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D. H. Lawrence, Lady Chatterley’s Love (Simplified Edition, Adapted and Simplified by ChatGPT)
 
Part 1 — The Broken Marriage Begins 
 
　　It was a sad age, but people did not want to call it sad. The war had broken much of the old world. Many hopes had fallen down, like broken houses after a storm. Still, people had to live. They had to make small homes, small plans, and small hopes again. This was also true for Constance Chatterley.
　　Constance, or Connie, had married Clifford Chatterley in 1917. He was home from the war for one month, and during that month they became husband and wife. They had a short honeymoon, and then Clifford returned to the fighting in France. Six months later he was sent back to England very badly hurt. Connie was then twenty-three years old, and Clifford was twenty-nine.
　　Clifford did not die. His body slowly became strong again in some ways, but not in all ways. For two years doctors cared for him. At last they said he could go back to ordinary life, but the lower half of his body would never move again. From his hips down, he was unable to use his body. He would never walk again.
　　In 1920 Connie and Clifford returned to Wragby Hall, Clifford’s family home. Clifford’s father had died, so Clifford was now Sir Clifford Chatterley, and Connie was Lady Chatterley. The house was large and old, but it did not feel warm or happy. Clifford’s older brother had died in the war, and his sister had gone away. So Clifford came back to Wragby as the head of the family, though he could never have children of his own in the usual way.
　　Clifford was not a weak-looking man. He moved in a wheeled chair, and he also had a chair with a small motor, so he could go slowly around the garden and park. His shoulders were broad, and his hands were strong. His face was healthy and bright, almost too bright. He dressed carefully and wore expensive ties. Yet there was something watchful and empty in his face, because a deep part of him had been damaged.
　　Connie was different. She looked like a healthy country girl, with soft brown hair, a strong body, and slow, quiet movements. Her eyes were large and wondering, and her voice was gentle. But she was not simple or uneducated. Her father, Sir Malcolm Reid, was a well-known artist. Her mother had belonged to a world of artists, social thinkers, and people with modern ideas.
　　Connie and her sister Hilda had grown up in that free and clever world. They had travelled to Paris, Florence, and Rome to see art. They had also gone to places where people talked about society and politics. They heard many languages and many strong opinions. From a young age they were not afraid of ideas, art, or serious talk. These things were their normal air.
　　When the sisters were fifteen, they were sent to Dresden to study music and other subjects. There they lived among students and young men who loved ideas. They walked in the forests, sang songs, and talked for hours about life, art, politics, and freedom. Freedom was the great word for them. They wanted to speak freely, think freely, and live without old rules. For them, deep talk felt more important than anything else.
　　By the time Connie and Hilda were eighteen, both had known young love. Their young men were students who talked with them for hours and shared their ideas. The sisters cared most about the talking, the closeness of mind, and the feeling that someone understood them. Physical love came too, but it did not seem to them the highest part of love. To them, it was almost the end of a chapter, not the beginning of a whole life. They still wanted to keep their inner freedom.
　　Their father noticed the change when the girls came home in 1913. He was a man with experience of life, and he did not make a great scene. Their mother was ill and near the end of her life. She only wanted her daughters to be free and to become themselves. She felt that she herself had never been fully free. So Connie and Hilda returned again to Dresden and to their studies, their friends, and their young men.
　　Then the war came. The sisters were brought home, and their mother died. Before Christmas of 1914, both of their German young men were dead. Connie and Hilda cried for them and felt for a time that they loved them deeply. But the young men were gone from the world. Slowly, underneath their grief, the sisters began to forget them.
　　In London, Connie lived in her family’s house in Kensington. She met many young men from Cambridge, men who spoke against old rules and old authority. They wore simple clothes and spoke in soft, clever voices. They believed in freedom, but sometimes their freedom was only another kind of fashion. Hilda soon married one of these men, a man older than herself, with money and a safe government job. Connie stayed more open, still moving among people who laughed at old ideas.
　　Around this time Connie became close to Clifford Chatterley. He was young, clever, and from a higher social class than Connie. His father was a baronet, and his family had land and a name. Clifford had studied coal mining in Germany and had also spent time at Cambridge. During the war he became an officer. In uniform, he could laugh at old authority more easily, because he was now inside it.
　　Clifford was not fully at ease in the wide world. He belonged to the old landowning class, but he was also afraid of the huge world outside it. He was nervous before middle-class people, working-class people, and foreigners. Connie interested him because she seemed so sure of herself in that wider world. She was not afraid of ideas or people. Clifford felt both drawn to her and protected by her.
　　Clifford also thought of himself as modern. He laughed at fathers, governments, armies, generals, and old leaders. To him, much of the world seemed foolish. Yet when the matter came close to his own family and his own position, he became uneasy. His brother Herbert was killed in 1916, and Clifford became the heir to Wragby. Suddenly the family name and land were his future. He laughed at old ideas, but he could not free himself from them.
　　Clifford’s father wanted him to marry and have an heir. He did not say this often, but his wish was heavy and silent. Clifford’s sister Emma did not want him to marry. She felt that marriage would break the special bond between the Chatterley children. But Clifford married Connie all the same. It was 1917, a terrible year of war, and they were close like two people standing together on a ship that might sink.
　　Their marriage began with closeness of mind more than closeness of body. Clifford had little strong feeling about physical love. Connie, at first, was glad of this, because she felt their bond was higher and more personal. She thought they were close in a way that did not need the ordinary claims of men and women. Still, she wanted children, partly for herself and partly because of Emma. But early in 1918 Clifford was brought home from the war, broken in body. There was no child, and soon after that Sir Geoffrey, Clifford’s father, died from grief and anger.
　　So Connie and Clifford’s married life truly began after disaster. They had youth behind them, but not the happy kind of youth that grows naturally into a shared future. The war had cut their lives open. Clifford had survived, but part of him had become closed forever. Connie stayed beside him, loyal and serious, but she did not yet understand what this life would cost her. Wragby waited for them like a large, dark house at the edge of another world.
 
Part 2 — Wragby Hall and the Empty Life 
 
　　Connie and Clifford came home to Wragby in the autumn of 1920. Clifford’s sister Emma had already left, still angry because her brother had married. She lived in a small flat in London and no longer ruled the house with him. So Connie entered Wragby as the new Lady Chatterley, but the house did not welcome her with warmth. It felt old, heavy, and half-asleep.
　　Wragby Hall was a long, low house of brown stone. It had begun as one house, then grown larger over many years, until it became a strange place with many rooms and passages. It stood on a rise in an old park with oak trees. From the house, one could also see the pit at Tevershall. Smoke and steam rose from it, and beyond it lay the mining village, dark, poor, and ugly.
　　Connie had known other kinds of England. She knew London, the Scottish hills, and the soft open land of Sussex. This coal country was different from all of them. The air smelt of coal, iron, smoke, and something bitter from underground. Sometimes black dust fell even on the flowers. At night red lights from the furnaces burned under the low clouds, like wounds in the sky.
　　At first Connie looked at this place with quiet horror. She felt almost as if she were living under the earth instead of on it. The sounds of the pit came into the house: metal trucks, engines, whistles, and the hard noise of work. But after some time she became used to it. The ugliness did not go away, but it became part of daily life. Like many hard things, it simply remained.
　　Clifford said he liked Wragby better than London. He said the land had strength and the people had courage. Connie was not sure what he meant. To her, the people looked tired, hard, and unfriendly. The miners walked home in groups, their boots making a heavy sound on the road. Their voices had a deep local sound, strange to her and a little frightening.
　　There had been no real welcome when Clifford and Connie returned. No one came with flowers or music. No group from the village stood waiting for the new Sir Clifford. There was only a wet drive through dark trees, a grey park with sheep, and the old house waiting at the top. The housekeeper and her husband were there, polite but unsure, as if even they did not know how to begin this new life.
　　There was a deep distance between Wragby Hall and Tevershall village. The miners did not bow with respect, and the village women did not welcome Connie simply. The tradesmen nodded, but awkwardly. The villagers looked at the Chatterleys as people from another kind of life. Connie felt their quiet dislike, and at first it hurt her. Later she made herself hard against it.
　　The village did not truly hate Clifford and Connie. It also did not love them. The feeling was more like a wall. The villagers seemed to say, “You stay on your side, and we will stay on ours.” Connie could not cross that wall. Even when she tried to be friendly, the women met her with false politeness. Their voices said one thing, but their eyes said another.
　　The rector, Mr Ashby, was a kind man of about sixty. He tried to do his duty, but even he seemed powerless before the village’s silent refusal. Most of the miners’ wives were Methodists, and many of the miners cared little for church. To them, the rector was not quite a man like themselves. He was part of the church, part of a system, and therefore far away.
　　Clifford did not try to become close to the people. When he had to speak to them, he was polite but proud. He could not be friendly now, or perhaps he did not know how. Since his injury, he hated being seen by strangers. He still dressed beautifully, with fine clothes and careful ties, but below his proud upper body was the wheeled chair. His eyes were bold and frightened at the same time.
　　Connie felt deeply attached to him. He was hurt, and because he was hurt, she stayed near him with a strong kind of loyalty. He depended on her every hour. He could move himself in his chair and drive slowly through the park in his motor-chair, but alone he seemed lost. He needed Connie beside him almost to prove that he still existed. This need held her fast.
　　Yet Connie also felt that Clifford had little real connection with other people. The miners were his men, in a social sense, but he did not see them as living human beings like himself. He saw them almost as part of the pit, part of the business, part of the dark land. He was interested in them from far away, as one might look through a glass at something strange. He did not touch them, and they did not touch him.
　　Clifford began to write stories. They were clever stories about people he knew, sharp and cold, with many small details. Some readers praised them, and some blamed them. Praise filled him with excitement, but blame hurt him like a knife. He cared about his writing with a painful pride. It was almost as if his whole self had moved into the stories.
　　Connie helped him as much as she could. At first she felt excited by his work. He talked to her about every detail, again and again, and she answered with all the strength she had. She felt that her mind, heart, and body were being used to feed his writing. For a time this gave her a strange feeling of purpose. She believed something important was happening between them.
　　But outside Clifford’s work, life at Wragby was almost dead. Connie managed the house, but the servants already had their own old ways. The housekeeper had served the family for many years. The woman who waited at table was correct, dry, and no longer young. Even the maids seemed old in spirit. Everything was clean, orderly, and punctual, but without warmth.
　　Connie could not make the house alive. There were too many rooms, too many old habits, and too little feeling. So she left things mostly as they were. Sometimes Emma came from London and saw with satisfaction that nothing had really changed. She never forgave Connie for taking her place beside Clifford. Emma seemed to feel that Clifford’s work should have belonged to the Chatterleys alone, not to Connie.
　　Connie’s father, Sir Malcolm, came once for a short visit. In private, he told Connie that Clifford’s writing was clever, but that there was nothing real inside it. Connie did not understand him. If critics praised the stories, if Clifford became known, and if money came from them, what else was needed? She had begun to live by the young people’s rule: the moment was enough. One moment followed another, and she did not ask too much.
　　Later Sir Malcolm warned her in another way. He told her that she should not let her life become only half alive as a woman. Connie answered vaguely, but she understood more than she said. He also spoke to Clifford, and Clifford became angry and ashamed. Clifford wanted to talk to Connie about it, but he could not. Their minds were close, yet their bodies were like strangers.
　　Connie guessed that her father had said something to Clifford. She also guessed that Clifford did not truly want to know the truth of her need. If he did not see it, and if no one forced him to see it, then for him it almost did not exist. So they went on as before. They lived in Clifford’s thoughts, Clifford’s stories, and Clifford’s wish for success. Everything else became pale and unreal.
　　Connie walked in the park and in the woods near the park. In autumn she moved through brown leaves, and in spring she picked flowers. But even nature felt distant to her, like a picture in a mirror. She felt no true touch with the world. She herself seemed unreal too, like a woman in a story someone else had written. Only the long talks with Clifford continued, spinning fine threads of thought in the emptiness.
　　Clifford invited people to Wragby: writers, critics, and clever men who might help his name. They praised him, and Connie understood why they had been asked. She acted as hostess and received them quietly. Many of the men liked her because she looked soft, healthy, and womanly, not hard and modern. But she gave them no encouragement. She knew even a small sign of flirtation would hurt Clifford deeply.
　　Clifford’s relatives also visited sometimes. They were kind to Connie, but their kindness had a cool feeling in it. She knew they did not fear her, and therefore did not really respect her. Still, she did not fight them. She let them be kind, distant, and proud. She had no real connection with them either.
　　Time passed in this way. People came and went. Clifford wrote, talked, and grew more proud of his small fame. Connie sat beside him, helped him, and hosted his visitors. Yet underneath all this, nothing truly changed and nothing truly happened. The clock moved from one hour to the next, and Wragby remained still around them.
 
