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On Sons and Lovers
—The Fall of “Mother” and Paul’s Maturity—

Akio Terada

Abstract

Many things have been said of Sons and Lovers, D. H. Lawrence’s
autobiographical novel. Roughly speaking, there are two ways of
approach to the book, one is from the viewpoint of the Oedipus-complex,
according to Freudian theory and the other of the education story,
Bildungsroman. But the novel, it seems to me, has both aspects in its
character. Among three women Gertrude Morel is the most important
person to the hero, Paul. In this paper, therefore, I trace the relationship
between Paul and his mother with the lapse of time, focusing my
attention on the process of Paul’s maturity. Controversial problems,
“mercy-killing” and the treatment of the end of the story are also

discussed here.

()

B L\ Lawrence OFHEDH T Sons and Lovers ICER LD EL LM

19134F10 H27 HfY 3D A, W. McLeod S8 C D FHDOH T Lawrence (3, “But

one sheds one’s sickness in books—repeats and presents again one’s

emotions, to be master of them.”” & CDIERBMEOEFHKE BEONEHDD
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— AR TV B, ZNXYFIOFELE S H19 AP O E. Garnett 58 TOFHK
DO1T, “The copy of Sons and Lovers has just come—I am fearfully proud
of it. I reckon it is quite a great book. I shall not write quite in that style
any more. It’s the end of my youthful period.”? BB NTWS I ELLH5
5& 90T, TOESIIIEE Lawrence K& » Tl AH ¥ v ZBMESTH - oo
19t e BT D/ & & 20 T DR D/NED—D &L b E b B Y TD/NGHC
DOTHE L DRFENE DT L% TED, Keith Alldritt DKD—
Hiren o2 EBHL TV EEbh 5,

Published discussion of Sons and Lovers has usually been divided
over what the themes of the novel are. Broardly speaking, it can be said
that there are those who see the book as primarily an account of an

oedipal situation and those who prefer to regard it as a novel of

education, a Bildungsroman.®

WIIMEEEEMNISVAICILED, TOERKEEOFIAOL St EEE T
DEFTBEDS, ZOMEENILLEDDTH L EEILZHBELVERD
XHiclEbhs, BICHT 244 F4 TR 367V y s ANENREICRS
NBOTHS L, XEARL Paul OFEMICES F TORMOREEH > TL
% il Bildungsroman O s RETHFICIEWHR L L TH S,

LIAT, ADPBRELTW LN bESTHRASZREDEESL S
BT ETHD Paul DEE, ZOREDHELICTIDSDREIFOETH S, D
flic Z AD# M, Miriam & Clara BEEBEETH 508, TO/NRILBNT
EE LT Paul EROBHRICHESEHTEND, TOEILOBELRITL,
R M%) O, ERFEEEOMEDEAFIC DV THEEEMZ T,

- BT 58

Lawrence O HIzH{EihE VWbh 2 ZOERNRIF, FRHBEICEALN
HEFENALURIDLOWERELTE - TV5b, BELLOEEMERIEIDCELEA
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ALV IRE I D ESRMT 5D THH S, TOIER TR RTUED
TH5 [HE] (“Bottoms”) 2E D I L BEEETORES BN, Morel XA
DFEIEE £ OEBLENIO BB EESEES NS, B—HOKD IR LEEL
7z Morel KA ZEEHENS, £ L T/AADKRZECAAPEC TV EE0
5 THAXDE] Thh, AL Paul 6i?§ﬁ@ﬂﬁﬁﬂ&€b\5<‘:b‘5§§ﬁf‘%éo

Mrs. Morel gasped slightly in fear. She touched the big, pallid
flowers on their petals, then shivered. They seemed to be stretching in
the moonlight. She put her hand into one white bin: the gold scarcely
showed on her fingers by moonlight. She bent down to look at the binful
of yellow pollen; but it only appeared dusky. Then she drank a deep
draught of the scent. It almost made her dizzy.

Mrs. Morel leaned on the garden gate, looking out, and she lost
herself awhile. She did not know what she thought. Except for a slight
feeling of sickness, and her consciousness in the child, herself melted out
like scent into the shiny, pale air. After a time the child, too, melted
with her in the mixing-pot of moonlight, and she rested with the hills

and lilies and houses, all swum together in a kind of swoon.?

WEERRAICW S T E bR SR AR OIIBO ic AT £ 5 T EEKRT B
EVH MBI B E T TRHER OB E TOMRICERR L3045 F
MEEgohbd, MHNBZHROBMEIFEO S DAREOBIENERT DL
EEfic, FEROBTRBROBEL I TOREZRTEEDTHAH, BILH A
B0 Paul RS LK ABVEZNEE BRI 5 DTH 5,

“Look !” she said. “Look, my pretty !”

She thrust the infant forward to the crimson, throbbing sun, almost
with relief. She saw him lift his little fist, Then she put him to her
bosom again, ashamed almost of her impulse to give him back again-
whence he came.

“If he lives,” she thought to herself, “what will become of him —what
will he be 77

Her heart was-anxious.

