he say to you?”

“Oh, nothing! He seems to be brooding.”

There was a distance between the two of them. He gave her more information. She went about shut up and silent. The next time they took a walk together, she disengaged herself from his arm,and walked at a distance from him. He wanted her comfort badly.

“Won’t you be nice with me?”he asked.

She did not answer.

“What’s the matter?”he said, putting his arm across her shoulder.

“Don’t!”she said, disengaging herself.

“Is it Baxter that upsets you?”he asked at length.

“I H AVE been VILE to him! He loved me a thousand times better than you ever did!”she said.

And there was a hostility between them. Each pursued his own train of thought.

“He didn’t!”protested Paul.

“He did! At any rate, he did respect me, and that’s what you don’t do.”


She went on the first opportunity to Sheffield to see her husband. The meeting was not a success. But she left him roses and fruit and money.She wanted to make amends. It was not that she loved him. As she looked at him lying there her heart did not warm with love. Only she wanted to humble herself to him, to kneel before him. She wanted now to be self-sacrificial. After all, she had failed to make Morel really love her. She was morally frightened.

So she kneeled to Dawes,and it gave him a subtle pleasure. But the distance between them was still very great—too great. It frightened the man. It almost pleased the woman. She liked to feel she was serving him across a great distance. She was proud now.

Morel went to see Dawes once or twice. There was a sort of friendship between the two men, who were all the while deadly rivals. But they never mentioned the woman who was between them.

Mrs. Morel got gradually worse. At first they used to carry her downstairs, sometimes even into the garden. She sat propped in her chair, smiling, and so pretty. Paul and she were afraid of each other. He knew, and she knew, that she was dying. But
 they kept up a pretence of cheerfulness.

All day long he was conscious of nothing but her. It was a long ache that made him feverish. Then, when he got home in the early evening, he glanced through the kitchen window. She was not there; she had not got up. He ran straight upstairs and kissed her.

They were afraid, so they made light of things and were gay. Sometimes, when it was lighter, she talked about her husband. Now she hated him. She did not forgive him. She could not bear him to be in the room. And a few things, the things that had been most bitter to her, came up again so strongly that they broke from her, and she told her son.

He felt as if his life were being destroyed, piece by piece, within him. He did not see much of Clara. Usually he was with men. Sometimes he went to Clara, but she was almost cold to him.

“Take me!”he said simply.

Occasionally she would. But she was afraid. When he had her then, there was something in it that made her shrink away from him—something unnatural.She grew to dread him. He was so quiet, yet so strange. She lay in horror. There was no man there
 loving her. She almost hated him. Then came little bouts of tenderness. But she dared not pity him.

Dawes had come to Colonel Seely’s Home near Nottingham. There Paul visited him sometimes, Clara very occasionally. Between the two men the friendship developed peculiarly.

Dawes, who mended very slowly and seemed very feeble, seemed to leave himself in the hands of Morel. In the beginning of November Clara reminded Paul that it was her birthday.

“I’d nearly forgotten,”he said.

“I’d thought quite,”she replied.

“No. Shall we go to the seaside for the weekend?”

They went. It was cold and rather dismal. She waited for him to be warm and tender with her, instead of which he seemed hardly aware of her. He sat in the railway-carriage,looking out,and was startled when she spoke to him. He was definitely not thinking.

She was dissatisfied and miserable. He was not with her; she was nothing.

And in the evening they sat among the sandhills, looking at the black, heavy sea.


“She will never give in,”he said quietly.

Clara’s heart sank.

“No,”she replied.

“There are different ways of dying. My father’s people are frightened, and have to be hauled out of life into death like cattle into a slaughter-house, pulled by the neck; but my mother’s people are pushed from behind,inch by inch. They are stubborn people,and won’t die.”

“Yes,”said Clara.

“And she won’t die.She can’t.She wants to live even now. She simply won’t give in. And do you know, I said to her on Thursday:‘Mother, if I had to die, I’d die.’”

She got up terrified. She wanted to be where there was light, where there were other people. She wanted to be away from him.

“I wish she’d die!”

“Come!”said Clara roughly.“I’m going.”