Part 3 — Restlessness and Michaelis 
 
　　Still, Connie slowly became aware of a strange restlessness inside herself. It was not only in her mind. It seemed to live in her body too, making her limbs move when she wanted to be still. Sometimes her heart beat hard for no clear reason. She was also becoming thinner, though her life at Wragby looked calm from the outside.
　　She began to escape from the house whenever she could. She crossed the park quickly and went into the woods, away from Clifford, the visitors, and the heavy rooms. Sometimes she lay down among the plants and tried to feel safe there. The wood became her only place of refuge. Yet even there she did not feel truly joined to the world.
　　She knew, in a cloudy way, that something in her was breaking. She had lost touch with real life. Clifford and his stories filled the days, but those stories now seemed empty to her, as her father had said. They were clever, but they did not give warmth. Connie felt as if she were trying to live in air.
　　Her father noticed her state again. “Why don’t you find a man who makes you feel alive, Connie?” he said to her. He spoke in his direct, worldly way, not with moral fear. He believed life should not be wasted. Connie did not answer him clearly, but his words stayed somewhere in her mind.
　　That winter Michaelis came to Wragby for a few days. He was a young Irish playwright who had made a great deal of money in America. For a time fashionable London had admired him, because his plays were clever and successful. Then the same society turned against him. People decided he was not really one of them, and they began to treat him coldly.
　　Clifford invited him at a moment when many others were avoiding him. This was not only kindness. Clifford knew that Michaelis was famous and had influence, especially in America. If Michaelis liked him, Clifford’s own name might grow. Clifford wanted fame very much, though he did not like to admit how much he wanted it.
　　Michaelis arrived in a fine car, with a driver and a servant. His clothes were perfect, and he looked like a man from the best shops in London. Yet Clifford felt at once that something was wrong. Michaelis did not truly belong to the upper-class world he tried to enter. Clifford was polite to him, but inwardly he drew back.
　　Connie, however, felt something different. She saw that Michaelis did not lie to himself about what he was. He knew he was being used, and he answered Clifford’s questions without much feeling. He spoke about money, plays, success, and the public in a plain, tired way. He did not seem young, though he was only about thirty.
　　“Money is almost like an instinct,” Michaelis said. “Some men begin to make it, and then they keep making it. It is not really a trick. It is something in them.” Clifford asked if he could have made money in any other way. Michaelis answered that he was a writer of plays, whether good or bad, and that was what he had to be.
　　Connie asked whether he had to write popular plays. Michaelis turned to her with sudden interest. “Yes, that is just it,” he said. “But there is nothing deep in being popular. The public likes something for a time, almost like the weather. It happens, and then it passes.” His eyes were full of old disappointment, and Connie trembled a little as she looked at him.
　　He seemed to her both old and childlike. He had the hard knowledge of someone who had been pushed aside many times. Yet behind that hardness there was a lonely need. Connie felt a sudden sympathy for him, mixed with pity and uneasiness. He was an outsider, and she understood that more strongly than Clifford ever could.
　　The next morning, after breakfast, Michaelis did not know what to do with himself. Clifford would not appear until later, and the house felt dull and cold. Michaelis sent a servant to ask if Lady Chatterley needed anything. Connie invited him up to her sitting-room. This room was on the top floor and was the only room in Wragby that truly felt like hers.
　　Michaelis was pleased to be invited there. He followed the servant upstairs and entered the bright, more modern room. He noticed the pictures and the fire, though he did not seem deeply aware of places. “It is pleasant up here,” he said. “You are wise to be at the top.” Connie smiled a little and answered quietly.
　　They sat on opposite sides of the fire and talked. Connie asked him about his family, his past, and his life. When her sympathy was awake, she forgot class. Michaelis answered simply and openly, without trying to make himself look better. He showed her his bitter loneliness, and then, now and then, the hard pride of his success.
　　“But why are you such a lonely bird?” Connie asked him at last. He looked at her carefully. “Some birds are made that way,” he said. Then he turned the question back to her. “But what about you? Are you not a lonely bird too?” Connie was startled, because the words touched something hidden in her.
　　She thought for a moment before she answered. “Only in a way,” she said. “Not completely, like you.” He gave a strange, painful smile. “Am I completely lonely?” he asked. Connie looked at him and felt the appeal in him coming toward her. “You are, aren’t you?” she said, almost without breath.
　　Michaelis turned his face away, and for a moment he looked very old and very still. Then he looked back at her with eyes that seemed to see everything. His loneliness called to her in a deep way. Connie felt herself losing the cool distance she usually kept. She could no longer see him only as a guest in the house.
　　“It is very kind of you to think about me,” he said. “Why should I not think about you?” Connie answered quickly. He gave a short, hard laugh, as if he did not trust kindness. Then, suddenly, he asked if he might hold her hand. His voice was quiet, but his need was strong.
　　He came to her and knelt beside her. He held her close in a humble, pleading way, as if he had no defence left. Connie was confused and almost unable to think. Yet she felt deep pity for him. She put her hand gently on him, and he trembled.
　　What happened between them came from pity, loneliness, and need. Connie felt that she was giving comfort to a person who had long been shut out. Michaelis was gentle, but he also remained strangely separate, as if part of him listened for danger. For Connie, the moment did not feel like ordinary love. It felt like giving herself to a desperate appeal.
　　Afterward there was silence. Michaelis moved away and stood with his back to her. When he turned again, he looked unhappy. “Now you will hate me, I suppose,” he said. Connie looked up quickly. “Why should I hate you?” she asked.
　　“Women often do,” he said. Then he seemed ashamed of the sentence. Connie answered that this was the last moment when she should hate him. He was moved and miserable. She told him that Clifford must not know or even suspect anything. It would hurt Clifford too much, and if he never knew, she thought no one would be harmed.
　　Michaelis promised that Clifford would learn nothing from him. He spoke almost fiercely, as if he knew how to keep secrets in a hostile world. Then he asked if he might go into Sheffield and return later. Before he left, he asked again whether she hated him. “No,” Connie said. “I do not hate you. I think you are kind.” He said that meant more to him than if she had said she loved him.
　　At lunch Clifford said he did not think he could bear Michaelis. He called him false under his fine manners. Connie defended him gently and said people had been unkind to him. Clifford answered sharply and doubted that Michaelis spent his life being kind to others. Connie paused, because she knew there might be some truth in Clifford’s words. Still, Michaelis’s bold way of moving through the world interested her more than Clifford’s careful search for fame.
　　Michaelis returned toward tea with flowers and the same sad, beaten look. Connie wondered if that look was partly a mask, because it seemed fixed on his face. Through the evening he behaved perfectly. He was polite to Clifford, distant from everyone, and outwardly the same as before. Connie sat with her sewing and gave no sign of what had happened.
　　Yet Michaelis had not forgotten. He knew where he stood: outside the circle, outside society, and perhaps outside ordinary hope. Later, when they were near the candles in the hall, he found a moment to speak softly. “May I come?” he asked. “I will come to you,” Connie answered. He waited a long time, but she came.
　　Their secret relationship continued during his short stay. It gave Connie a kind of physical and emotional release, though it did not give her peace. Michaelis wanted her kindness and her comfort, but at his deepest point he remained alone. He seemed grateful, yet also unable to belong to anyone. Connie felt both tenderness and disappointment with him.
　　After he left Wragby, he wrote to her from time to time. His letters were sad, clever, and touched with a strange affection. They met sometimes in London, and the connection went on for a while. Connie did not fully understand him, but in her way she loved him. Still, she knew there was hopelessness in him, and that hopelessness entered her too.
　　For a time the relationship changed her mood. At Wragby she became cheerful, almost brightly alive. She used this new energy to help Clifford, and he wrote better during those days. He did not know where her energy came from. He only felt the benefit of it and wanted it to continue.
　　But such days could not last. When the bright mood passed, Connie became tired, sad, and irritable again. Clifford missed the old energy without understanding its cause. Perhaps, if he had known the truth, he might even have wished Michaelis to return, though he would never have admitted it. Connie herself already felt that this secret comfort was not enough.
 
Part 4 — Talk, Mind, and Emptiness 
 
　　Connie always felt, even early on, that her affair with Michaelis had no real future. Other men did not interest her much, and she was still attached to Clifford in many ways. Clifford needed much of her life, and she gave it to him. But she also needed something from the life of a man, something warm and living, and Clifford could not give it. Michaelis gave her moments of relief, but even he could not keep a deep bond alive.
　　Clifford, meanwhile, was becoming more known. His stories brought him attention, and even some money. More people came to Wragby to see him. Connie was often hostess to guests, especially clever men who had been at Cambridge or belonged to Clifford’s circle. These men thought of themselves as people of the mind. They believed that thinking was the highest part of life.
　　Among them was Tommy Dukes, who had stayed in the army and become a general. He said the army gave him time to think and saved him from the ordinary fight of life. There was also Charles May, an Irishman who studied the stars and wrote about them. Hammond was another writer, thin and serious, with a wife and children. They were all men of the same age and the same world as Clifford.
　　These men talked as if ordinary life were not very important. Money, marriage, love, and daily habits seemed to them almost private matters, like things one did behind a closed door. What mattered, they said, was the life of the mind. They wanted to think clearly and speak cleverly. They did not want the body to become too important.
　　One evening they began to talk about men, women, marriage, and the body. Hammond said that people made too much trouble about physical love. He thought it should be treated as a private matter, not as a great public question. But when the others teased him about his own wife, Julia, he became less calm. It was clear that he did not want other men to come too close to what belonged to him.
　　Tommy Dukes laughed at him and said Hammond had a strong wish to own things. He said many men used marriage as part of their wish for success. A wife became like a name on a suitcase, showing who owned it. Hammond did not like this, because he wanted to think of himself as a free and honest man. But the others saw that he still wanted success very much.
　　Charles May said that people needed money, food, and also the body. He did not want marriage to be the only possible answer to physical need. To him, talking and physical love were both kinds of exchange between people. If two people had something real between them, he thought they should not pretend it was not there. He spoke lightly, but there was seriousness under his words.
　　Hammond disagreed. He said May wasted too much of his strength on women. May answered that Hammond’s mind was becoming dry because he cut off too much of life. Their talk became sharp, though still clever. They were not only discussing ideas. They were also fighting old private battles, especially about women and pride.
　　Tommy Dukes then turned to Clifford. Clifford had said little, because such talk made him uneasy. He was outside the physical side of the question because of his injury, yet he still had strong feelings about it. Tommy asked him what he thought. Clifford blushed and said that, for himself, marriage seemed the simplest answer.
　　Clifford added that when a man and a woman truly cared for each other, physical love could make their closeness complete. But he said it awkwardly, as if the words were hard for him. Tommy answered that for him and May, physical love was like another form of speech. If a woman began that kind of conversation, he said, it was natural to finish it. Then he laughed at himself and said no woman seemed to begin such a conversation with him.
　　After that, silence fell. The men smoked, and Connie sat there with her sewing. She had to be quiet, like a small mouse, while these important men discussed life. Yet she also had to be present. Without her, their talk did not move so freely. Clifford became nervous when she was not there, and even Tommy seemed more alive when she listened.
　　Connie had listened to many such evenings. Sometimes she enjoyed them. Instead of men touching her body, they showed her their minds, and that could be exciting. But their minds were cold. They moved around questions with many words, but often they did not reach anything living.
　　She sometimes respected Michaelis more than these men, though they all looked down on him. They called him common, false, and badly educated. But Michaelis at least made his own hard way through life. He did not walk round and round an idea forever. He acted, even if his actions were not always noble.
　　Connie liked thought, and she liked clever talk. She was proud that these men needed her silent presence in order to speak well. Still, she felt something missing. They talked about saving society, teaching people, or understanding the future. But they were not really in touch with life. Their talk was like light in a cold room.
　　Clifford’s older relative, Lady Bennerley, also came to Wragby. She was a thin, clever woman from the upper world, and she knew how to make others listen to her. She was kind to Connie in her own sharp way. She told Connie that she had done wonders for Clifford and helped make him famous. Connie said she did not think it was her doing.
　　Lady Bennerley did not agree. She said Connie was shut up too much at Wragby. Clifford, she said, should take her to London and let her live more. “A woman must live her own life,” she told Connie. “If she does not, she may regret it later.” Connie listened, but she did not really want Lady Bennerley’s kind of London life.
　　To Connie, that smart world was not warm either. It looked bright on the surface, but underneath it felt cold. She did not want to be led about by Lady Bennerley among fashionable people. Clifford’s clever friends were not enough for her, but the fashionable world was not enough either. Everywhere she looked, life seemed to lose its warmth.
　　On another visit, Tommy Dukes was at Wragby again, with Harry Winterslow, Jack Strangeways, and Jack’s wife Olive. The weather was bad, and everyone was rather bored. They played games, listened to the pianola, and talked without much purpose. Olive was reading a book about the future, where babies might be made outside women’s bodies. She liked the idea because she did not want children, though her husband did.
　　The talk turned again to bodies and the future. Olive said women should not be pulled down by their bodies. Clifford said civilization might someday remove much of the trouble of physical love. Lady Bennerley said that if people could forget their bodies, perhaps they would be happier. Others joked that people might float like smoke or improve human nature until the body hardly mattered.
　　Tommy Dukes did not agree. He said their whole civilization might fall, because it had become too cut off from the living body. Clifford wondered what would come after it. No one knew. Connie listened, as usual, but the talk did not comfort her. These people could speak cleverly about the future, yet none of them seemed able to live fully in the present.
　　That was the truth growing clearer inside her. Wragby was full of talk, reputation, cleverness, and social games. But it was not full of life. Clifford had his books and his fame, his friends and his ideas. Connie had her place beside him, her sewing, her polite listening, and her secret memories of Michaelis. Yet the deeper need in her remained unanswered, waiting for something she could not yet name.
 