(3)
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“I will call him Paul,” she said suddenly; she knew not why. (p. 37)

BRIC Paul &% 5 [FBOE] THED, T Morel RADFH %
FEEDTH D, BIL I TOEGDORMICEWT, HRII/MITE-%ZD
LTWaY, S0->ELELHETHD, BREBBEBIEOREICEDL, HEOD
BHEFH, B, BERERUIOPPILDFEIE oo EFHEN TS,
DX, George Copperd T ‘proud in his bearing, handsome, and rather
bitter; who preferred theology in reading, and who drew near in sympathy
only to one man, the Apostle Paul;’ (p. 10) TH D, it -»THEWVS
SOR DB L > TRESNTWIDTH S, TEBIK Paul ¢mELI
DHRIEETETEHEV, FEREDHTDICHESHBTHD, ERENTHS
RO TRANTHREM L EZIATHOAE TR LEEDOBBRRBHAE T,
AN —ADEZTLPS Paul ERBLALCEARILZD T EBEHEINTY
LHEWZ LD, T T¥BOEF] L&s|fLEL TRXEDE] 68, 2%
NKBEADA A=V TCLORTEAUATVE L EBEETH D, BICHET
EVSHEMEOHETOEEMAT, BICHKELTW 21T Paul KRB Sh
5, WHOEFHNBIENE W LB E0EFREL T EERRLTNE &
ZEZONB5DTH5,

L LIFRDOH~EIC B TRBOENE ] Paul L0 KA Willlam DA
FDELEBNTV S, 205KIC78 - 12 William 25 London ic{L 4 B2tz &
E, BN T CLREULEEELAB D - ThENMEICE - TRBEED
BTh-7z, 7 ) 2= 2ThHRE LI Willlam O RS ZICEAFO A & (2 BED
BE R, —HRZHENLZDICR - TRHO Paul KT 2 BB OFEE - TW
o RDOFIFIF14ERICIE » 72 Paul D ETH 2,

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. That was his programme as far

as doing things went. (p. 89)

(4)
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LD X H L ET Paul DFA~D, WhIR/NHTENBZEFEBICIBALERK
bOREDI Tz, I LTREREA, MICXMBERT EA2FY (p.60), %Ik
TABE LW RICRS L EABNSBTICE->THE, COZERBYELENT
HAHD, tkic, 23RICIE > 72 Paul BEHRIC (p. 245), Hic 26 D Paul &8
Claraic (p. 352) CORTZADES LERNLERLEED D TRV,
ABIMEORATLVFEI H » TEBRKRRICEL NI BEA~NOBEBE L TR
FERGDEEAOLND, COZADERBHFICEE - TWL X-hdicii 3
DD William O E Zhic 55 Paul BEDOHET (i) Thb,
BB BT 0808 TRPERBAOMEAD T 2> T35, %
SBN T =D B AR > TR LU - 72,

She liked to do things for him [William]; she liked to put a cup for
his tea and to iron his collars, of which he was so proud. It was a joy
to her to have him proud of his collars. There was no laundry. So she
used to rub away at them with her little convex iron, to polish them, till

they shone from the sheer pressure of her arm. (p. 55)

L U B B IS 2 T EIC A & T & 72 William 3 24 DI, London
DOFYBETERT S, KRB LKL, 2085 0T VENBERTAEICITDIE
NDCH D, ROFICD VT Paul WIFRICHED BRI Ah TEEIL, 1should
have watched the living, not the dead.” (p. 140) &%t & 5 Paul N XT
DEZEFL LIS, Paul DYV, HIZRBICHREE L THHWLWDEDM DS
RoEZRZ, BPBAILIEDNH -1,

Paul loved to sleep with his mother. Sleep is still most perfect in spite
of hygienists, when it is shared with a beloved. The warmth, the security
and peace of soul, the utter comfort from the touch of the other, knits the
sleep, so that it takes the body and soul completely in its healing. Paul lay
against her and slept, and got better ; whilst she, always a bad sleeper, fell

later on into a profound sleep that seemed to give her. faith. (p. 67)
16IRICIL » 104, BURMR TRIRIC DK Paul ORI O, K2
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MRICTRE B TR D EICE 5 < (p. 141), £IC Lawrence id Fantasia of the
Unconscious ®HT, ‘If I love my mother, it is because there is established
between me and her a direct, powerful circutt of vital magnetism, call it
what you will, but a direct flow of dynamic vital interchange and
intercourse.”” EIRXTW 508 Paul EREBROMIICHEN 3 ZEZOBDO D &
ABo VWHIE [RREMIEE) THBY, —F Willlam ~DEE hbREDH
DRDEHERBE BT HEDTH 5,

...; the unhappy woman beats about for her insatiable satisfaction,
seeking whom she may devour. And usually, she turns to her .child.
Here she provokes what she wants. Here, in her own son who belongs to
her, she seems to find the last perfect respones for which she is craving.
He is a medium to her, she provokes from him her own answer. So she
throws herself into a last great love for her son, a final and fatal

devotion, that which would have been the richness and strength of her

husband and is poison to the boy.%
William GO DL 573 THENLBE] OWEETH-10EVA B, TD/h
MO 3IHD 1% 5 B3 H B William DIEE b-THKDE T LiIcii 55, il
EbBBURBENFRICE s THY, HEMEREZREIURL TS EERL
55, EAAPaul D16EE TD Morel KOHBTH Y, it s B & DOBEZ
BONTOHRETEREZNICDITHIIGA LD ETEETFOBGKRTH 5,
Z CIEALD T 5 DIIHIBOMEF & 73 5 /D Miriam 8B L THHTHS,