He followed her down the darkness of the sands. He did not come to her. He seemed scarcely aware of her existence. And she was afraid of him, and disliked him.

In the same confusion they went back to Notting-
 ham. He was always busy,always doing something, always going from one to the other of his friends.

On the Monday he went to see Baxter Dawes. Listless and pale, the man rose to greet the other, clinging to his chair as he held out his hand.

“You shouldn’t get up,”said Paul.

Dawes sat down heavily, eyeing Morel with a sort of suspicion.

“How’s your mother?”asked Dawes.

“Hardly any different.”

“I thought she was perhaps worse, being as you didn’t come on Sunday.”

“I was at the seaside,”explained Paul.“I wanted a change.”

The other looked at him with dark eyes. He seemed to be waiting, not quite daring to ask, trusting to be told.

“I went with Clara,”said Paul.

“I knew as much,”said Dawes quietly.

This was the first time Clara had been definitely mentioned between them.

“No,”said Morel slowly,“she’s tired of me.”

Again Dawes looked at him.

“I’ll go abroad when my mother’s dead,”said
 Paul.

“Abroad!”repeated Dawes.

“Yes; I don’t care what I do.”

Still the days and the weeks went by. He hardly ever went to see Clara now. But he wandered restlessly from one person to another for some help, and there was none anywhere. Miriam had written to him tenderly. He went to see her. Her heart was very sore when she saw him, white, with his eyes dark and bewildered.

“How is she?”she asked.

“The same... the same!”he said.“The doctor says she can’t last, but I know she will. She’ll be here at Christmas.”

Miriam shuddered. She drew him to her; she pressed him to her bosom; she kissed him and kissed him. He submitted,but it was torture.She could not kiss his agony. And she kissed him and fingered his body, till at last, feeling he would go mad, he got away from her. It was not what he wanted just then—not that. And she thought she had soothed him and done him good.

December came, and some snow. He stayed at home all the while now. They could not afford a
 nurse. Annie came to look after her mother. The nurse, whom they loved, came in morning and evening. Paul shared the nursing with Annie.

She had medicine to help her sleep every night. Annie slept beside her. Paul would go in in the early morning, when his sister got up.

Her body was wasted to a fragment of ash. Her eyes were dark and full of torture.

“Can’t you give her something to put an end to it?”he asked the doctor at last. But the doctor shook his head.

“She can’t last many days now, Mr. Morel,”he said.

“I can’t bear it much longer; we shall all go mad,”said Annie.

It was nearing Christmas; there was more snow. Annie and he felt as if they could go on no more.Still her dark eyes were alive. Old Morel, silent and frightened, destroyed himself. Sometimes he would go into his wife’s room and look at her. Then he backed out, bewildered.

One night Annie and Paul were alone. Nurse was upstairs.

“She’ll live over Christmas,”said Annie. They
 were both full of horror.

“She won’t,”he replied grimly.“I’ll give her an overdose of the sleeping medication.”

“Oh... do!”said Annie.

The next evening he got all the sleeping pills there were, and took them downstairs. Carefully he crushed them to powder.

“What are you doing?”said Annie.

“I’ll put them in her night milk.”

Paul went up with the hot milk in a feeding-cup. It was nine o’clock.

“Oh,it IS bitter, Paul!”she said, making a little frown.

“It’s a new sleeping draught the doctor gave me for you,”he said.

“But it IS horrid!”she said.

“I know—I tasted it,”he said.“But I’ll give you some clean milk afterwards.”

She was obedient to him like a child. He wondered if she knew.

The mother sighed again with weariness. Her pulse was very irregular. Paul put the long thin grey hair over her shoulder and kissed her.

“You’ll sleep, my love,”he said.


“Yes,”she answered trustfully.“Goodnight.”

They put out the light,and it was still.

Morel was in bed. Annie and Paul came to look at her at about eleven. She seemed to be sleeping as usual.

“She’s going!”he whispered.

“Yes,”said Annie.

“You go to my bed,”he said to Annie.“I’ll sit up.”

“No,”she said,“I’ll stop with you.”

“I’d rather you didn’t,”he said.

At last Annie crept out of the room,and he was alone. The minutes went by. The night was going, breath by breath.