Part 5 — First Signs of Mellors 
 
　　One cold morning in February, Clifford and Connie went across the park toward the wood. Clifford went in his motor-chair, and Connie walked beside him. The air was sharp and still, but it carried the usual smell of coal and smoke. Around them the world looked closed in, with a low blue sky above the haze. It was beautiful in a hard, cold way, but it did not feel free.
　　The path across the park had been newly covered with pink gravel from the pit. Connie liked the colour under her feet, though she knew it came from burned waste from underground. The sheep coughed in the dry grass, and frost lay in pale patches. Ahead of them stood the wood, with hazel trees near the gate and old oaks behind them. Rabbits moved at the edge, and black birds suddenly rose into the small sky.
　　Connie opened the gate, and Clifford’s chair moved slowly into the broad path through the wood. The ground was rough, and the chair shook as it climbed. The old leaves kept frost under them, and small birds moved among the branches. Clifford loved this wood because it felt old and private. He liked to think it belonged to his family through time.
　　But part of the wood had been cut during the war. In one place the trees were gone, and only dead plants, black burned places, and cut stumps remained. The sight always made Clifford angry. He had lived through the war itself, yet this wounded hill seemed to hurt him in a special way. He was trying to plant trees there again. Still, the cut place let the outside world into the wood.
　　At the top of the rise, Clifford stopped the chair. He did not want to risk the rough way down. He looked along the path, where it curved gently through the trees. To him, this was the heart of old England. He told Connie that he wanted to keep the wood perfect and untouched. He wanted no strangers to enter it.
　　Connie sat on a stump and listened. The trees were still, and the place did have a deep old feeling. Yet she also heard the sound of the colliery in the distance. Clifford spoke as if the wood could be saved from the new world around it. Connie was not so sure. The smoke, the mines, and the village were already too close.
　　Then Clifford said he felt the lack of a son most strongly when he came to the wood. Connie answered gently that the wood was older than his family. Clifford said that was true, but his family had preserved it. Without people like them, he said, such places would disappear. A man was only one link in a chain, and a son helped keep the chain alive.
　　Connie did not like the idea of chains, but she said little. She was sorry they could not have a son, because she knew the subject mattered to Clifford. Then he looked at her with his pale blue eyes and said something that surprised her deeply. He said it might almost be good if she had a child by another man. If they brought the child up at Wragby, he said, the child would belong to them and to the place.
　　Connie stared at him. The child, her child, seemed to be only a thing to him, something for Wragby. She asked what would happen about the other man. Clifford said such short connections did not matter much if people did not make too much of them. To him, daily life together mattered more than physical love. Marriage, he said, was built by habit, years, and shared life.
　　Connie listened with wonder and fear. Part of his speech sounded reasonable, but something in it felt cold and wrong. She thought of Michaelis and of her secret life with him. Perhaps, she thought, such a relationship could be only a short journey away from marriage, and then one returned home. But how could anyone know what the heart would feel next year, or the year after?
　　She asked whether Clifford would want to know who the man was. Clifford said no. He would rather not know. He said he trusted Connie to choose someone decent, someone not hateful to him. Connie thought of Michaelis at once, and she knew Clifford would call him exactly the wrong sort of man. Still, she answered carefully that perhaps men and women did not always judge these things in the same way.
　　While they were talking, a brown dog ran from a side path and barked softly. A man with a gun followed it quickly and quietly, as if he had come out of the trees themselves. Connie was startled by him. He stopped, saluted, and began to move away. Clifford called him back by name. It was Mellors, the new gamekeeper.
　　Mellors came toward them without hurry, but with quick, soft movements. He was lean, dressed in dark green, with a red face and a moustache. He did not look at Connie at first. Clifford introduced him, and the man lifted his hat. When he looked into Connie’s eyes, his look was direct and calm, almost too direct. It made her feel shy.
　　Connie asked if he had been at Wragby long. He answered politely that he had been there eight months and had grown up nearby. His speech was first clear and neutral, almost like a gentleman’s, but then it fell into the local way of speaking. Connie noticed the change. She felt that he was not simple. He seemed separate, watchful, and sure of himself.
　　Clifford asked Mellors to turn the chair and help it down the path. Mellors did it at once. He moved carefully with the chair, but he seemed more like a free soldier than a servant. When they reached the gate, Connie ran ahead and opened it. Clifford was displeased and said Mellors would have done it. Connie answered that she liked to run sometimes.
　　Mellors pushed the chair up the slope toward the house. Connie fell a little behind and watched him. He breathed more quickly than she expected, and she felt that he was strong in life but not strong in body. The sky had become grey, and the cold was sharper. Suddenly everything in her own life seemed worn out. Clifford did not notice this feeling in her, but she felt that Mellors somehow did.
　　At the house, Clifford moved himself from the outside chair to his indoor chair. Connie lifted his helpless legs for him, as she had done many times before. Mellors watched quietly, but his face changed. He seemed shocked, almost afraid, when he saw Connie handling Clifford’s dead legs. Clifford thanked him casually and dismissed him. Connie also thanked him, and for a moment his eyes woke fully to her.
　　At lunch, Connie asked Clifford about Mellors. Clifford said he had been a local boy, the son of a miner, and had worked as a blacksmith at the pit. Before the war he had been a keeper at Wragby, and Clifford’s father had thought well of him. After the war he had returned, and Clifford had taken him back. Clifford said a good keeper was hard to find, especially one who understood the local people.
　　Connie asked if Mellors was married. Clifford said he had been, but his wife had left him and was now living with another man. Mellors was more or less alone, though he had a mother in the village and perhaps a child. As Clifford spoke, Connie looked at him and felt a strange fear. His face was sharp and clear in front, but behind his eyes there seemed to be mist. It was as if some deep part of him was fading away.
　　Connie began to understand that Clifford’s wound had not ended when his body healed as much as it could. The deeper wound had only waited. Now, slowly, fear and emptiness were rising inside him. As they rose in him, they also spread into her. His clever words about marriage and children soon seemed like dry leaves. They had shape, but no living green.
　　The same feeling seemed to lie over the whole district. The miners were again talking of a strike, and Connie felt that their unrest also came from a deep bruise left by the war. Everywhere people acted, spoke, planned, and showed themselves, but underneath there was a great nothingness. Clifford’s success grew. His name appeared in papers, and his books brought money. Yet to Connie, even his success seemed like a display of emptiness.
　　Michaelis came again that summer because he had begun a play about Clifford. He arrived in fine clothes, bringing flowers for Connie and the first act of the play. Clifford was thrilled, and even Connie felt the old excitement for a moment. Michaelis had power when he performed his own work. He could carry people away. For that evening he seemed beautiful to Connie again, because he made the room feel alive.
　　The next morning Michaelis came to Connie’s sitting-room. He needed her praise, and she gave it warmly. Then, suddenly, he asked why they did not make a clean break and marry. Connie was amazed. She told him she was already married and could not simply leave Clifford. Michaelis said Clifford hardly needed her and lived only inside himself.
　　Connie felt that there was truth in what he said, but she also saw his selfishness clearly. He spoke of the good life he could give her: clothes, travel, night places, important people, and excitement. He wanted marriage partly as another success. Connie listened and felt almost nothing. The promise sounded bright, but it did not touch her.
　　That night their relationship broke in a deeper way. Michaelis spoke to her with sudden bitterness and blamed her for wanting too much from him. His words were cruel, especially because they came after a moment when she had felt close to him. Connie was stunned. Something inside her turned cold. After that, her feeling for him collapsed almost at once.
　　In the days that followed, she moved through life heavily. Michaelis no longer offered even a false door out of Wragby. Clifford’s idea of a long, joined life now seemed only a treadmill, moving round and round without going anywhere. Connie saw before her the same rooms, the same talk, the same careful habits, and the same emptiness. She felt that the great nothingness of life was waiting for her, unless something truly living came to meet her.
 
Part 6 — Men, Women, and Distance 
 
　　After Michaelis, Connie felt that something in her had closed. She no longer believed he could help her escape from Wragby. His hard words had killed the little hope she had felt with him. Now there was only the long life with Clifford, the same house, the same work, and the same clever talk. It seemed to her like walking on a road that went nowhere.
　　One day she asked Tommy Dukes why men and women did not really like each other anymore. Tommy was almost her guide in such questions, because he spoke more honestly than the others. He answered that men and women did like each other very much. He said he himself liked women better than men, because women were often braver and easier to speak to. Connie listened, but she was not satisfied.
　　“Yes, you talk to women,” she said. “But you do not really have anything to do with them.” Tommy said he was doing something with a woman at that very moment, because he was speaking honestly to her. Connie felt this was not enough. A woman wanted a man to like her, speak with her, love her, and want her. Tommy answered that, for him, these things did not come together.
　　Connie said they should come together. Tommy only smiled in his dry way. He said he liked women and liked talking to them, but when he talked to them truly, he did not feel a wish to make love to them. Talking brought him close in one way and far away in another. He did not think this was tragic. It was simply how he was.
　　Connie asked if he liked her. Tommy answered that he liked her very much. Then he added that there was no question of kissing between them. Connie said there was not, but she wondered if there should be. Tommy asked why there should be. To him, they were two intelligent people talking honestly, and that was enough.
　　Connie knew there was truth in what he said, but it made her feel very lonely. If men and women could only talk, something was missing. If they could only want each other without friendship, something was missing too. The men around her seemed old, cold, and careful, even when they were young. Michaelis had also failed her, and the men who pretended to desire women often seemed worse than the men who did not.
　　She thought about youth and felt angry with it. Young people danced, drank, and filled their evenings with noise because they had to spend their energy somehow. If they did not, that energy turned against them. Connie almost wished she had gone away with Michaelis and lived a bright, empty life of parties. It might have been better than slowly becoming a ghost at Wragby.
　　On one of these bad days, she went out alone into the wood. She walked without much care for where she was going. Suddenly she heard a gun nearby, and the sound startled and angered her. Then she heard voices. She wanted to avoid people, but another sound stopped her. It was a child crying.
　　Connie went forward at once, ready to defend the child. On the drive she saw Mellors and a little girl in a purple coat. The girl was crying hard. Mellors looked pale and angry, and he told the child sharply to stop. Connie came closer, her eyes bright with anger, and asked what was wrong.
　　Mellors turned to her and saluted, but his manner was cool. He told her she had better ask the child. Connie felt insulted by his answer, but she turned to the little girl and spoke gently. At first the child only cried more. Connie found a small coin in her pocket and gave it to her. Then the child slowly said that it was the cat.
　　Connie looked where the child pointed and saw a black cat lying dead among the bushes. Mellors said it had been stealing game. Connie was shocked and said no wonder the child cried if he had shot it in front of her. Mellors looked at Connie with a hard, quiet contempt that made her feel foolish. She had tried to be kind, but she felt that he saw through her polite tenderness.
　　Connie asked the child her name. The girl said she was Connie Mellors. Connie was surprised, because the child had her own name. She learned that the girl wanted to go back to her grandmother at the cottage. Connie asked Mellors if she might take her there. He agreed politely, and Connie took the child’s hand.
　　The walk to the cottage was nearly a mile, and by the end Connie was tired of the child. The little girl was clever, false, and pleased with herself. At the cottage, Mellors’s mother came to the door in a work apron, with a mark of black polish on her face. She was small, dry, and quick in her movements. She thanked Lady Chatterley again and again for bringing the child home.
　　The old woman was embarrassed because Connie had seen her in a dirty apron. She spoke with great respect, but Connie felt the social distance between them very strongly. The child showed the coin, and the grandmother praised Connie’s kindness. Connie smiled and said it was no trouble. Still, she was relieved when she could leave.
　　As Connie walked back to Wragby, the word “home” felt strange to her. Wragby was the place where she lived, but it did not feel like a true home. She thought that many great words had lost their meaning for her generation. Love, joy, husband, wife, home, father, mother: all of them seemed half dead. Even physical love had become only a short excitement that soon left people tired again.
　　Money, however, still remained real. People had to have money. Clifford’s writing brought money, and Connie helped him make it. She did not care deeply whether his stories were great art or not. Her father had said there was nothing in them, but they brought in money and attention. In that world, success seemed more powerful than truth.
　　Yet Connie still kept the idea of a child somewhere at the back of her mind. She did not want a child by Michaelis. That thought felt wrong to her. Nor could she imagine a child by Tommy Dukes or any of Clifford’s friends. A lover might be one thing, but the father of a child was something much more serious.
　　She thought she might need to wait. Perhaps the right man would be a foreigner, or someone outside the narrow English world she knew. She did not hurry the thought, but it stayed in her. Clifford had once spoken of her having a child by another man, as if it could be arranged calmly. Connie now felt that the matter belonged to a deeper part of herself, not to Clifford’s plans.
　　One damp day, Clifford wanted to send a message to Mellors. The servant boy was ill, so Connie said she would take it herself. She walked through the wood, which was grey, wet, and silent. Drops fell from the bare branches, and the old trees seemed to be waiting. Their silence soothed her more than the hard world outside.
　　When she reached Mellors’s cottage, the place looked empty, though smoke rose from the chimney. She knocked, but no one answered. Then she heard sounds behind the house and went around the side. There, in the small back yard, she saw Mellors washing himself, bare above the waist and unaware of her. She stepped back quickly, shocked and confused.
　　It was only a man washing himself, but the sight struck her deeply. He looked solitary, clean, and strangely apart from the world. His body seemed to her not proud or showy, but alive in its own loneliness. She felt the shock inside herself before she could think about it. Then, with her mind, she tried to laugh at herself for being moved by such an ordinary thing.
　　Connie waited a little, then returned to the front door and knocked again. This time Mellors opened quickly. He looked uneasy for a moment, but then smiled and invited her in. She gave him Clifford’s message in her soft, breathless voice. His eyes were warm and kind for a moment, but when he accepted the order, a hard distance came over him again.
　　Connie looked around the small, clean, rather sad room. She asked if he lived there quite alone. He said he did. His mother came on Saturdays to clean, but he did the rest himself. He stood in a shirt and tie, with damp hair and a pale, worn face. His eyes could smile, but when they stopped smiling they seemed to have known much suffering.
　　She wanted to say more, but she could not. She only asked if she had disturbed him. Mellors answered lightly that he had only been combing his hair and had not known who was knocking. Then he walked before her to open the garden gate. As she passed him, she saw again how slender he was, and how young something in him still seemed. He watched her go, and she felt it without turning back.
　　Later she told Clifford that Mellors was a curious kind of person. She said he might almost be a gentleman. Clifford answered that he had not noticed anything special. He said Mellors had probably learned certain manners in the army, perhaps in India, and that men like him had to return to their old place afterward. Connie heard the class feeling in Clifford’s voice.
　　She asked again if Clifford did not think there was something unusual about Mellors. Clifford said no, not really. But Connie felt he was not telling the whole truth, even to himself. He did not like the idea that a man from a lower class could be truly special. Connie felt again how tight and afraid the men of her world were. They were careful with life, but they were not open to it.
 