(Z) XE&, AT S

BLic Paul (3RO DO FIES D Nottingham DEERBRIES Thomas
Jordan and Son IR L #HE&EE 2 I EDH TN S, (—) THRicK DI William
DOHME E LT Paul 3BOERF LT —FiIcERA S T &iITiE%, —4 Miriam
EDOBFRLET » T RONTRHHO B Tiextd 2 BEICEBH O hNT
{3, Morel & AD Miriam ~DRKFEIIERDSIHICEHENL S,
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“She exults—she exults as she carries him off from me,” Mrs. Morel
cried in her heart when Paul had gone. “She’s not like an ordinary
woman, who can leave me my share in him. She wants to absorb him.
She wants to draw him out and -absorb him till there is nothing left of
him, even for himself. He will never be a man on his own feet—she will

suck him up.” So the mother sat, and battled and brooded bitterly.
(pp. 192-3)

C T THEIC Morel KADBTF~OREREBOHFERS LN TE %, Paul
A% UCREE Miriam OEBENRB UE 30 TH 5, B#HE Miriam DX
TRELGOABROKFETH Y, mELic Paul OELRLI>EVWSETAH
PHLBbDTHD, BEO Paul iT3d 5 R EHOBECKAEICHE B
DITIE T B, Miriam I BBIEEIEZ 5 & b8, Paul KBUE 3
HIIHTORLEE VS LD, HlINBOEBKICETLHHTH S (p.212),
BTYRESDERPLEEEZEEL, Blitdds A meROLTIIVWAED, L
LEREEAZETORIETHD, Miriam EOBFESE S T L @RI L
CTHNEZ R UDPR - TOLBHRBIBEODTH B, COEFEA4T4TR
DLTF VY 7 ANCIERSE 261158 A L LT, A Kuttner &51H LTV 3
FHROBEADBEYDIBND 5, Miriam ZH > TOORDD & TH B,

He had taken off his collar and tie, and rose, bare-throated, to go to
bed. As he stooped to kiss his mother, she threw her arms round his
neck, hid her face on his shoulder, and cried, in a whimpering voice, so
unlike her own that he writhed in agony:

“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.

“And she exults so in taking you from me—she’s not like ordinary

girls.”

(1)
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“Well, T don’t love her, mother,” he murmured, bowing his head and
hiding his eyes on her shoulder in misery. His mother kissed him a

long, fervent kiss.

“My boy !” she said, in a voice trembling with passionate love.

Without knowing, he gently stroked her face. (p. 213)
CDHRFIKBF=BAORERL TS, TH LTRBEIEFEZESD D
DIELTchDEHiIcBbh b, T0HETH- TRTLIKE Paul I3 KEEE
%L, BIRREBMUKICELN T NEREET S (p. 215), Hamlet ® [T
BZE0| 2BbE3E NI TH S, BFPMAICIES &KL SZHOMLD
Ba3FE LOEEE%E D LT Paul i3 Miriam 2 ARNICET A5 EDOTENI
WIEHZ 9T LG U T REBIO Miriam ~O##EZ O EF 5, “You
absorb, absorb, as if you must fill yourself up with love, because you've
got a shortage somewhere.” (p. 218) LBV ETDTH 5,

% DUE Paul {3 Nottingham O THMLNLRBIEEDOBESTHIN LI
e 2 Absdtic—FHZ & 5, BBRABRCRoBIcH#D 5, LRERD
MRIEEIS DA LU LEEATEIDOTH S, “Yes, you look very well—but
I wonder if your son has two first prizes in the Castle.” (p. 184) #HiZ Paul
W23EON, [ UBTHINAAPEBESTH U ARENHET—FHICK
D2 F=—TH/NI, FELTEARXNCHBG 28T ERTHED LETFICH
%5508 5 RBICBENOLEED IR ER I NSO LD ICEbOS (pp.
252-3) COXH W RBOPERFELEN T LEBER, T3 ->TES
William ZFEICBNR > 7S DTH - 1238, 4 Paul IKHENHEMEE > T
BUohdkSiclss, CofEmTREMBICELTREETIHLAGI LT
Ais—HEErH B,

“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.”

(8)
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“In myself,” he answered, “not in my class or my education or my
manners, But in myself [ am.”

“Very well, then. Then why talk about the common people ?”

“Because—the difference between people isn’t in their class, but in
themselves. Only from the middle classes one gets ideas, and from the
common people—Ilife itself, warmth. You feel their hates and loves.”

“It’s all very well, my boy. But, then, why don’t you go and talk to
your father’s pals ?”

“But they're rather different.”

“Not at all. They’'re the common people. After all, whom do you mix
with now—among the common people? Those that exchange ideas, like
the middle classes. The rest don’t interest you.”

“But —there’s the life—"

“I don’t believe there’s a jot more life from Miriam than you could
get from any educated girl—say Miss Moreton. It is you who are
snobbish about class.”