His father got up. Paul heard the miner drawing his stockings on, yawning. Then Morel,in shirt and stockings, entered.

“Hush!”said Paul.

Morel stood watching. Then he looked at his son, helplessly, and in horror.

“Had I better stay home?”he whispered.

“No. Go to work. She’ll last through tomorrow.”

“I don’t think so.”


“Yes. Go to work.”

The miner looked at her again,in fear,and went obediently out of the room.

At last, at about eleven o’clock the next morning, he went downstairs and sat in the neighbor’s house. Annie was downstairs also. Arthur was upstairs. Paul sat with his head in his hand. Suddenly Annie came flying across the yard crying, half mad:

“Paul... Paul... she’s gone!”

In a second he was back in his own house and upstairs.

She lay curled up and still, with her face on her hand. They all stood back. He kneeled down, and put his face to hers and his arms round her:

“My love... my love...oh, my love!”he whispered again and again.“My love... oh, my love!”

The father came home from work at about four o’clock. He dragged silently into the house and sat down. Paul wondered if he knew. It was some time, and nobody had spoken. At last the son said:

“You noticed the blinds were down?”

Morel looked up.

“No,”he said.“Why—has she gone?”

“Yes.”


“When was it?”

“About twelve this morning.”

“H’m!”

“H’m!”

The miner sat still for a moment, then began his dinner. It was as if nothing had happened. He ate his turnips in silence. Afterwards he washed and went upstairs to dress.

Paul’s mother’s room was cold, that had been warm for so long. She lay raised on the bed, the sweep of the sheet from the raised feet was like a clean curve of snow, so silent. She lay like a maiden asleep. With his candle in his hand, he bent over her. She lay like a girl asleep and dreaming of her love.

The mouth was a little open as if wondering from the suffering,but her face was young, her brow clear and white as if life had never touched it. She was young again. He bent and kissed her passionately.

But there was coldness against his mouth. He bit his lips with horror. Looking at her, he felt he could never, never let her go. No!

Then he crouched on the floor, whispering to her:

“Mother, Mother!”


That afternoon, he met Clara in Nottingham, and they had tea together in a cafe, when they were quite jolly again.She was infinitely relieved to find he did not take it tragically.

Later, when the relatives began to come for the funeral, the affair became public, and the children became social beings. They put themselves aside. They buried her in a furious storm of rain and wind.

The weeks passed half-real, not much pain, not much of anything. Paul went restless from place to place. For some months, since his mother had been worse, he had not made love to Clara. She was,as it were, dumb to him, rather distant. Dawes saw her very occasionally, but the two could not get an inch across the great distance between them. The three of them were drifting forward.

Dawes mended very slowly. Paul went to the seaside for a few days. His father was with Annie in Sheffield. Dawes came to Paul’s lodgings. His time in the hospital was up.

The two men, between whom was such a big reserve,seemed faithful to each other. Dawes depended on Morel now. He knew Paul and Clara had practically separated.


Two days after Christmas Paul was to go back to Nottingham.

“You know Clara’s coming down for the day tomorrow?”he said.

The other man glanced at him.

“Yes, you told me,”he replied.

“I told the landlady your wife was coming,”he said.

“Did you?”said Dawes, shrinking.

“And I don’t see,”said Paul,“why you shouldn’t go on where you left off.”

“What...”said Dawes,suggestively.

“Yes...fit your old home together again.”

Dawes hid his face and shook his head.

“Couldn’t be done,”he said,and looked up with an ironic smile.

“Why?Because you don’t want to?”

“Perhaps.”

“You mean you don’t want her?”said Paul.“I believe she wants you.”

“Do you?”replied the other, soft, satirical, abstract.

“Yes. She never really hitched on to me... you were always there in the background. That’s why she
 wouldn’t get a divorce. That’s how women are with me,”said Paul.“They want me like mad, but they don’t want to belong to me. And she BELONGED to you all the time. I knew.”

The triumphant male came up in Dawes. He showed his teeth more distinctly.

“Perhaps I was a fool,”he said.

“You were a big fool,”said Morel.

“But perhaps even T H EN you were a bigger fool,”said Dawes.