Part 7 — Mrs Bolton Enters Wragby 
 
　　That night, Connie went up to her bedroom and did something she had not done for a long time. She took off her clothes and looked at herself in the large mirror. She moved the lamp so that the light fell clearly on her body. She did not fully know what she wanted to see. But she felt that her body was trying to tell her something.
　　As she looked, she felt sadness and anger rise together. A human body, she thought, was such a weak and easily hurt thing. Her own body had once seemed full of promise, but now it looked tired to her. She was only twenty-seven, yet she felt old. It was not real age, but the age that comes when life has been held back too long.
　　She had never been a very tall woman, but she had once had a warm and living grace. Now she saw herself as thinner, flatter, and less alive. Her body seemed to have lost sun and warmth. It had not become truly young and boyish, as the fashion liked. It had simply become dull, as if its meaning had been taken away.
　　This thought hurt her deeply. It was not only vanity. She felt that her body had been cheated of its own life. Clifford, his writing, his talk, and the cold world around him had used her mind and strength. But they had not given life back to her. She went to bed and cried with a bitter feeling of injustice.
　　In the morning, however, she rose early and went downstairs to Clifford as usual. He needed help with many private things, and Connie had always done them herself. The housekeeper’s husband could lift him when heavy strength was needed, but Connie did the more personal care. She had done it willingly at first. She had wanted to serve him because he was hurt.
　　Over time, Clifford had come to accept this care as natural. It was not his fault in a simple way. He had suffered a terrible injury, and his loss was great. Yet Connie began to feel that her own life was being spent without being seen. A quiet anger burned in her, because giving everything had not made her more loved or more alive.
　　She knew Clifford was not a cruel man. Still, he was not warm. He was thoughtful and correct, but in a cold, well-bred way. He did not offer the simple kindness of touch, or the easy warmth that a woman might need. His whole class seemed to dislike warmth, as if strong feeling were bad manners. Connie felt that such people could live only if everyone around them became cold too.
　　Rebellion began to smoulder inside her. What was the use of giving her life to Clifford if the thing she served was only pride, success, and cold intelligence? Michaelis, for all his weakness, had seemed to need her more personally than Clifford did. Clifford needed her service, her presence, and her support. But did he need her as a living woman? Connie was no longer sure.
　　There were guests again at Wragby, and among them was Clifford’s Aunt Eva, Lady Bennerley. She was an older woman from a very high family, sharp, proud, and still powerful in her small way. She was kind to Connie, but her kindness was mixed with observation. She looked at Connie and saw more than Clifford saw. She understood that something was wrong.
　　“You have done wonders for Clifford,” Lady Bennerley told her. “He is becoming famous, and you have helped him.” Connie said quietly that she did not think it was really her doing. Lady Bennerley did not accept that. She said Connie was shut up too much at Wragby and got too little from her life. Clifford’s friends might suit Clifford, she said, but they were not enough for Connie.
　　Connie listened, but she did not want the life Lady Bennerley suggested. She did not long to go to London and move through fashionable rooms. That world seemed bright on the surface, but cold underneath. It would not save her. Still, the older woman’s words had truth in them. A woman had to live her own life, or later she might be sorry.
　　More talk followed at Wragby, with Tommy Dukes and other guests. They spoke about the future, about women, children, bodies, and civilization. One woman said it would be good if women could be free from the trouble of bearing children. Clifford said perhaps the whole business of physical love could one day disappear. Others joked about people becoming almost like smoke, free from the body.
　　Tommy Dukes said something different. He believed their whole civilization might fall because it had become too far from the body. He spoke wildly, but something in his words reached Connie. He wanted the body to rise again, not as shame, but as part of living. Connie did not fully understand him. Yet she felt comforted by the idea that touch and bodily life might matter after all.
　　Then the guests left, and the house became quiet again. But Connie was not calmer. She felt more bored, more angry, and more trapped. The days moved on heavily, with pain but no event. She knew she needed help. At last she wrote to Hilda, her sister, and said simply that she was not well and did not know what was wrong.
　　Hilda came down from Scotland in her small car. She arrived quickly, driving herself up the long way to the house. Connie ran out to meet her, and Hilda kissed her. At once Hilda saw the change. Connie was thin, pale, and worn, while Hilda was still strong, warm, and sure of herself. “Connie, what is the matter?” she asked.
　　Connie said it was nothing, but Hilda did not believe her. She looked at Wragby with quiet hate. To her, the house itself seemed to be eating her sister. Then she went in to see Clifford. Clifford was polite and well dressed, but he shrank inwardly from Hilda. She was not his kind of person. She had a soft voice, but underneath it there was strong will.
　　Hilda told Clifford that Connie looked seriously unwell. Clifford said only that Connie was a little thinner. Hilda asked what he had done about it. Clifford became stiff and cold. He did not like being judged in his own house. But Hilda was not frightened of him. She said she would take Connie to a doctor in London.
　　At dinner that evening, Hilda spoke more directly. She said Clifford must have someone to care for him personally. A nurse or a manservant was needed. Connie could not go on doing everything. Clifford was angry, but he tried not to show it too openly. He hated the thought of a nurse, because nurses had already taken away too much of his privacy.
　　The next day the sisters drove to London. A doctor examined Connie and asked about her life. He understood enough to know that she was being worn down. Michaelis heard that she was in town and came with flowers, full of alarm and feeling. He wanted her to go away with him at once, to the south, to warmth and freedom. But Connie’s heart stopped at the thought of leaving Clifford so suddenly. She could not do it.
　　So the sisters returned to Wragby. Hilda spoke again to Clifford, and this time she came with practical names and addresses. There was a manservant who might come, and there were also women who could nurse. Clifford refused the manservant at once. He could not bear another man close to him in that way. A woman was difficult too, but less impossible.
　　At last Mrs Betts, the housekeeper, suggested Mrs Bolton, the parish nurse from Tevershall. Clifford accepted the idea, partly because Mrs Bolton was local and already known. Hilda and Connie went to see her. They found a good-looking woman in her forties, in a neat nurse’s uniform, making tea in her small house. She spoke politely, with careful English and a local sound underneath.
　　Mrs Bolton at once noticed Connie’s poor health. She spoke warmly, saying that Lady Chatterley had once looked so bonny and had clearly been failing all winter. She also spoke with feeling about Sir Clifford and the war. She was attentive, ready to talk, and very sure of herself after years of caring for sick miners. Hilda liked her enough. Arrangements were quickly made.
　　Mrs Bolton came to Wragby the following Sunday with two trunks. Hilda spoke with her more and learned something of her life. Her husband, Ted Bolton, had been killed in the pit many years before, leaving her with two children. The company had been kind to her afterward, she said, but she had never forgotten that they had made Ted look careless or cowardly. She respected the mining people, but she also felt above them. She admired the upper classes, but she also had a hidden anger against them.
　　This was a new kind of voice in Wragby. Connie listened to it with a new part of herself. Mrs Bolton spoke of men, both high and low, as people who took women’s care for granted. She said it was a mercy Connie had a sister to help her. Connie heard in her words not only gossip, but a whole other world. Wragby was no longer sealed off from Tevershall in quite the same way.
　　During the first week, Mrs Bolton was quiet and almost nervous with Clifford. She came softly, asked what he wanted, and obeyed his directions. Clifford liked this and soon became lordly with her. He called her useful, almost as if she were no person at all. Connie was surprised, because to her Mrs Bolton was very much a person. But Clifford saw only the part of her that served him.
　　Mrs Bolton did not resent him. She was learning the upper classes from close at hand, and Clifford was interesting to her. She helped him at night, slept across the passage, and came when he rang. In the morning she dressed and shaved him with soft, careful hands. Soon she understood how to manage him. He was not so very different from the miners when he was helpless under her care.
　　Clifford never quite forgave Connie for giving this personal care to a hired woman. He felt that the private flower of their married closeness had been broken. Connie did not feel the same. To her, that flower had become like something pale growing on her own life and taking strength from it. Now, for the first time in years, she had hours alone. She could go upstairs, play the piano softly, and breathe.
　　Still, Clifford wanted the old evenings with her, the reading and the endless talk. Connie found a gentle way to loosen those bonds. She arranged for Mrs Bolton to come at ten, and then she could leave Clifford in good hands. The servants’ side of the house also seemed closer now, because Mrs Bolton brought its voices near. Connie heard quiet talk from the passage and felt the life of working people pressing near the study door. Wragby had changed simply because Mrs Bolton had entered it, and Connie felt that a new phase of her life was beginning.
 
Part 8 — The Hut in the Wood 
 
　　Mrs Bolton watched Connie with professional care. She saw that Connie still spent too much time indoors, sitting by the fire and pretending to read or sew. She urged her to go out, breathe the air, and take short walks. Connie did not always want this advice, but she knew Mrs Bolton meant it kindly. Since Mrs Bolton had come, Connie had a little more freedom, and freedom made her notice how tired she had become.
　　One windy day, soon after Hilda had gone, Mrs Bolton spoke of the wild daffodils behind the keeper’s cottage. She said they were the prettiest sight Connie could see in a whole day’s walk. Connie smiled at the local word Mrs Bolton used for daffodils, but the thought stayed with her. Spring had returned, even if Connie had not felt it. Perhaps she should not sit in her own sadness forever.
　　The wind was strong across the park, but Connie was stronger than before. In the wood, the air was easier to bear. Small yellow flowers shone at the edge of the trees, and white windflowers moved in the cold gusts. Primroses were beginning to open near the path. The upper branches roared in the wind, but below them the wood seemed strangely still.
　　Connie walked on, picking a few flowers as she went. She did not really know where she was going, until she came to the far clearing and saw the keeper’s cottage. The stone looked almost warm for a moment when the sun touched it. There was no dog barking, no smoke from the chimney, and no sound from inside. She went quietly round to the back, telling herself that she had come only to see the daffodils.
　　The daffodils were there, short and bright, shaking in the wind. Their yellow heads moved as if they were in trouble, yet they also seemed full of life. Connie sat down with her back against a young pine tree and watched them. The sun came out, and the flowers became golden. For a little while she felt as if some hidden current in her own life had begun to move again.
　　Then the sun went in, and the place became cold. Connie rose stiffly and picked a few daffodils, though she hated breaking them. She wanted to carry something living back with her into Wragby. As she returned, she thought of the thick walls of the house. She hated those walls, and yet on such a windy day a person needed walls too.
　　When she got home, Clifford asked where she had been. She showed him the daffodils and said they were lovely because they had come out of the earth. Clifford answered that they came just as much from air and sunshine. Connie immediately said they were shaped in the earth. Her quick answer surprised even herself, because it came from some new place inside her.
　　The next afternoon Connie went into the wood again. This time she followed a broad path up through the larches to a spring called John’s Well. The place was cold and dark under the trees. Clear water rose softly from a small bed of clean reddish pebbles. It was beautiful, but it also felt lonely and a little frightening, as if people had forgotten it.
　　As Connie slowly went back, she heard a faint tapping sound. At first she wondered if it was a bird, but then she knew it was hammering. She followed a narrow track between young fir trees and then into old oak wood. The sound became clearer. At last she came to a secret little clearing and saw a small hut made of rough poles.
　　She had never seen this place before. It was where the young pheasants would be reared. Mellors was there in his shirt sleeves, kneeling and hammering at a coop. His dog came forward and barked shortly. Mellors looked up quickly, and Connie saw that he was startled and not pleased. This place was his private shelter, and she had entered it without warning.
　　Connie felt weak and breathless under his direct look. She said she had wondered what the hammering was. Mellors answered in his local speech that he was getting the coops ready for the young birds. Connie did not know what to say next. At last she said she would like to sit down for a little. Mellors led her into the hut and pulled out a rough chair made of hazel sticks.
　　He saw that her hands were cold and made a small fire for her in the brick fireplace. Connie sat beside it and warmed herself. Outside, he went back to his work, and the sound of the hammer began again. The hut was simple and crowded with tools, boards, sacks, and things hanging from pegs. Yet it felt like a small secret room in the wood, apart from Wragby and the village alike.
　　Connie grew too warm by the fire and moved to sit in the doorway. She watched Mellors work. He seemed not to notice her, but she knew that he did. He moved quietly, quickly, and alone, like a man who wanted no one near him. His very silence touched her, because it was not empty silence. It was the silence of someone who had withdrawn from people after being hurt.
　　Mellors also felt her presence strongly. He did not want contact with another woman. He wanted to keep his last freedom: the right to be alone in the wood. Yet he was a servant, and she was his master’s wife. He could not simply tell her to go away. So he worked on, stiff and quiet, while anger and fear stayed hidden inside him.
　　Connie came back to herself and stood up. She told him the place was restful and that she might like to sit there sometimes. Then she asked whether the hut was locked when he was not there. Mellors said it was. She asked if there might be another key. At once something in him hardened, and he answered in a difficult local way, putting her off.
　　Connie flushed with anger. She felt he was refusing her as if the hut belonged to him. Mellors looked at her with cold dislike, and she saw clearly that he did not want her there. She said she would see about the key herself and left in a proud temper. He saluted and turned away. They had touched each other’s pride, and both were angry.
　　Near the house, Mrs Bolton was waiting under the great beech tree. She said Sir Clifford was waiting for tea. Connie asked why Mrs Bolton had not made it herself. Mrs Bolton answered that it was hardly her place, and she did not think Sir Clifford would like it. Connie felt impatient with this. A silver teapot was not a holy object.
　　In the study, Clifford asked what she had done all afternoon. Connie said she had walked and sat in a sheltered place. Then, while making tea, she asked about the little hut near John’s Well and whether there might be a second key. Clifford said there might be one in his father’s study. Connie told him Mellors had been almost rude about it. Clifford said Mellors thought too much of himself.
　　Clifford then told her more about Mellors. Mellors had been a local man, but in the army he had become an officer for a time. He had served abroad, worked with horses, and had been liked by a colonel. Now he had returned to his old level, and Clifford thought this must be difficult for him. Clifford said he did his duty well, but he did not want any show of “Lieutenant Mellors” at Wragby.
　　Connie listened carefully. She felt that Clifford disliked any story that disturbed social order. A working man who had once been an officer did not fit neatly into Clifford’s world. Connie was not sure whether she liked such uncertainty either. Yet Mellors interested her more because of it. He seemed to belong nowhere fully.
　　Fine weather came again, and Clifford decided to go into the wood. Connie walked beside his chair, but the outing was not happy. The flowers were opening, and the wood had a fresh spring life. Clifford quoted lines from old poetry when Connie gave him flowers. His words came between her and the living things, and she hated them for it.
　　Connie felt more and more that Clifford turned life into words. Violets became poetry, windflowers became another quotation, and nothing could stay simply itself. She wanted to be clear of his mind, his talk, and his endless self-concern. The tension between them grew, though both pretended not to see it. She pushed him away inside herself, with a force she could hardly control.
　　The rain returned after a day or two, but Connie still went to the wood. She walked to the hut through the soft evening rain. No one was there, and the door was locked. She sat on the log step under the small porch, watching the rain fall among the old oaks. The place was cold, but she stayed, held there by her own heavy feelings.
　　Then the wet dog came running, and Mellors followed in a dark raincoat. He stopped when he saw her. Connie stood up and said she was just going. He asked if she had been waiting to get in. She said no, with quiet dignity, only that she had sat there for shelter. He looked at her and saw that she was cold.
　　Mellors took the key from his pocket and said she might as well have it, if she wanted the hut. He added that he could find another place for the birds. Connie slowly understood that he thought she wanted the hut without him in it. This made her angry. She said she did not want to turn him out and did not mind seeing him care for the birds.
　　He tried to explain that she was welcome to the hut, but that in spring he had work to do there. If she came, he thought she might not want him moving around. Connie asked why she should mind his being there. He answered that he might be a nuisance. She became even more angry and said he was insolent. He answered quickly that he had meant nothing of the kind.
　　In the end, neither of them understood the other clearly. Mellors thought he was showing respect by offering to stay away. Connie felt he was making her seem proud, difficult, and afraid of him. She left him in confusion, not sure whether she had been insulted or whether he had only spoken clumsily. As she walked home, she did not know what she thought of him, but she knew he had disturbed her deeply.
 