She frankly wanted 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.
(p. 256)

T Paul OBBDHAERL B TE LD, BB ‘life itself, warmth’ i
WEBEHETH S, L L i Paul 23DFEH» S BRERI LY TREB S
DHICRWHLALSDTHYD, TNDBRICAIET L2 NE2E5XTEIDTH S
(p. 158)e WEZNHE > SHEFMINLEDORKB TS, BHIKR IO
T EDVEBETERV, WO OB TERE~OHEAY Th b HENH
Wed s LTHS, FRMMCLTH, HBE/BEIC LTS ADREICKIAH
M -TL %, —7 Paul & Miriam OBF &, Paul HROMICEET 2 #iX,
OB 3o R ERERITIE »TH F L WH T, D Paul i3 Miriam
W2 ROBIC TR EZ XD, BRI [E] DBEEZE T L TERY % (pp. 251-2),
Z %5 LT Miriam & OB ENOEEAEKZ, AZEClara LOEMMBIICF
%, Clara {3 Miriam ICHA SN THY, Vhid Miriam © B b ic
Paul BEIWTW B EWHHIRESZ 5, {75 5 Miriam (& Paul DT &

(9>
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BHDITHTEREE, b LEABHEOREND » THERERIIREDL B
H Paul X ASDOHICR ~TL BEWVWIEEED - b THB, L%
nid—H8g7 Miriam DM TH 5,

Paul (3£ & — AT Lincoln O A FkD B#ic BT 724ric Clara DZ & %
#Ed. Bb Paul BWEMLERTHRATHELERELT WS, KoY
T EBFT LR EHIVD Miriam D XD LHIIERS, H4IC Paul
DRILDECARBELTBO TN ATRHEINITRSL N, T DEKT Clara
BORLIEENDIDTH B (pp. 242—3), 50 Miriam OB A LEEDO DT
BB, NFETH 5 Clara EDEEIL Morel KADHEBEILWV-THHFIND
BFDSDTRIE, BF Paul ICHTEIHEROAN TN EECEITEND
DTHBLTLEDEDONTHAH, RICEDNL RO SOEEAME A BHIHICE
Wiz Morel RABXEFICHLTOXE LB T RBICI>TWBDTHS,
) KBWTRTE [(RENTBE KL E3ET2800 [BEMNEE] KX
IXE, ETLRNOEREFNTEXE50THS'Y,

= 5 '

Lawrence 3 ZDIERTA ¥ Y RO TOEFEDEREZE N5 1210,
ZhidF & L TRELOBU>E0@BI O ihicthd i & O IEFH 13 BEHR % #
BER/REVWEFEFOERENHCETH A D, Clara IKEHIS N T—E R 72 Miriam
IKCHUHEGET 5 L &ITE 5 Paul OFEMBZDLDBEDTH » 1, LITD5]
A Paul OFHREEL THEDA F) AFEO—RIRIAEFH NI SDTH
590

He looked round. A good many of the nicest men he knew were like
himself, bound in by their own virginity, which they could not break out
of. They were so sensitive to their women that they would go without
them for ever rather than do them a hurt, an injustice. Being the sons of

mothers whose husbands had blundered rather brutally through their

(10)
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feminine sanctities, they were themselves too diffident and shy. They
could easier deny themselves than incur any reproach from a woman;
for a woman was like their mother, and they were full of the sense of
their mother. They preferred themselves to suffer the misery of celibacy,

rather than risk the other person. (p. 279)

TEARK] KWHEISNTEAD 2L TV y JREES>TNEDTH S, YD
HE2DE 5 VEFZ T L RBNERROFETH DI U TRTO &%
PEHTVBEDTH S, Paul &5 Miriam KBUTR - RO LS EHE,
LI Eh AN EZNED V) LB sy, LhLZnkdicl
T Miriam & RURBIGRIC A - 7ohs, BHE & U THY 5 T 2o BBEE I3 i ic BB R
L2510 THD. RHEOBRTHICEDIPFhEIAENEV D DR
KHLPD, REERHTRDICRBFELE VI BOEMBAL TN E RSO
EVAF 4 v v<ichad (p. 290), 55, ‘passion’ KD THUY Clara KR
%, Clara HPAKIFIC BT Paul % ‘immensity of passion’ Z{kER4 3
(p. 353) EWWIHIEEEZ B Z SN TW AL HIKBLN L0, FixEbhi
5 Paul 020D BAEGHHT 233 HI,

DX HIC Paul 25 Miriam & Clara & OREZENE { Blic, & &DBERKIC
FiLdH—20F BB obNE, BREIEL, HEE LMD, Paul ic3BHRICE
FEHUOEFEDOBADE 13- TL b, HU Miriam OFi~NTL KD I -0
b Paul BBICIBADOHMAOFHMS LISh - /oo HIKEEEE>LR->TH
DB EED -1 (p.280) B >WVIEHDOTEITILID, &5 HS0%EIE
BotbtEHIDTH 5, CCIBBORBOIMEELRD LB TEEL,

His mother prayed and prayed for him, that he might not be wasted.
That was all her prayer—not for his soul or his righteousness, but that
he might not be wasted. And while he slept, for hours and hours she

thought and prayed for him. (p. 258)

BFDDicid o383 TH 5, Clara EDOBZRL I T WhiElfiot
Paul ® EHMIZET » TO L, BEGOBHRENIHAREFEHFbELL, %