“At any rate, I’m clearing out tomorrow,”said Morel.

“I see,”answered Dawes.

Then they did not talk any more. The instinct to murder each other had returned. They almost avoided each other.

In the morning it was raining. Morel packed his bag. The sea was grey and dismal. He seemed to be cutting himself off from life more and more. It gave him a wicked pleasure to do it. The two men were at the station. Clara stepped out of the train, and came along the platform, very erect and coldly composed. Both men hated her for her composure. Paul shook hands with her. The three stood at a loss. She kept
 the two men hesitating near her.

“Shall we go to the lodging straight off,”said Paul,“or somewhere else?”

“We may as well go home,”said Dawes.

Paul walked on the outside of the pavement, then Dawes, then Clara. They made polite conversation.

“I should think you’re cold,”said Dawes to his wife.“Come nearer to the fire.”

“Thank you, I’m quite warm,”she answered.

She looked out of the window at the rain and at the sea.

“When are you going back?”she asked.

“Well, the rooms are taken until tomorrow. He’s going back tonight.”

“And then you’re thinking of going to Sheffield?”

“Yes.”

“Are you fit to start work?”

“I’m going to start.”

“You’ve really got a place?”

“Yes... begin on Monday.”

“You don’t look fit.”

“Why don’t I?”

She looked again out of the window instead of an-
 swering.

“And have you got lodgings in Sheffield?”

“Yes.”

Again she looked away out of the window.It was three o’clock.

“I am going by the four-twenty,”said Paul to Clara.“Are you coming then or later?”

“I don’t know,”she said.

“I’m meeting my father in Nottingham at sevenfifteen,”he said.

“Then,”she answered,“I’ll come later.”

Dawes jerked suddenly,as if he had been held on a strain. He looked out over the sea, but he saw nothing.

At about four o’clock Morel went.

“I shall see you both later,”he said,as he shook hands.

“Ay... well...”said Dawes.

“Good-bye,”he said to Clara.

“Good-bye,”she said, giving him her hand. Then she glanced at him for the last time, dumb and humble.

He was gone. Dawes and his wife sat down again.


“It’s a nasty day for travelling,”said the man.

“Yes,”she answered.

She served him tea as she would, like a wife,not consulting his wish. After tea, as it drew near to six o’clock, he went to the window.

“It’s raining yet,”he said.

“Is it?”she answered.

“You won’t go tonight,shall you?”he said,hesitating.

“Do you WANT me to stay?”she asked.

His hand as he held the dark curtain trembled.

“Yes,”he said.

He remained with his back to her. She rose and went slowly to him. He let go the curtain, turned, hesitating, towards her.

“Do you want me, Baxter?”she asked.

“Do you want to come back to me?”

“Take me back!”she whispered,ecstatic.“Take me back, take me back!”And she put her fingers through his fine, thin dark hair, as if she were only semi-conscious. He tightened his grasp on her.

“Do you want me again?”he murmured, broken.