Part 9 — Clifford Turns to Power 
 
　　Connie was surprised by how strongly she began to dislike Clifford. It was not hatred, because hatred would have had more fire in it. This was deeper and colder. It was a physical dislike, as if her whole body moved away from him before her mind could speak. She almost felt that this dislike had always been there, hidden under the clever excitement of their early marriage.
　　At first Clifford had seemed above her in some way. His mind had excited her, and his clever talk had made her feel that they shared a special life. But now that excitement had worn out. What remained was his need, his pride, and his cold way of using other people’s life. Connie felt weak and frightened when she saw this clearly. She wanted help from outside, but no help seemed to exist.
　　To Connie, the whole world now seemed mad. People chased money, success, and a thing they called love, but most of it looked empty to her. Michaelis had chased success and had been made lonely by it. Clifford chased fame through his books and now wanted power in another form. Everywhere she looked, people seemed cut off from real life. They moved with great energy, but the energy seemed sick.
　　At least Clifford was loosening his hold on her. He did not know it, but his attention was moving toward Mrs Bolton. This gave Connie a little breathing space. Mrs Bolton served him with soft care, but also with a quiet will of her own. She seemed humble, yet she was always gently pushing him in the direction she wanted. Clifford, with his finer pride, often stopped her, and this made him more interesting to her.
　　In the mornings Mrs Bolton would come in with her careful voice. She might say, “It is a lovely day, Sir Clifford. You might enjoy going out in your chair.” Clifford would answer by asking for a book, or by saying that flowers should be taken from the room because their smell troubled him. Mrs Bolton would be a little hurt, but also impressed. His small refusals gave him power over her, and she stored them inside herself.
　　Soon she was shaving him almost every day. At first he had disliked the soft touch of her fingers on his face. Then he began to enjoy it. She worked slowly, carefully, and almost lovingly, while he sat still and let her care for him. Her fingers came to know his cheeks, his chin, and his throat. In this private care, she slowly gained a kind of power over him.
　　Mrs Bolton liked caring for him. She liked having his body under her charge, just as she had cared for sick miners before. One day she told Connie that all men were babies when one came to the bottom of them. She had handled strong pitmen who became helpless as children when illness took them. Sir Clifford, she said, was not so different in the end. Connie heard this and felt both interest and disgust.
　　At first Mrs Bolton had believed that a real gentleman must be different from other men. Clifford had impressed her deeply because he had title, education, and a fine manner. But little by little, as she came closer to his daily needs, she found the same babyish helplessness in him. Still, he had knowledge and a sharp will that ordinary miners did not have. He could still rule her, even while she washed and dressed him.
　　Connie sometimes wanted to warn Clifford. She wanted to say, “Do not sink so deeply into that woman’s hands.” But in the end she did not care enough to speak. Their old evening life still continued for a while. They talked, read, or worked over his writing until ten o’clock. But the old thrill had gone. Connie was bored by the manuscripts, though she still typed them for him.
　　Then Connie suggested that Mrs Bolton should learn to type. Mrs Bolton agreed at once and practised seriously. Soon Clifford dictated letters to her, and she typed slowly but correctly. He taught her difficult words and foreign phrases with patient pride. She was thrilled by this instruction. It made her feel that she was entering the world of the educated and upper-class people.
　　Sometimes Connie said she had a headache and went upstairs after dinner. Clifford answered kindly that she should rest. But as soon as she was gone, he rang for Mrs Bolton. He had taught her card games and even chess, and they played together in the evenings. Connie found it unpleasant to see Mrs Bolton sitting there, flushed and excited, moving a card or chess piece while Clifford smiled at her with calm superiority.
　　Clifford was educating her, and both of them enjoyed it. He enjoyed the power of teaching. She enjoyed learning what the gentry knew. It was not exactly love, but it had the heat of love in it. Mrs Bolton adored him in her own strange way, because he opened a door into another world. At the same time, she made him want her company more and more.
　　To Connie, this looked ugly and small. Clifford seemed less noble to her now, almost common in his need to be admired. Mrs Bolton’s humble eagerness also seemed too clear. Yet Connie could not deny that the feeling between them was real in its own way. Mrs Bolton was not pretending when she looked at him with bright eyes. She truly felt lifted by her contact with him.
　　Mrs Bolton also brought Tevershall into Wragby through her talk. At first she had not dared to gossip too freely to Clifford. Then, once she began, the stream would not stop. She knew the village deeply: marriages, deaths, quarrels, debts, proud girls, angry wives, old men, young miners, and chapel people who behaved badly. Her stories made Tevershall seem full of secret life.
　　Clifford listened because he wanted material for his writing, but he found more than material. He heard about a village he had never truly known. Connie sometimes listened too, fascinated and ashamed at the same time. Mrs Bolton’s gossip was warm, lively, and full of judgment. She always seemed to know who was good and who was bad. Yet Connie felt that such judgments were often too easy.
　　Through Mrs Bolton’s talk, Clifford began to think differently about the mines. Tevershall had always frightened him a little, but he had thought of it as something fixed and old. Now he heard that the pits were running down. Some men had already left for newer works at other places. People said Tevershall was a sinking ship. If the pits closed, the village would become like a dead body.
　　Mrs Bolton spoke of new chemical works and new machines in other districts. She spoke of young miners who wanted money, motorbikes, dances, clothes, and pleasure. She said they did not respect much and did not think deeply about politics. Clifford asked if socialism was dangerous among them. Mrs Bolton said not really, unless trade became very bad. Most of them only wanted money to spend.
　　Connie listened and thought that the lower classes did not sound so different from the upper classes after all. Everywhere people wanted money, pleasure, clothes, and success. Tevershall, Mayfair, and Kensington were not as different as they pretended to be. The same hunger ran through all of them. Only the amount of money changed.
　　But Mrs Bolton’s talk put a new fight into Clifford. Until then he had wanted success as a writer. He had served the world of readers, critics, and people who wanted amusement. Now he began to feel another kind of success calling him. Beneath the world of pleasure was the world of work. The men in that world were harder, darker, and more frightening. But they also gave a man a deeper sense of power.
　　Clifford began to take the mines seriously. He went down to the pit again, sitting in a tub while men showed him the underground workings. Old knowledge came back to him from before the war. He said little, but his mind began to move strongly. He read technical books, government reports, and German studies about coal and chemical processes. The world of industry suddenly seemed more alive to him than literature.
　　He became interested in turning poor coal into useful power. At first he thought about electricity. Then he began to think about a new kind of concentrated fuel that could burn with great heat under special conditions. He found a clever young chemist to help him experiment. For the first time in years, Clifford felt he was doing something real. He felt power flowing into him from the pit itself.
　　This change almost made him new. With managers, engineers, and business men, he became sharp and practical. He questioned them closely and made them explain everything. The stale air of the mine gave him strength, as if it were better than fresh air. He wanted to win, not with stories and praise, but with industry, money, and command. Mrs Bolton had helped wake this side of him, though he did not know how much he depended on her.
　　With Connie, however, Clifford became more tense. He treated her with respect and kindness, but he was afraid of her in some hidden way. She could wound him where Mrs Bolton could not. With Mrs Bolton he felt like a lord and master, and his voice became easy, almost homely. With Connie he grew careful and silent. So the two women stood on different sides of his life, while Connie watched him move farther from her and deeper into power.
 
Part 10 — The Pheasant Chicks 
 
　　Connie was now alone more often. Fewer people came to Wragby, because Clifford no longer wanted so many guests. He had turned away even from his old clever friends. Instead, he had bought a radio and sat for hours listening to voices and music from far places. Sometimes the sound came from Spain or Germany, but to Connie it often seemed like a loud, empty noise.
　　Clifford would sit with a blank look on his face while the speaker shouted into the room. Connie did not know if he was truly listening. Perhaps the noise only filled the empty spaces in him. Perhaps something hard and strange was growing inside him while he sat there. The sound troubled her so much that she often escaped upstairs or went out to the wood.
　　Clifford had also become more and more involved with the mines. He spoke with managers, board members, and young scientists. Connie heard him ask sharp questions and give strong opinions. In that world, he seemed clever, practical, and powerful. Yet when he was alone in his feelings, he became helpless and frightened, almost like a child.
　　This frightened Connie in a different way. Clifford needed her to stay at Wragby and remain Lady Chatterley. He almost worshipped her, but his worship felt heavy and cruel. He wanted her to promise that she would never leave him. Connie felt that his love was not warm love, but a burden placed on her shoulders.
　　One day, after she had the key to the hut, she asked him again about having a child. Clifford looked afraid at once. He said he would not mind, if it made no difference between them. What mattered to him was that Connie should still love him and stay with him. If the child did not change that, he said, he would accept it.
　　Connie listened with cold fear and anger. Clifford spoke as if a child were part of a plan for the house, not a living change in her body and heart. He even said that perhaps one day his own power might return, though Connie knew how unlikely that was. Then he told her that she was everything to him, and that without her he was nothing. His words should have sounded loving, but to her they sounded terrible.
　　Half an hour later, she heard him speaking warmly to Mrs Bolton while Mrs Bolton dressed him for dinner. Business guests were coming, and Clifford had to look correct and strong. His voice to Mrs Bolton had a private, excited tone. Connie felt trapped between his public power, his helpless need, and his strange dependence on women. She felt she might break if this went on.
　　So she fled more and more to the wood. One afternoon she sat near John’s Well, watching the cold water bubble among the stones. Mellors came up to her there. He saluted and gave her a key to the hut. He had had one made for her, and he said he had made the hut as tidy as he could.
　　Connie thanked him, startled by the small kindness. Mellors told her the hut was still not very tidy, but she could use it. He said he would soon set the hens on the eggs and would have to come morning and night. He added that he would not trouble her more than he could help. Connie answered that he would not trouble her at all.
　　He looked at her with clear blue eyes. He seemed kind, but distant. She noticed that he had a cough and asked him about it. He said it was only a cold, though the illness he had had after the war had left him weak. He did not come closer. He gave her the key, spoke politely, and kept the space between them.
　　After that Connie went often to the hut. Sometimes she came in the morning, sometimes in the afternoon, but Mellors was almost never there. She felt he was avoiding her on purpose, and perhaps he was. He had cleaned the hut, put a little table and chair near the fireplace, and left wood for a fire. Outside, under a low shelter, he had set the coops for the hens.
　　One day she found two hens sitting inside the coops. They sat deep and fierce on the eggs, their bodies warm and round. Their eyes shone with anger and care when Connie came near. The sight almost broke her heart. These small brown birds were full of living purpose, while she herself felt unused, cold, and empty.
　　Soon all five coops held hens. Three were brown, one was grey, and one was black. They spread themselves over the eggs and made sharp little sounds when Connie came too near. She found corn in the hut and tried to feed them from her hand. They would not eat, and one pecked at her sharply. Still, she wanted to give them something, so she brought water in a little tin and was delighted when one hen drank.
　　The hens became the only living things that truly warmed her heart. Clifford’s speeches made her cold. Mrs Bolton’s voice often made her cold too, and so did the voices of the business men. Even letters from Michaelis now brought a chill. Yet in the wood spring was coming. Bluebells began to show, and the hazel leaves opened like small drops of green rain.
　　One sunny afternoon, Connie came to the clearing and saw the first chick. It was tiny, brown-grey, and quick, running in front of the coop while the mother hen called in alarm. Connie crouched down and watched it with wonder. It seemed to be a little spark of life. It was so small, but it moved as if the whole world belonged to it.
　　The chick ran back under the mother’s feathers, then pushed its small head out again. Connie smiled and almost forgot herself. Life, she thought, was here, fresh and fearless. Yet at the same moment she felt her own loneliness more sharply than ever. The warm little life before her made her own cold life harder to bear.
　　After that, she wanted only to go to the clearing. The rest of the day felt like a painful dream. Sometimes duties at Wragby kept her indoors, and then she felt almost ill. She had to sit through tea, talk to guests, or listen to Clifford. All the time, her mind went back to the hut, the hens, and the little chicks.
　　One evening, whether guests were in the house or not, she escaped after tea. She crossed the park quickly, afraid someone might call her back. The sun was low and rosy when she entered the wood. The flowers were quiet under the trees, and the light still stayed high in the sky. Connie hurried on, almost breathless.
　　When she reached the clearing, Mellors was there in his shirt sleeves. He was closing the coops for the night so the chicks would be safe. A few tiny birds still ran about under the shelter, refusing to go in, while the mother hen called to them anxiously. Connie came forward, flushed and shy. “I had to come and see the chicks,” she said.
　　Mellors told her there were thirty-six chicks so far. He seemed pleased too, in his quiet way. Connie crouched in front of the last coop and watched the little heads appear and disappear among the mother’s feathers. She put her fingers carefully through the bars. “I would love to touch one,” she said. The hen pecked at her hand fiercely, and Connie drew back.
　　Mellors laughed softly and crouched beside her. He put his hand into the coop slowly and surely. The hen pecked him too, but not so hard. With gentle fingers, he reached under the feathers and brought out one small chick. He held it out to Connie, and she took it carefully in both hands.
　　The little bird stood on its thin legs in her palms. It was almost weightless, but full of trembling life. It lifted its small head and looked around boldly. Connie spoke to it in a soft voice, full of wonder. Mellors watched both the chick and her face with quiet amusement.
　　Then he saw a tear fall onto her wrist. At once he stood up and turned away. Something had moved in him, something he had tried to keep still. He did not want to feel it. He did not want to be drawn toward her. But when he looked back, he saw Connie kneeling there, holding out the chick blindly, trying to return it to the hen.
　　She was crying without sound. She looked so lonely and lost that his anger and fear melted. He came back, took the chick gently from her hands, and placed it under the mother hen. Then he put his fingers lightly on Connie’s knee. “You must not cry,” he said softly. But she covered her face with her hands, because she felt her heart had broken.
　　Mellors laid his hand on her shoulder. Slowly and gently, he touched her back, as if he were comforting a wounded creature. Connie did not move away. She was too tired to defend herself, and too sad to pretend. The wood, the chicks, the evening light, and the man beside her all seemed to close around her. Nothing at Wragby mattered in that moment.
　　He asked quietly if she would come into the hut. He took her arm and helped her stand. She let him lead her there. Inside, he moved the chair and table aside and spread a brown blanket on the floor. He looked pale and serious, as if he too were obeying something stronger than thought.
　　Connie lay down, strangely obedient and calm. Mellors came to her with great care and tenderness. Their closeness was not like her time with Michaelis. It was quieter, deeper, and more wordless. For Connie, it felt as if a heavy cloud had lifted from her. For a little while, she was not Lady Chatterley, not Clifford’s wife, and not a lonely woman in a dead house. She was simply alive.
　　Afterward, she lay still in the dark hut and wondered what had happened. Was it real? Her mind asked the question again and again. She did not know this man well, and he did not know her. Yet there had been peace in the silence between them. When he drew away at last, she felt suddenly left alone, but not in the old empty way. Something had begun, and she knew she could not pretend it had not happened.
 