(D
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DEEBNTER LIV EEZ S (p.345)e ZADHIK B LB OBEL B, £
LTH»5H, Paul IRHC Clara D & THELAIPRT, BAREBEETH
BEBSEIOLVEBRICEZITVESTHIDOTHS (p. 351). FEEDITHR
Thid, LD THOUBEHRGVER D2 D LD, FHE Paul ORB~DRFED
BENZAAL L TRUNLNE L HZ VLI TH S, Thid (W) THRE
THL LB TREE] OBREGBEEL TS50 THS, BIL/ILLOD
BHRORENTITARE LTRAEEE, LirL T TOLED Paul DORIE,
HOEPORT 2 —D2OEXIGENSDTHD, ZOARHESBICET Sl
EWVSEDRLLAMAEZTWMBENRETRIIVD, Paul WKL THW A0
FoBOLUBNABICS IO LIMAZRETPILVHEOL S ICHIZS5DT
b5, BEOEDLEUZAOHTE 2K 28D & LATRELICHE -7 Paul
DERBETRIEHLSORRAERD T EY, ZhEEBANITAPSETL-T,
D " ADEHICED > TRABLEBS Paul TR&E-7H, BicH L THTSE
BODOThb, TCTRVWEIZNIZDISOE—FIKAESh TH DS
TH 5o Paul ZIEMICHa 12 Morel XAD AXXOHRO D TIicidt 5 &
WO MR IIBETH 545, £ TFhEINVbEBIOMEBLHIREIED
2 _ADORICRZ2DTH 31, “EHIC Miriam &8l 3 30% L7 Paul &
»5%, AEHAOHVIEHEDLN S L KAttt b, £ THX Paul RANXD
T CHEGDEWCEES DTH S (p.293), 2D TANDIE| BN TOHKRE
ZBERTZHDTHD, COMOFOHBAZHBT D TH A5, Thid
Paul DEREBEIRXBDTH B, Clara Eb BN Paul BB O HICE
B &% EZD, Baxter Dawes EWEEEL /B HH S O EWHIRICE 572
Paul C A D ZIIRBNICKZY, WLILBbOZEFES THLWKRHCHE
S TW5, BRENKELLFIET ST THS (p.368), 5PFETOMIC
HOKHBLTEAROHMEND S, THRBORDOETH 5, Paul FMEH
BER->THENDZENDTHDTH Y, HOMPBORKIHBEATH S0 -
TW/DTH5 (p.370) MOBETHETNIBIHEISEL TS,

(12)
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(m) T& % 3l

COESREREBC TR Gertrude ® [D—4 | & L TOAHEA @R
CRBRL T3, Paul AR KW E AP OYEERRERL, LD %:
bo CTEEMICHEREZMZTVWS, ZORHROE, Paul Db TIIHE
TR OMBEERLBTNERE SV, AEOHRFREI Paul ORHCH
THHH, BRE L TRANOEAERAERTAERES ZMEH TH S D%
BEo I2ER) 2720 THRE] LRZBETHEZY, CNETLLTRTE
1z Paul & RHOBRP LB ZOXHIBRAIRETH 5, CORBRDOILAER
B9 ARi#%ICERLEIREE 5100w, BiciEncBHlo RSB ElNT 5 —
HTHbB,

He felt as if his life were being destroyed, piece by piece, within him.
Often the tears came suddenly. He ran to the station, the tear-drops
falling on the pavement. Often he could not go on with his work. The pen
stopped writing. He sat staring, quite unconscious. And when he came
round again he felt sick, and trembled in his limbs. He never questioned
what it was. His mind did not try to analyse or understand. He merely

submitted, and kept his eyes shut; let the thing go over him. (p. 386)

Paul 13 E & 75 MM bR VRRE LIRS - T THORDITXRAS
RS, TEFOEATEAIKE > RROBIXETORKI bRROEE
EEd, BRI EEPNRL T EDICAVRIFIKIE T3 (p.
392), Bt Clara IC&-» TRZE KD S5, 3 Paul DEFEA-TVAED
HICBMHERASEDDTH S (p.387) RBIOEREZAATO D E L TEN
4 % Paul % Miriam &B®H 3 L ETXH W, Paul 218X LHEYT 3 050
e > TRERUADASDOTEIB WL, HHBHEOELAICIEYT L L
HTEEV, £ Miriam OFOFEL & CAIKIFIEN, Paul OFIIFIDSE
PR CHDOEE EERL Tk (p.391), Clara, Miriam & 2D X HicET 3
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Paul DHER B TR DT TH S, Hid T THHE DV R BBZHE
DES, PILE, BLSZ LU TYFICRE LIZEBELARL, Bimcs g
LS R o THL T Th b, BOEBMNICHEZ K Paul OERI
ZDEWP I L LSO THY, BEOHDOME=EWES DI 513
VW, o & KD EBOERSEBYIO AL D E L TW3B, Clara, Miriam
Z L THliD Annie IS RO F WA D FHEEZBS Paul OFOREITIIT
DX S ZMOFETRETNIEDBHEET B C L RETHOFITIZWHRIE,

H BB Paul HE->TWBENLLE RDOEREEIICAND A LEAD
BOWE, Thico>I3L2#ERE TEE Lawrence 3 X b CHEIREXETHL &
BELTVWS, BHEERATHAIIESDESIECMEROIENS TV XD
A& D359 Paul 0%, —YIOLEHEEEZECFEIGCLAVTI AT 4 v
7 TR TH B, J. Joyce © Dubliners DHO—%F “The Sisters” ITBIF5
PEZKEDKATE D - 72T L » THREHICBIEAHICIT D
FRT TSN TV ARELBHDELLD LT 5,