注释

belonging[bi'lɔŋiŋ]n.财产,所有物,亲戚

brood[bruːd]v.沉思,冥想

mistrust[mis'trʌst]n.不信任,猜疑

grudgingly['ցrʌdʒiŋli]adj.不愿的,勉强的,吝啬的

mutter['mʌtə]v.咕哝,嘀咕

repressed[ri'prest]adj.被抑制的,被压抑的

disengage[̩disin'ցeidʒ]v.脱离,解脱

vile[vail]adj.可耻的,恶劣的

amend[ə'mend]n.补偿,(对毁损的)赔偿,赔礼

propped[prɔpd]adj.支撑着的,维持的

pretence[pri'tens]n.假装,虚伪

dread[dred]v.惧怕,担心

feeble['fiːbl]adj.虚弱的,衰弱的

sandhill['sændhil]n.沙丘

slaughter['slɔːtə]n.屠宰,残杀,屠杀

listless['listləs]adj.倦怠的,冷漠的,情绪低落的

shudder['ʃʌdə]vi.战栗,发抖

bosom['buzəm]n.胸部

grimly['ցrimli]adv.严格地,冷酷地

overdose['əuvədəus]n.配药过量

medication[̩medi'keiʃən]n.药物治疗,药物

obedient[ə'biːdiənt]adj.服从的,孝顺的

weariness['wiərinis]n.疲倦,厌烦,疲劳

irregular[i'reցjulə]adj.不规则的,无规律的

obediently[ə'biːdiəntli]adv.服从地,顺从地

turnip['təːnip]n.萝卜,甘蓝

maiden['meidən]n.少女,处女


tragically['trædʒikəli]adv.悲剧地,悲惨地

suggestively[səց'dʒestivli]adv.提示地,不解地,暗示地

fit one’s old home together again将…的家庭破镜重圆

ironic[ai'rɔnik]adj.说反话的,讽刺的

hitch[hitʃ] v.拴住,套住,结婚;get hitched(= be hitched)[美俚]结婚We got hitched last weekend.上周末我俩结婚了。

triumphant[trai'ʌmfənt]adj.成功的,狂欢的,洋洋得意的

composure[kəm'pəuʒə]n.镇静,沉着

pavement['peivmənt]n.人行道,马路

jerk[dʒəːk]vi.痉挛

ecstatic[ik'stætik]adj.狂喜的,心醉神迷的,痴迷的

tighten['taitən]v.变紧,绷紧,拉紧


CHAPTER 15 Derelict

Clara went with her husband to Sheffield, and Paul scarcely saw her again. Walter Morel seemed to have let all the trouble go over him, and there he was, crawling about on the mud of it, just the same. There was scarcely any bond between father and son, save that each felt he must not let the other go in any actual want. As there was no one to keep on the home, and as they could neither of them bear the emptiness of the house, Paul took lodgings in Nottingham,and Morel went to live with a friendly family in Bestwood. Everything seemed to have gone smash for the young man.

At work there was no Clara. When he came home he could not take up his brushes again. There was nothing left.So he was always in the town at one place or another, drinking, knocking about with the men he knew. It really wearied him. Everything seemed so different, so unreal.

One evening he came home late to his lodging.Presently two mice came out, cautiously, taking the fallen crumbs. He watched them as it were from a long way off. The church clock struck two. The time passed. He
 did not want to move. He was not thinking of anything. It was easier so.

“What am I doing?”he thought to himself.“Destroying myself.”

Then, quite mechanically and more distinctly, the conversation began again inside him.

“She’s dead. What was it all for... her struggle?”

That was his despair wanting to go after her.

“You’re alive.”

“She’s not.”

“She is... in you. You’ve got to keep alive for her sake,”said his will in him.

But he did not want to. He wanted to give up. So the weeks went on. Always alone, first on the side of death, then on the side of life, he continued. The real agony was that he had nowhere to go, nothing to do, nothing to say,and WAS nothing himself.

In despair he thought of Miriam. Perhaps... perhaps...? Then, happening to go into church one Sunday evening, when they stood up to sing the second hymn he saw her before him. A warm, strong feeling for her came up. She was better and bigger than he. He would depend on her.


He invited her for dinner, and so they returned to his mother’s home. Miriam explained that she would soon be teaching at a farming college nearby, but he paid little attention to the words she spoke. During the visit, he noticed how old she looked, much older than Clara. Her bloom of youth had quickly gone.

After dinner they drew up to the fire. He swung her a chair facing him, and they sat down. She seemed old to him, older than Clara. A sort of stiffness had come upon her.

She suggested they get married, though during the visit, he draws himself further away from her, realizing he could not bear being married to her. She could only sacrifice herself to him—everyday, gladly. And that he did not want. It was an end between them.

“Mother!”he whispered,“Mother!”

She was the only thing that held him up, himself, amid all this. And she was gone,intermingled herself. He wanted her to touch him, have him alongside with her. But no, he would not give in. He would not take that direction, to the darkness, to follow her. He walked towards the faintly humming,


glowing town, quickly.

注释

derelict['derilikt]n.被弃漂流于海上的船,被遗弃的人[物]

emptiness['emptinis]n.空虚,无知

crumb[krʌm]n.碎屑,面包屑

intermingle[̩intə'miŋցl]vt.使混合,使搀和

humming['hʌmiŋ]n.低哼,嗡嗡声,蜂音
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