Part 11 — A New Feeling 
 
　　When Connie left the hut that night, Mellors walked before her with the lamp. The rain was still falling softly, and the path was dark under the trees. He moved surely, as if his feet knew every root and stone. Connie followed him in silence, feeling both near to him and far from him. She did not know what she had given, or what he had taken, or what would come next.
　　At the gate into the park, he gave her his small electric torch. He said the park would be lighter, but she might still need it. Then he suddenly drew her close, and his wanting frightened her. He asked her to stay a little longer, but she said she had to run. She turned away, then turned back and asked him to kiss her. He kissed her softly, but with a strange reserve.
　　She told him she would come the next day if she could. He answered from the dark, telling her not to come so late. Then, almost by habit, he called her “your Ladyship.” Connie stopped at once. The words hurt her, because they put the wall of class back between them. She asked why he had said that, but he only told her to go. So she ran across the wet park, carrying the light.
　　She slipped into the house unseen. Just as she closed her door, the dinner gong sounded. She was late, but she decided to bathe anyway. She felt she must wash and prepare herself before going down. At the same time, she felt annoyed by the whole system of bells, meals, and correct hours. The house seemed more dead than ever after the living darkness of the wood.
　　The next day she did not go to the hut. Clifford wanted to visit his old godfather, Leslie Winter, at Shipley Hall near Uthwaite. Clifford could now go out sometimes by car, with a strong young driver to help him. Leslie Winter was an old coal-owner, rich, careful, and proud of old manners. He belonged to the world before the war, when such men had felt sure of themselves.
　　Winter was kind to Clifford, but he did not respect Clifford’s writing very much. He thought books and fame in newspapers were not quite the work of a gentleman. To Connie, he was polite and charming. He called her a dear child and gave her a beautiful small picture of an eighteenth-century lady. Connie did not really want the gift, but she had to accept it.
　　While she sat there, Connie wondered what Winter would say if he knew the truth. He saw her as quiet, modest, and suitable for the Chatterley world. He would be shocked and disgusted if he knew she had been with Clifford’s gamekeeper. A man of her own class might have been easier for him to forgive. A working man would be another matter.
　　Connie thought about this with a strange mixture of shame and anger. Winter treated her as an individual, a woman with manners and judgment. Mellors had spoken to her in his rougher way, sometimes as if she were just a woman in the wood. Part of her disliked that. Another part of her could not forget the living power in it.
　　She did not go to the wood that day. She did not go the next day either, or the day after that. She told herself that she did not want to be called by him again, or wanted by him again. She did not want to open herself to him so easily. But the more she stayed away, the more uneasy she became. By the fourth day, she could hardly rest.
　　Still she refused to walk toward the hut. Instead, she went in the opposite direction, toward Marehay Farm. The day was quiet, grey, and almost warm. She walked without thinking clearly, with her mind turned inward. Suddenly a large white dog barked loudly, and she found herself at the farmyard gate. She called the dog by name, trying to quiet it.
　　Mrs Flint came out at once. She was about Connie’s age and had once been a school-teacher. Connie had never fully liked her, because there was something eager and false in her manner. Still, Mrs Flint was pleased and excited to see Lady Chatterley. She quieted the dog, shook hands, and asked Connie to come in and see the baby. Connie hesitated, then agreed to stay for a minute.
　　Inside, the kitchen was dark and warm, and the kettle was boiling by the fire. Mrs Flint hurried about, embarrassed and proud at the same time. She led Connie into the living-room, where the baby sat on a rug near the hearth. The child was about a year old, with red hair and bright pale-blue eyes. She looked bold and fearless, as if she had no idea that the world could hurt her.
　　Connie took the baby on her lap. The child’s body was warm, soft, and full of young life. Connie felt a deep pleasure in holding her. The baby’s little arms and legs moved without fear or thought. To Connie, this simple life seemed wonderful. It made the grown-up world seem narrow, afraid, and poor.
　　Mrs Flint made tea and brought out her best cups. Connie told her not to take trouble, but Mrs Flint enjoyed taking trouble. They talked like two women who, for a short time, were not separated by class. The tea was strong, and the bread and butter were good. Connie said truthfully that it was nicer than tea at home. Mrs Flint did not believe her, but she was delighted all the same.
　　At last Connie rose to go. She kissed the baby and touched its fine red hair. Mrs Flint walked with her through the little garden, where soft flowers grew near the path. She picked some for Connie and then led her down toward the field. The gate into the wood was locked, so Connie had to climb over. Mrs Flint said good-bye and ran back across the poor pasture.
　　Connie entered the narrow path among the young fir trees. She did not like that part of the wood. It felt close and dark, with sharp branches pressing in on both sides. As she walked, she thought of the baby again. Mrs Flint had something Connie did not have. Connie felt a small, painful jealousy, though she did not want to feel it.
　　Then she started, because a man stood suddenly in the path. It was Mellors. He looked surprised too, and asked how she had come there. Connie said she had been to Marehay and had not gone to the hut. He looked at her closely, and she felt guilty without knowing why. He asked whether she had been avoiding him.
　　Connie said no, but her answer was not clear. Mellors stepped near and put his arm around her. She felt his body close to hers, urgent and alive. She tried to push him away and said, “Not now.” But he wanted her, and her will seemed to grow heavy. She no longer had the strength to fight him.
　　He led her off the path into a small hidden place among the fir trees. There was a pile of dry branches, and he put down his coat to make a place for her. Connie lay there under the thick branches, frightened and strangely passive. His face was tense, not tender in the usual way, but full of need. She felt that something stronger than thought had taken hold of both of them.
　　This time their closeness changed her more deeply. It was not like Michaelis, where she had tried to take her own pleasure by effort. It was not even like the first time in the hut, when she had felt partly outside herself. Now something opened in her without her command. She felt waves of feeling rise through her, and she could not control them. She was not acting; she was being carried.
　　Afterward they lay silent for a while. Mellors said quietly that this time they had come together. Connie did not know what to answer. She only looked at him. He said many people lived their whole lives without knowing such a thing. His voice was soft and dreamy, and for once he did not sound hard.
　　Connie asked him, with simple wonder, if this did not often happen between people. Mellors answered that many never knew it. She asked if he had known it with other women. He looked amused and said he did not know. Connie understood that he would not tell her what he did not want to tell. This made him more separate from her, yet also more powerful in her mind.
　　When he left her at the path, he did not walk home with her. He said it was better if he did not. Connie went slowly back to Wragby, feeling that another self had awakened inside her. It was soft, warm, and almost childlike. She thought that if she had a child by him, he would be inside her in another form. The thought made her weak with wonder and fear.
　　She also feared this new feeling. It was not only desire. It was a deep tenderness and almost worship of the man. She had always feared such surrender, because it could make a woman lose herself. She did not want to become a slave to any man. Yet she was tired of her old hard pride. For the moment, she did not fight the new softness in herself.
　　When she returned to Wragby, she told Clifford she had gone to Marehay and had tea with Mrs Flint. She spoke warmly about the baby, its red hair, and its bold eyes. Clifford listened uneasily. He sensed that something in Connie had changed, but he thought the baby had caused it. Mrs Bolton also watched her closely. Her bright grey eyes seemed to ask a question that she did not speak.
　　Connie invited Mrs Flint and the baby to tea the next Monday. Clifford did not want to sit through tea with them, though he said he might see the child. Mrs Bolton quickly suggested that Connie could have them upstairs in her own room. She was almost sure now that Connie had a lover, but she did not know who he was. Perhaps, she thought, Mrs Flint might give some clue.
　　That evening Connie did not want to wash away the feeling of Mellors. It seemed dear to her, almost sacred. Clifford, however, would not let her leave him early after dinner. He was uneasy and wanted to keep her near. He asked whether they should play a game or whether he should read to her. Connie asked him to read Racine.
　　Clifford began to read in French, in the old grand manner he had once enjoyed. Connie sat sewing a small dress of pale silk for Mrs Flint’s baby. She hardly heard the words. Inside herself she felt a deep humming, like bells after they have been struck. She felt the man in the wood still near her, not in thought only, but through her whole body.
　　Clifford stopped now and then and made comments about the play. Connie looked up and agreed softly, though she had not truly listened. Her eyes were calm and shining in a way that frightened him. She seemed softer and farther away than he had ever seen her. He went on reading, but he watched her with cold fear. Something was hidden from him, and he knew it.
　　When he finished, she thanked him warmly and said he read beautifully. Clifford answered cruelly that she listened almost as beautifully. Then he asked what she was making. Connie said it was a child’s dress. He turned away, hurt and angry. To him, a child had become her dangerous private dream.
　　Mrs Bolton came in with their night drinks, and Connie was thankful for the interruption. After drinking hers, she left the room without kissing Clifford good night. He noticed at once. To him, even small forms mattered. He felt she was cold, careless, and rebellious. Connie, already at the door, hardly knew she had forgotten. She went upstairs with her mind still far from him, deep in the new life that had opened in the wood.
 