I went in on tiptoe. The room through the lace end of the blind was
suffused with dusky golden light amid which the candles looked like pale
thin flames. He had been coffined. Nannie gave the lead and we three
knelt down at the foot of the bed. I pretended to pray but I could not
gather my thoughts because the old woman’s mutterings distracted me.
I noticed how clumsily her skirt was hooked at the back and how the

heels of her cloth boots were trodden down all to one side. The fancy

came to me that the old priest was smiling as he lay there in his coffin.'¥’

ZOEBMOBZICHIE L BVLODIILOHEREVLD DR L (HEBFETE 5,
Sons and Lovers DRBOBEEAERH L B ZOEDO ) 7Y XL 2 B5DTH
b, RBHLBERIEOTVE 225X, FRALREO T IRV IE, SEE
Y, TCHTIRBDTHEES, RADOFHITIT> T 7Y 7HU%ET5 Paul
DRIBZzDEMEFHAFOMC—BRINROT S5 6DTH5, TNETRT
FL LD ICHFORBUIXELL, ETEETRIEIMEIETH >, £LT
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CDRHEID Paul bRIED & i, ROEHBTIC L TRAL LREIED
AEhTw3, 2L A2TEOEFE Paul TR DE Paul DETH 5,
FTEREFNITSALI ETERTOETH D, TO [LEFL] OBIZEH
DERERO 12DB OB ESOAEGERTH L THVNEES Paul 25, 20
EREAANOLOLELTOAEOFER» S MK LicvEvH LA RT D
DTHHHe LOLKROFIAREOND LD, T0 TRER] & Paul ©F
REEIRIC X BT AERREINE T EHE 0,

But, on a deeper level, the killing and the desire to smother his
mother have a significance which he is not aware of consciously. I think
we must concur with Anthony West and Graham Hough that Paul’s

killing of his mother represents, symbolically, both a repudiation of

2

what she stands for' and a decisive act of self-liberation,? as does his

turning towards the city at the end of the book...!?

Paul DITEARDOEE, BCOBROIEHITALALHMFETH S, KT
b0 K] LA, TOERLELTINORELERATLH T bH
%, #C Paul DEICA VA FADZNEEREHLE B, BHIIEHD P
WA Walter £ E bbb EDBMORHERTERGBAING, L&A
iE Walter 5@ THILAEC ESIBORITR » THHEID, RITTH DB KR
2 FE->THOWEN L —HEIC(ESIGH (pp. 63-4), KIDFHEELTPD (pp.
64—5), EB William % London 5 RE LIcE ZITREBEE (p. 81), &
KB EsbDW 3 & T AT Gertrude B3R D (&% ik - TR 5 5H (pp. 196—
8) N &ETH D, HEMIER E VDN D ZO/NGRICE W TEE Lawrence 23R
WO BIZDESTBRXBBGEHEEHLAL L THREETEBVW LB LAR
RTHHH, BLZAWE—20RI@EDTHIPNILBREIANRCZY 7Y X
LERL CERBEZOTENR O, LPLLIOBEENLELEBRE S > TTOE
ARG 5 LICHE|EN D B, fFR2RE L TR, AREiES, BEET
KilifRA, TEBRBIEBEINTOHADUWELLTD X — IPXEH
THDHERIES TV, EHEHEOHETHE ZHMUMICEWNTRCRO BI5RG
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KOO ESEBINBTNEESR. COXHRELLLS, HORHOD
FEDGHEIC [REE] D EOBE®NH S ET51551E, &L A Paul DRED
(&) 2FRKTETAHEENLTVIEA 5D, BBV THEIEINBHOY
REEFD>OTIIEL, AObZORICEBNT 5, FEETEVLHITHIVD
X, BFHEZCSUT, BEOMD SNKBERICIEA 3 TRFOITAELRN
HWEAI I, (L) THRTEXKLLSIT Paul iIKiZFED &1 2RKD5H
b, XRBEHEALRERDLSD - 120 bHNE 0, HREEZEZIFTICAT
Wb -1t EDEREECD I RO KENHFLETH » e HicFEh>D
ZDREETERT HERADITACRET 5D ERNITVTH A D,
(%50 1> D Paul DENERHE L EEE, (EEOEALICBNTE
DHDBERICE PN FROFOEX EHEULIbOND 5,

My little love, my darling,

You were a doorway to me;

You let me out of the confines

Into this strange countrie

Where people are crowded like thistles,

Yet are shapely and comely to see.

My little love, my dearest,

Twice you have issued me,

Once from your womb, sweet mother,
Once from your soul, to be

Free of all hearts, my darling,

Of each heart’s entrance free.

And so, my love, my mother,
I shall always be true to you.
Twice I am born, my dearest:
To life, and to death, in you;
And this is the life hereafter

Wherein I am true.

(16
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I kiss you good-bye, my dearest,
Our ways are different now;
You are a seed in the night-time,
I am a man, to plough

The difficult glebe of the future

For seed to endow.

I kiss you good-bye, my dearest,
It 1s finished between us here.
Oh, if I were calm as you are,
Sweet and still on your bier!