Part 12 — Mellors Alone 
 
　　After Connie left the room that night, Clifford sat in anger and fear. She had not kissed him good night, and this small thing seemed large to him. He told himself that such forms mattered. A marriage, he thought, was held together by small daily acts. If Connie could forget even that, then something was wrong in the very center of their life.
　　His anger was mixed with fear. At night, when work no longer held him up, a dark emptiness came near him. He felt strong in the day when he spoke of mines, machines, and plans. He felt powerful when men came to him for decisions. But in the silent hours, that power fell away, and he felt his helplessness again.
　　Clifford looked healthy enough. His face was full, his shoulders were broad, and he had gained weight. Yet inside he was afraid of death and nothingness. He felt that a hollow place waited for him somewhere. If his energy failed, he might fall into that hollow place and become nothing.
　　In such nights, Mrs Bolton was his comfort. He could ring, and she would come. She came in her dressing gown, with her long hair in a braid down her back. Though grey already ran through her hair, she looked strangely young in the night light. She would make him coffee or tea, and then sit with him until he felt safer.
　　Sometimes they played cards or chess. Mrs Bolton could play well enough even when she was almost asleep. Clifford liked to beat her, and the game helped him forget himself. They would sit in the weak light of the reading lamp, hardly speaking. He lay in bed, and she sat near him, and the silent company steadied them both.
　　That night, while they played cards, Mrs Bolton was thinking of Connie. She was sure now that Lady Chatterley had a lover. She did not know who he was, and this made her curious. Her mind moved between Connie’s secret and her own past. She thought of her dead husband Ted, who had been killed in the mine years before.
　　Ted had been dead for a long time, but to Mrs Bolton he was never fully gone. When she thought of him, her old anger rose again. She knew, in a plain way, that the masters had not taken a knife and killed him. Yet in her heart she felt that their world had killed him. Because of that, deep inside, she had a hidden hatred of the owners and all their power.
　　So while she served Clifford, part of her stood against him. She admired him because he was a baronet, a gentleman, and an educated man. She enjoyed being close to his world and learning from him. But another part of her joined itself to Connie, though Connie did not know it. In her half-sleep, Mrs Bolton felt that both women had a secret complaint against Sir Clifford and everything he stood for.
　　Clifford kept winning small coins from her, and this pleased him. He would not sleep until the first pale light of dawn came into the world. At last the dark outside the windows began to change. Then his fear slowly loosened. When he was sure morning was coming, he could sleep.
　　During all this time, Connie slept deeply in her own room. She did not know that Clifford lay awake, or that Mrs Bolton watched beside him. She did not know that her secret was becoming clearer to another woman. Her body was tired, but her sleep was warm and full. She slept as if the wood had gone with her into her dreams.
　　Mellors also could not rest that night. He had closed the coops, gone round the wood, and eaten his supper. Then he sat by the fire in his cottage and thought. He thought first of his boyhood in Tevershall. Then he thought of his married life, and at once his thoughts became bitter.
　　His wife was still alive, not far away, but he had not seen her for years. He remembered her as rough, cruel, and hard to bear. He hoped he would never have to see her again. Then his mind moved to the years away from England: India, Egypt, and India again. He remembered horses, army life, heat, dust, and the colonel who had liked him and whom he had loved in return.
　　For several years he had been an officer. He had had a good chance of rising higher. Then the colonel died, and Mellors himself nearly died too. His health was damaged, and something in his spirit became restless. He left the army and came back to England, not as a gentleman, but as a working man again.
　　He had hoped the wood would keep him safe. There was no shooting yet, only the young birds to raise. He could live alone in the cottage and do his work quietly. He did not want people, hopes, or plans. He wanted to exist from day to day, without too much contact and without too much pain.
　　Yet even that life had not truly satisfied him. After living among officers and educated people, he could not fully return to his own class. The small worries, the hard manners, and the endless talk of money troubled him. But the middle and upper classes had troubled him too. He had seen their coldness and their strange lack of life. He belonged nowhere.
　　Money seemed to him like a sickness in all classes. The poor had to care about it because they had so little. The rich cared about it because it gave them power. Everywhere the same anxiety ate into people. Mellors wanted not to care about money, but then what was left? He could not see much.
　　Until now, he had lived with that emptiness. He could be alone, raise pheasants, and keep away from people. He could walk the woods and do his duty. It was useless, perhaps, but it was bearable. Then Connie had come into his life, and the old safe emptiness was no longer safe.
　　He knew the bond between them was growing stronger. He was almost ten years older than she was, and in experience he felt much older still. If the bond became complete, then what would happen? Would he have to begin life again with almost nothing? Would he pull her into trouble with her husband, her name, and her class?
　　He thought of Clifford, helpless but powerful. He thought of his own wife, who could still make trouble. He thought of Connie, soft and brave, but not made for a poor and ugly fight. All these thoughts pressed on him. He did not want to hurt her. But he also could not stop wanting her.
　　At last he could bear the cottage no longer. He stood up, took his coat and gun, and called the dog. “Come on, girl,” he said quietly. “We are better outside.” The night was full of stars but had no moon. He began his round through the wood, moving softly and carefully.
　　The work steadied him a little. He looked for men setting traps for rabbits, especially near the edge of the wood. The breeding season made even rough men more careful, but he still had to watch. He walked his long round, step by step, with the dog near him. The silence and the careful movement cooled his thoughts for a while.
　　When the round was finished, it was deep night. He stood on the hill and looked out over the dark land. Far away, the mine at Stacks Gate still made its low sound. Electric lights shone in hard rows, and now and then the furnaces sent a red flash into the sky. The world seemed to sleep, but not peacefully. It slept like a cruel machine that never fully stopped.
　　The cold touched his chest, and he coughed. Then he thought of Connie again. Suddenly he wanted only one thing: to hold her warm in his arms and sleep. Not talk, not pleasure, not plans for the future. Only to lie with her under one blanket and rest. That simple thought became stronger than all his fear.
　　He went to the hut and tried to sleep there, wrapped in a blanket. But he was cold, and he felt his loneliness too sharply. His life seemed unfinished without her. He got up again and went out toward the park gates. Slowly, almost against his own judgment, he walked toward Wragby Hall.
　　The great house drew him as if it had a hidden pull. He did not know which room was hers. He only knew she was somewhere inside that long, dark building. One light still burned downstairs in Clifford’s room. Mellors stood in the drive with his gun and looked at the house. For a moment he almost thought he might find a way to her.
　　He stood there while the first light of morning began behind him. Inside the house, Mrs Bolton came to the window of Clifford’s room and drew back the curtain. She was waiting for daylight, so Clifford could sleep. Then she saw a dark figure outside on the drive. She watched without crying out, because she did not want to wake Clifford.
　　As the light grew, she saw the gun, the clothes, and the dog. It was Oliver Mellors. Then the truth struck her. He was Lady Chatterley’s lover. The knowledge went through her like a shock. She had never thought of him first, and yet now it seemed almost natural.
　　Mrs Bolton remembered him as a boy. He had once helped her with her studies after Ted died. He had been clever, patient, and good at explaining things. He could speak like an educated man when he chose. She had even liked him a little in those days, more than she had admitted. Then he had married badly, gone to war, become an officer, and returned as a keeper.
　　She watched him from the window with sharp excitement. A Tevershall man and Lady Chatterley of Wragby Hall: the thought was almost too strange. It was also, in a hidden way, satisfying to her. It was like a blow against the proud Chatterleys. Yet she did not speak. She only watched.
　　Outside, Mellors slowly came back to himself. He understood that he could not force his way toward Connie. If she came to him, she must come freely. If she did not come, he must bear his aloneness. He had lived with it before, and he would have to live with it again. The lonely gap in life could be filled only at certain times, not by force.
　　The desire that had pulled him toward the house broke suddenly. He turned away from Wragby and accepted the distance again. The dog followed him as he disappeared into the morning. Mrs Bolton saw him go, then looked back at Clifford, who had at last fallen asleep. She stepped softly from the room, carrying the secret with her.
 
Part 13 — The Cradle and the Mines 
 
　　One day Connie began to sort through one of the lumber rooms at Wragby. There were several such rooms, because the Chatterley family never threw anything away. Old pictures, old furniture, old boxes, and strange useless things had been kept for generations. Each member of the family had collected something different. Now all those dead objects lay together in dusty silence.
　　Connie looked at the old things with mixed feelings. Some of the pictures were bad, though they had once been thought important. Some of the furniture was heavy and strange. She decided that one day she would clear much of it away. Yet she was also interested, because these old objects showed the long life of the family more honestly than Clifford’s proud words did.
　　In the room there was an old family cradle made of dark rosewood. It had been carefully wrapped to protect it from damage. Connie uncovered it and stood looking at it for a long time. It had a quiet charm, unlike many of the other things. It had been made for a child, and that made it different from the dead furniture around it.
　　Mrs Bolton was helping her. When she saw the cradle, she sighed and said it was a pity it would not be needed. Connie answered almost carelessly, “It might be needed. I might have a child.” Mrs Bolton stared at her, shocked and confused. She thought Connie must mean that if Sir Clifford died, she might marry again. Connie calmly said no. She said Clifford’s injury did not make a child impossible.
　　Connie knew this was not really true in the way Mrs Bolton understood it. But Clifford himself had once spoken as if his manhood might return, or as if doctors might help. Connie had been frightened by that thought when he said it. Now she used the idea for her own protection. If she could have a child, she wanted one. But in her heart she knew it would not be Clifford’s child.
　　Mrs Bolton did not fully believe her. She thought there might be some trick or some hidden meaning. At the same time, she knew doctors could do strange things now. She told Connie that a child at Wragby would be wonderful. Her voice was full of excitement. A child in that old house would change everything.
　　Connie then chose three old framed pictures to send to a duchess who was collecting things for a charity sale. The pictures were not very good, but they would please such a lady. Among the other things was a large black box, carefully made and full of fitted objects. It held brushes, mirrors, combs, writing things, sewing tools, and small medicine bottles. Everything had its own place, and everything was almost unused.
　　The box was wonderfully made, but Connie found it ugly and soulless. Mrs Bolton, however, was delighted by it. She admired the brushes, scissors, bottles, and little fittings as if they were treasures. Connie saw her pleasure and offered it to her. Mrs Bolton protested, but Connie insisted. So Mrs Bolton carried it away, bright with excitement.
　　Mr Betts drove Mrs Bolton down to the village with the box. She could not resist showing it to several friends. The schoolmistress, the chemist’s wife, and another village woman came to look at it. They admired it greatly, and then, through that visit, another whisper began to move through Tevershall. People began to say that Lady Chatterley might have a child.
　　Mrs Bolton herself was almost sure, if a child came, that it would be Sir Clifford’s. She had seen enough to suspect Oliver Mellors, but she also wanted to believe the grand story. Soon the rumour reached people beyond the village. Even the rector spoke gently to Clifford about the hope of an heir. Clifford answered carefully, but he too had begun to believe that such a thing might be possible.
　　Around this time Leslie Winter came to Wragby. Everyone called him Squire Winter. He was an old gentleman of seventy, thin, perfectly dressed, and very old-fashioned. Mrs Bolton admired him greatly because he seemed to her a true gentleman. To Connie, he looked like one of the last feathers from an old bird that time was slowly destroying.
　　Clifford and Winter talked about the mines. Clifford explained his plan for using poor coal in a new way. He wanted to make a strong fuel and use it to produce power. Winter listened with real interest. He said that if Clifford could do it, it would be splendid. It might give work again to many men and save the local industry.
　　Then Winter asked, very carefully, whether there was any truth in the rumour about an heir to Wragby. Clifford became uneasy, but his eyes shone. He said there was hope. Winter was deeply moved. He took Clifford’s hand and spoke as if both the mines and the family line might be saved together. To him, a son and work for the men belonged to the same old dream of order.
　　The next day Clifford told Connie that people were already saying she might give Wragby a son. Connie was frightened, but she stood still among the yellow tulips she was arranging. She asked if the rumour was a joke or malice. Clifford answered that he hoped it was neither, but a prophecy. Connie said nothing for a moment. Then she changed the subject and told him about her father’s letter.
　　Her father had accepted an invitation for her to go to Venice in July and August. Connie said she would not stay so long, perhaps only three weeks. Clifford did not want to go abroad. Connie honestly wished he could come, because she still wanted to make him happy in small ways. But he refused. He said perhaps next year he would try.
　　Connie felt gloomy when she left him. Next year seemed impossible to think about. She did not truly want Venice now, because Mellors was near Wragby. Yet she also saw that the journey might serve a purpose. If she had a child, people might believe the father was someone she had met in Venice. Again her life seemed arranged by other people’s plans, like wheels moving around her.
　　In May, Connie had to go into Uthwaite, the small town where the Chatterley name still mattered. Field drove her there in the car. The day was cold, wet, and smoky, though spring had come. They passed through Tevershall, with its black brick houses, wet roofs, dark mud, shops, chapels, schools, and streets that seemed to have no beauty in them. Connie felt the sadness of the place sink into her.
　　She saw schoolgirls singing in a hard, mechanical way while the car stopped for petrol. The sound troubled her. It did not seem like natural singing, or even like the cry of animals. It seemed like life forced into ugly shapes. Connie wondered what could become of people who grew up with so little beauty and so much hardness around them.
　　As the car moved on, she saw the full world of industry: mines, iron works, smoke, steam, blackened cottages, new brick houses, and old buildings being swallowed by new ones. Old England and new England lay side by side, but they did not truly join. One world was blotting out the other. The old halls, parks, and quiet houses had been made rich by the mines. Now the mines were destroying them.
　　Connie called for a short time at Shipley, Leslie Winter’s house. Shipley was much lighter and more graceful than Wragby. Its rooms had shape, colour, and ease. Connie liked it. Yet even Shipley was surrounded by collieries and mining villages. Winter had once accepted the miners in his park because they made him rich, but now the spirit of the place had changed. The workers did not belong to him in the old way, and he no longer felt at home among them.
　　Connie understood that Shipley too was ending. In fact, not long afterward, Winter died, and his heirs ordered the house to be pulled down. The trees were cut, the park was divided, and new small houses were built where the old hall had stood. The old England disappeared very quickly. The new England came with brick, smoke, money, and no memory.
　　On the way home, Connie felt afraid of the mining world. She saw the men coming back from the pits, grey-black, tired, and changed in body by their work. She knew they were men, and some of them were good and patient. Yet something had been damaged in them. The thought of bearing a child from such a world frightened her. Then she remembered that Mellors too had come from that world, though he seemed separate from it.
　　Back at Wragby, she talked lightly with Clifford about Miss Bentley, a woman in Uthwaite who admired him from afar. She had taken tea in Miss Bentley’s shop and had been treated with careful devotion. Clifford was amused and annoyed. Connie teased him, saying many women like Miss Bentley saved his pictures and almost prayed for him. For a little while they could still laugh together.
　　That evening Clifford asked her if she believed there was something lasting in marriage. Connie said he made eternity sound like a lid or a long chain. Clifford was hurt and asked if, when she went to Venice, she would not take any love affair seriously. Connie answered with cool contempt that she would never take a Venice affair seriously. He looked at her closely, not knowing that the serious thing was already here, near Wragby.
　　The next morning Connie found Mellors’s dog outside Clifford’s room. She opened the door quietly and saw Clifford sitting up in bed, while Mellors stood at attention near him. The dog slipped in, and Mellors silently ordered it out again. Connie greeted Clifford, then Mellors. Mellors answered briefly, but his presence touched her like a sudden current. She left the room and went upstairs, shaken by the sight of him as one of Clifford’s servants.
　　Later that sunny day, Connie worked in the garden with Mrs Bolton. The two women were planting and setting young flowers in the earth. Connie enjoyed putting the roots into the soft dark soil. Something in her own body seemed to answer the warmth of the morning. For a time she and Mrs Bolton were close, as women can be close while working side by side.
　　Connie asked Mrs Bolton how long it had been since her husband died. Mrs Bolton said it had been twenty-three years since they brought him home. The words struck Connie hard. Mrs Bolton then spoke of Ted, her husband, with a feeling that had never died. She said he had hated the pit in some deep silent way, though he had never said so. He had been too sensitive, too unable to accept pain and ugliness as natural.
　　Mrs Bolton began to cry, and Connie cried too. The garden was full of spring smell, earth, and flowers, yet the story was full of death. Mrs Bolton said that for years her feelings had refused to believe Ted was gone. At night she had woken expecting him beside her. What she missed most was the touch of him, the warm body of the man she had loved.
　　Connie listened with fear and wonder. Mrs Bolton said that when a man had once entered a woman’s blood, it was terrible to lose him. She felt the pit and the people who ran it had separated her from Ted. They had taken him from her body and her life. Connie understood the words too well. Love was not only an idea or a marriage rule. It was touch, warmth, memory, and a bond that would not easily die.
 