Oh God, if I had not to leave you

Alone, my dear !

Is the last word now uttered ?

Is the farewell said ?

Spare me the strength to leave you
Now you are dead.

I must go, but my soul lies helpless

Beside your bed.!”

e EEAEEDREZHTHDOEARBOEETIHARVD, D [RER] D
BEOFRICZ NS —EDFF (L5 IO “The End”, “The Bride”) i
BHIREEER A, BitOBRAORKRORNEZARL NS (BD I FHELS
FHOIBET ), MEINIBOROEREMSKRD, (EEOEDEUITIC
RA0E Paul HEBE, Wi, EENEOLIATLELTHEEHIET
RELTHSTH D, Paul DITAICAVAFADREE RS T ORI &
KEBEOBRICEELTL %, %% -7 Paul OBIOZUHEOESIEZOD
%, S BREOLREH RREIROBANOEPEEDODTHLH L
IR > T B,
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REOEAL Paul it & > THAINTEH -1,

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. He looked again
at the eyebrows, at the small, winsome nose a bit on one side. She was

young again. (p. 399)

BHIGKEOE I ERD DD, RRICEAT NG -T2 L ERAREEE -
7z Paul DBR ZCTERINLEVAL D, CHBRERTEYLESLEA
BCEDWH->THRBERNE LB TERVEVLHRILNLS (p. 399), FiT
BREDWS [BE] P—BERLDH S, ROREUELETH - LBHORE
Paul DA&D BH% 50, HOBHRIB OO ZNICEILIHICEDbN 3,
Ud» LIERHSEEC B,

Lawrence & Edward Garnett S8 COFHE T, COFROF—~&HEx%
RDEHICRL TN B,

It follows this idea: a woman of character and refinement goes into
the lower class, and has no satisfaction in her own life. She has had a
passion for her husband, so the children are born of passion, and have
heaps of vitality. But as her sons grow up she selects them as lovers—
first the eldest, then the second. These sons are urged into life by their
reciprocal love of their mother—urged on and on. But when they come
to manhood, they can’t love, because their mother is the strongest power
in their lives, and holds them. It’s rather like Goethe and his mother and
Frau von Stein and Christiana— As soon as the young men come into
contact with women, there’s a split. William gives his sex to a fribble,
and his mother holds his soul. But the split kills him, because he doesn’t

know where he 1s. The next son gets a woman who fights for his soul —

(18
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fights his mother. The son loves the mother—all the sons hate and are
jealous of the father. The battle goes on between the mother and the girl,
with the son as a object. The mother gradually proves stronger, because
of the tie of blood. The son decides to leave his soul in his mother's
hands, and, like his elder brother go for passion. He gets passion. Then
the split begins to tell again. But, almost unconsciously, the mother
realises what is the matter, and begins to die. The son casts off his
mistress, attends to his mother dying. He is left in the end naked of

everything, with the drift towards death.!®

COFEHSDOERIBMRERO BAHNE L BT 5 bDILE->Tnd LD
WAL, ERIKZOED TRV, BIZIE Paul 8 ADLKH, Miriam &
Clara L OBMEDSAERBICK 1B L TZOEL%L Paul BHICHET &
WHRATH D, i LOFIHICH 5 ‘split’, HHERKOBRIIH T IC
RELGEFEFEPLELIODTHL LT HMENLTHD, L LEEHIC M.
Spitka HLILL > TEDXHI BRMEEF—EHITHY, T+ LA Miriam, Clara ®
M EDORFOFRNPH S L FHHRERDILODDTH S, ZTEDI—
DOEEPIC DOV TN B TNEFE S0, 2k FEEsIHOKEROHS,
‘the drift towards death’ B{ERDOEBOFEREIRLELVWH T ETHS, C
DERBOBEMDERE LD XS IR A 20BEROFMEARE S ELHT AL
I8 5B, /NRAEBEBL T OKRICES $ TIC Paul BEREICEEND 2H
FEZHLETHCELHOPRINTHLE0EPLOHETH %, Mark Schorer
NZOFRKILH B EREERTEERINIZAA (‘intention and performance’)
& DFR—F 4151 U T Sons and Lovers X RBIETH B L35, KICESL F
TERD T —=, BHOBTONERZLCHT 2WMNANE (‘the cripping
effects of a mother’s love on the emotional development of her son’) {21k
LKRBLTELOOPEARARBOELONEILBNT, Paul T 724
EE2HZBCE-> TERO—BEWEZHELTH3 3 5,

Yet in the last few sentences of the novel, Paul rejects his desire for

extinction and turns toward “the faintly humming, glowing town,” to
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life—as nothing in his previous history persuades us that he could

unfalteringly do.?®

Fedpic, WL -> TVWB L ERFETH B, FRETEICE - THIEEK
CBDTHAH M EROEXRTESH>DLFIOESHORBTHL D, BED
W/ 5 Miriam & SERICHIL7cH & Paul BEHEIM BB b s %
L9

But yet there was his body, his chest, that leaned against the stile,
his hands on the wooden bar. They seemed something. Where was
he?—one tiny upright speck of flesh, less than an ear of wheat lost in
the field. He could not bear it. On every side the immense dark silence
seemed pressing him, so tiny a spark, into extinction, and yet, almost
nothing, he could not be extinct. Night, in which everything was lost,
went reaching out, beyond stars and sun. Stars and sun, a few bright
grains, went spinning round for terror, and holding each other in
embrace, there in a darkness that outpassed them all, and left them tiny
and daunted. So much, and himself, infinitesimal, at the core a

nothingness, and yet not nothing. (p. 420)

Paul it #ilrZd /o L7 b, 2B BEREBEREO DS » THL D S0 A
Ed, WPICHEETIHOK, B, FAERELIZCETH >, ZOHEDOAIK
BRIl Mirtam i b EGOEFHICHE LD TH - 7o (p. 417)0 £D—HRD
ZOR (BEOINFFEEEZLOBETEEEZR R LTWAZ EbFERINK
) BEDRAKTH-TH, #HI3CCIKELE TR Paul ZHD FZAD
Tt b OBONEXEDINERIERNALIL D TH S, BEIS B
EROE» S LEWEOFEE A5 X 51 (p.158), Miriam 2 x {7
KD XD BE LT TRAD T SH T Nk (p. 158)s FICH L Paul
EMOITRETH Y, HEEBLTHCEMILTER (p.227), Clara 5
AIAZ 424 X 71T ‘immensity of passion” HFER L 72 (p. 353). KBUCH - 2
BRICBVTD, 2IhoSEBANDOFHLDIIHRITBONTEL LS,
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FDHHbTHORAOEETH -~ 1L BEOREEBRL T, 2OBEBAKZVHD
THNEZENIETREBBRBANOESZBILEITTH S, AT 5 L fh%E
BRCLETREBCBEAERTICEBOEDNPL, BEOBREBDLEVWIER
BEEETICETREBO, SEBEEBICNE LS LT ELL (p. 420)

(¢ 9 W

WML TCZOED/NG—HENHELTD D 56D — DD Ficid—oDH
Utthd 2 b0 k> cBbhb, FALNDOABEERE EHE LT3 LK
T, FEOMCHBZRIUKREE > TWBELHTHAI D, TNREALD
A=v24YavhBL THRECEZIEROEREZEAMEEZR > T 5,
ZO LS BHEBICHIELWRBEZETEUNTH 2, 2, 30HIERTAHI,
W. S. Maugham @ Of Human Bondage (1915) ic 1) % £ A/ Philip 341
CLTHEEROGBROKEEDO b LicdH T onb, Z2CholE I UE 5,
3ODRB — AUk B (LOFERIMick 3) R, Wik 388, ©
LTItk 588 — % 4BRL T, 30MkIC72 -7 Philip @AADR Sally &
FLASEOIKRY, NSRENOBEEERICE 2 RLEED 5,

He smiled ane took her hand and pressed it. They got up and walked
out of the gallery. They stood for a moment at the balustrade and
looked at Trafalgar Square. Cabs and omnibuses hurried to and fro,
and crowds passed, hastening in every direction, and the sun was

shining.?®
J. Joyce D A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916) &I 5FE
A, Stephen 3EIRICEE TEAEARL, —VORENML &> T, 5EMEK
LTIt LS ELTWwA,
26 April: Mother is putting my new secondhand clothes in order. She

prays now, she says that I may learn in my life and away from home

and friends what the heart is and what it feels. Amen. So be it. Welcome,
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O life! I go to encounter for the millionth time the reality of experience
and to forge in the smithy of my soul the uncreated conscience of my
race.

27 April: Old father, old artificer, stand me now and ever in good

stead.

SARFBFERO MHAG) Q97D IKB T 2 EANEBIBEM4E3 A, EEHD
PR RS, BeAOBELBEAEBR LD E, SBAERTFEELLL
DOLHEOM, 5B Z20HEBEEANTA & — Y 7BOREIICT D,

HF !

LK BB, ZhdEag I,

MWK BLIOHA~NEA LD
BOVDERNEEZAS L LTS,

BHIOEIK S, 25—V 2702EHEHKSIIDXES DK
COEBECLB1E59,
BhEMHTCOEHOTOHRGEHIZAS,
BRI COBECF v v XREINTBEEAD,
ZDEE, BREibBN LV L xITTTIILDDT
HTF!

K RA, chdsliEg I,

HEHEROEHBRASEICME T2

% T Sons and Lovers D FEAL Paul i, REFIBLLFKCH kD
ic, BOFELLENILZEFELTTREL, o> —ADBTE
LTCHIREARENDES, B ] OLERE, BE2BYD, OEERE
A TCo '

“Mother!” he whispered — “mother!”

She was the only thing that held him up, himself, amid all this. And

22>
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she was gone, intermingled herself. He wanted her to touch him, have
him alongside with her.

But no, he would not give in. Turning sharply, he walked towards
the city’s gold phosphorescence. His fists were shut, his mouth set fast.
He would not take that direction, to the darkness, to follow her. He

walked towards the faintly humming, glowing town, quickly. (p. 420)

4 Paul BELOWEZREBRL T, TORTHENRL, BREANDOHEBEZRLAENIK
BN TR AL LD TH 5. FRUEZELITHMDIFERLENE TS D
AHE L0 H [—ARIDB] (‘a man’)®™ & U T ITHRKROREE S ic L% L
12T,

(FEF0584 5 H19H =MD
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