Part 14 — The Child Question 
 
　　After lunch, Connie went straight to the wood. It was one of the first truly lovely days of early summer. Yellow flowers shone in the grass, and white daisies opened among them. The hazel leaves were half open, and the bluebells were rising in dark green crowds under the trees. Everywhere she felt new life pushing out of the earth.
　　Mellors was not at the hut. The young birds were quiet and busy, running about with quick little movements. Connie looked at them for a while, but she had not come only for them. She wanted to find Mellors himself. So she left the clearing and walked on toward his cottage at the edge of the wood.
　　The cottage stood in sunlight. In the small garden, yellow flowers grew near the open door, and red daisies bordered the path. The dog came running and gave a soft bark, as if she knew Connie now. Through the window Connie saw Mellors sitting at the table in his shirt sleeves, eating his dinner. He rose when he saw her and came to the door.
　　“May I come in?” Connie asked. Mellors answered simply that she could. The room was bare, but the sunlight made it pleasant. There was a small fire, a kettle singing, and the smell of his meal still in the air. His plate was on the table, with potatoes, bread, and a mug of beer.
　　Connie told him he was late and asked him to go on eating. He said he had had to go into Uthwaite. He sat down again, but he did not eat much. She felt at once that he was unhappy or tired, and that perhaps she had come at a bad moment. When he offered her tea, she said she would make it herself, if he allowed her.
　　He told her where the teapot, cups, tea, and milk were. Connie moved about the little room and the small back place, finding what she needed. It felt strange and intimate to make tea in his cottage. She noticed how poor and simple everything was, but also how clean. Outside the door, the garden and the wood seemed alive and still at the same time.
　　“It is lovely here,” she said. “Everything feels alive, but quiet.” Mellors did not answer with much warmth. He ate a little bread and cheese while she poured the tea. Then he sent the dog outside to listen, because someone might come by chance. Connie said it was only tea and no harm, but he knew better than she did how quickly people talked.
　　She asked if he was sad that day. He looked at her and said he was not sad, only bored and angry. He had gone to deal with men who had been taking game from the wood, and he hated such business. He did not hate being a keeper, he said, as long as he was left alone. What he hated was waiting on officials and dealing with foolish people.
　　Connie asked if he could live independently. Mellors said he could almost manage on his army pension, but he had to work. If he had no work, he would soon lose his temper with life itself. He needed a job outside himself, even if it was not perfect. Here at Wragby, he said, he was not badly placed, especially lately.
　　His last words had a teasing sound, and Connie felt both pleased and uneasy. She told him she was going away the next month. He asked where. She said she was going to Venice for a few weeks, and that Clifford would stay at Wragby. Mellors looked at her closely and said, with pity, that Clifford was a poor devil in his condition.
　　After a pause, Connie asked if he would forget her when she was gone. Mellors said people did not really forget. Memory was not the main question. Connie felt the answer was true, but it did not comfort her. She wanted something more direct from him, something that would make her feel safe.
　　Then she told him that she had spoken to Clifford about having a child. Mellors looked at her sharply. She said Clifford would not mind, if the child could seem to belong to Wragby and to him. She did not look at Mellors while she spoke. The words sounded cold and strange now that she said them in this small room.
　　Mellors was silent for a long time. Then he asked whether Clifford knew anything about him. Connie said no, of course not. Mellors said, with bitter humour, that Clifford would hardly accept him as a man chosen for such a purpose. Connie answered that people might think she had had a love affair in Venice. Mellors understood at once that Venice could become the useful story.
　　His face changed, and Connie hated the look on it. He asked if that was why she had wanted him. She said no, not really. But she could not explain herself clearly. Mellors spoke coldly then, saying that if she got a child, Sir Clifford could have it. He said he would not have lost anything. The words hurt Connie because they were partly cruel and partly true.
　　Connie tried to defend herself. She said she had not used him. Then, in a low voice, she said she had liked his body. Mellors laughed a little and answered that they were even, because he had liked hers. But the laughter did not mend the break between them. There was a hard silence, and she felt that they had both stepped back from each other.
　　She wanted him to touch her kindly and make the trouble disappear. Instead he remained polite, almost distant. She thanked him for the tea and went down the path, feeling heavy and ashamed. As she crossed the wood, she knew he was still standing in the doorway and watching her. His strange smile stayed in her mind and made her angry.
　　At tea time in Wragby, Connie was restless and unhappy. She could not settle in her room afterward. The quarrel with Mellors pulled at her like a knot that had to be untied. At last she slipped out again and went straight back to the clearing. She told herself that if he was not there, that would be enough. But when she arrived, he was there, letting the mother hens out among the growing chicks.
　　Connie went directly to him and said, “You see, I have come.” Mellors looked at her with quiet amusement. They spoke for a moment about the hens, which had become thin from sitting so long on the eggs. He said a sitting hen had no self left, only the eggs or chicks. Connie looked at the tired birds and felt pity for their blind care.
　　A silence fell between them. Then Mellors asked if they should go into the hut. Connie asked if he wanted her. He answered that he did, if she wanted to come. She did not answer at first, but when he said “Come,” she went with him. Inside the hut he lit the lantern, and the small room became dark and warm around them.
　　Their closeness began badly. Connie felt fear and resistance rise in her. She wanted to love him, but for a time her mind stood apart and judged everything coldly. She began to cry because she felt divided against herself. Mellors understood more than she expected. He said softly that this time she had not really been with him.
　　Connie sobbed that she could not love him, though she wanted to. Mellors told her not to force herself and not to make a law out of love. His words were rough, but they were not cruel. Still, they did not comfort her at first. She felt angry with his local speech, his difference from her, and even the strange freedom with which he stood before her.
　　Then, when he began to move away, terror took her. She caught him and begged him not to leave her. She asked him to hold her, because what she feared most was not him, but the cold hard part of herself. Mellors took her in his arms again. Slowly the resistance in her softened, and peace returned.
　　This time their closeness was different. It came with tenderness, not haste. Connie felt herself let go of fear and pride. She felt carried by a dark, warm peace that was stronger than thought. When it was over, she lay quiet, changed in a way she could not explain.
　　Afterward she called him her love and asked him to speak to her. Mellors was peaceful and silent, but she wanted words. She asked if he loved her. He answered simply that she knew it already. She wanted him to promise always, but he warned her not to ask such questions. Thinking too much, he said, could spoil what had just been true.
　　Connie asked again whether he thought she had used him only for a child. Mellors did not answer in a simple way. He said that any child could be claimed by anyone in the world now, but that what had happened between them was the best thing. Then he went outside to shut up the hens for the night. Connie lay in the hut and wondered at life, at her own body, and at the strange new bond between them.
　　When Mellors came back, he asked her to come one night to the cottage before she went away. Connie teased him by trying to copy his local speech, and he laughed at her. The laughter made the air lighter between them. He told her she must go now, and then he helped brush the bits of dust and grass from her clothes. His touch was firm and gentle, without hunger.
　　Connie kissed him and asked if he cared for her. He kissed her without answering directly. That was often his way. She could not make him speak like Clifford or like the clever men at Wragby. Yet when she ran home through the twilight, the whole park seemed alive around her. The trees, the slope, and the darkening sky all seemed to move with the new life inside her.
 
Part 15 — Clifford in the Wood 
 
　　On Sunday morning Clifford wanted to go into the wood. The day was bright and gentle, with white blossom suddenly showing on the pear and plum trees. Connie waited for him at the top of the drive near the beech trees. His motor-chair came slowly toward her, making its small hard sound. He seemed pleased with himself, almost proud of the machine that carried him.
　　Clifford joked about riding like a knight on a horse. Connie answered lightly, and for a moment they could speak almost as they once had. He looked back at Wragby, the long brown house standing behind them. He said the house did not care what happened. Then he praised the power of machines, because his chair could carry him better than any horse.
　　Their talk soon turned to money, work, and the mines. Clifford said he hoped to repair parts of Wragby next year if there were no more strikes. Connie said perhaps the miners did not mind ruining the industry. Clifford answered sharply that the industry fed them. His voice had begun to carry Mrs Bolton’s practical village tone, mixed with his own proud class feeling.
　　Connie reminded him that he had once called himself a kind of conservative rebel. Clifford explained that people could do what they liked in private, as long as the outer form of life stayed whole. Connie said this sounded like saying an egg could go bad inside, if only the shell did not break. Clifford laughed at her and called her his little preacher. But Connie felt that there was something wrong and dangerous in what he said.
　　They looked down toward Tevershall, where the mine gave out steam and the black houses climbed the hill. The church bells were ringing for Sunday. Clifford said the men would have to accept better management, whether they liked it or not. Connie asked if there could not be mutual understanding. Clifford said there could be, when the men understood that the industry came before the individual.
　　Connie asked why Clifford and men like him had to own and rule the industry. Clifford answered that someone had to be responsible. He said property was not only for pleasure, but for keeping work alive and feeding people. If the rich simply gave away everything, he said, the poor would starve too. To him, inequality was part of life, like one star being larger than another.
　　Connie listened, but anger began to rise in her. She said Wragby and Shipley did not really give life to the people now. They sold everything, and they sold it for profit. She asked who had taken natural life away from the people and given them this ugly industrial world instead. Clifford grew cold and hard. He said the people had made their own village and lived their own lives.
　　Connie said their lives were shaped by his coal mine. Clifford answered that no man was forced to work for him. This seemed false to her, but she could not find the right words quickly enough. She said both the miners’ lives and their own lives were industrial and hopeless. Clifford looked at her and told her she did not look hopeless at all. Her cheeks were hot, and her eyes were shining with rebellion.
　　Then he spoke more openly about rule. He said the masses had always been ruled and would always need to be ruled. Connie asked if he could rule them. Clifford answered that his mind and will were not crippled, and that he did not rule with his legs. If he had a son, he said, that son would rule his own part after him.
　　Connie answered that such a son might not be truly his son, or even from his class. Clifford said this did not matter. If the child was healthy and normally intelligent, he could be made into a Chatterley. A child brought up among rulers would learn to rule. A child brought up among common people would become common. To him, place and training mattered more than blood.
　　Connie asked if there was no common humanity between people. Clifford said people all needed food, but beyond that there was a deep difference between ruling people and serving people. The words dazed her. She felt as if he had built a wall in the middle of human life and called it truth. She did not answer. She only asked him to go on into the wood.
　　The chair moved slowly through the open path between the hazel trees. Spring flowers grew everywhere, and the wheels passed through them. Connie walked behind and saw the chair crush woodruff, bugle, and small yellow flowers. Bluebells stood in pools of blue under the trees. Clifford said English spring was wonderfully beautiful, but to Connie even his praise sounded cold, as if spring itself needed his permission.
　　They came to the open place where trees had been cut. Light poured in, and the bluebells spread in bright sheets over the ground. Clifford drove to the top of the rise and looked down with satisfaction. Connie watched the oaks opening their soft new leaves. Even old hard trees could bring out something tender and fresh. She wondered why men seemed unable to do the same.
　　Clifford decided to go down to the spring. Connie asked if the chair would get back up again. Clifford said they would try. The chair jolted downhill through the blue flowers, while Connie followed slowly behind. They passed the narrow path to the hut, and Connie was thankful the chair could not go that way. Then she heard a low whistle behind her.
　　Mellors was coming down the hill with the dog behind him. He asked quietly if Sir Clifford was going to the cottage. Connie said no, only to the well. Mellors seemed relieved. Then he looked straight at her and said he would wait for her at the park gate that night, about ten. Connie said yes, though her voice was unsteady. A moment later Clifford blew his horn, calling her.
　　Connie hurried down to Clifford, trying to look ordinary. At the spring, the water bubbled bright and cold among the stones. She filled a mug for Clifford, and then drank a little herself. A mole pushed up the yellow earth nearby, moving blindly with its small pink hands. Clifford said they ought to kill it, but Connie only watched it with curious pity.
　　They rested for a short time, but clouds began to cross the sky. Then they started back. The chair went down into the hollow and turned toward the long slope home. Clifford told the chair to climb, almost as if it were a living animal. It began to struggle upward, making hard little noises. For a while it moved, but then it stopped among the bluebells.
　　Connie said they should call Mellors, or she could push. Clifford angrily refused her help. He tried again and again to make the motor work, but the chair only made worse sounds. At last he blew the horn. They waited in the crushed flowers, while a wood pigeon called from the trees. Clifford silenced even that bird with another sharp sound from the horn.
　　Mellors came at once and saluted. Clifford asked if he knew anything about motors. Mellors said calmly that he knew very little. Still, he knelt down and looked under the chair. He put aside his coat and gun, then lay on the ground to examine the small engine. Connie watched him and felt a strange pain at seeing him lying there, small against the great earth, while Clifford sat above him.
　　Mellors could find nothing clearly broken. Clifford started the engine again, and the chair moved only a little. Mellors said he could push it. Clifford snapped at him not to touch it. The chair struggled, lurched sideways, and nearly ran toward the ditch. Connie cried out, but Mellors caught the rail in time and held it.
　　Clifford was furious because Mellors had pushed without permission. He ordered him to stop and let the chair try by itself. Mellors stepped back, and the chair failed at once. Clifford sat there white with anger, trapped by his own machine and his own pride. Connie sat on the bank and looked at the broken flowers. His words about ruling came back to her with bitter force.
　　At last Clifford had to ask Mellors to push the chair home. Even then the brake jammed. Mellors had to lift the heavy back of the chair while Connie pulled at the wheel. Clifford cried out in fear, but the brake came free. The effort was too much for Mellors. He went pale and sat down on the bank, his hands trembling on his thighs.
　　Connie went to him at once and asked if he had hurt himself. Mellors turned away and said no. After a pause, he admitted that the illness he had once had had taken much strength from him. Connie looked at him and felt hot anger against Clifford. She knew how much effort it had taken to lift both the chair and the heavy helpless man sitting in it.
　　When they started again, Connie insisted on pushing too. Clifford asked if it was necessary. She answered that it was very necessary, unless he wanted to kill the man. Mellors told her quietly to go slower, and for a moment they pushed together. His hand touched her wrist softly while they worked. Suddenly she bent and kissed his hand, while Clifford’s smooth head stayed straight in front of them.
　　At the top of the hill, Connie felt that all her old dreams had broken. She had once imagined some impossible peace between Clifford and Mellors, between her husband and the possible father of her child. Now she saw that the two men were against each other like fire and water. She also understood that she truly hated Clifford at that moment. The knowledge shocked her, but it also made her feel strangely free.
　　On the level, Mellors pushed alone, but Connie helped again up the last pink path to the house. Both she and Mellors were sweating when they reached the door. Clifford thanked Mellors in a cool polite voice and offered him food in the kitchen. Mellors said he was going to his mother’s for dinner. He looked once at Connie, saluted, and went away.
　　At lunch Connie could not keep silent. She asked Clifford why he had been so thoughtless. Clifford asked whom she meant, as if the answer were not clear. Connie said she meant the keeper, a man who had been ill and was not strong. Clifford answered with his usual coldness that Mellors was his gamekeeper and was paid for his services. Connie said money did not buy a man’s life and strength.
　　Their quarrel grew bitter. Clifford said Connie confused people and roles. Connie said his lack of human sympathy was worse than bad manners. She told him that if this was what ruling meant, then he did not truly rule at all. He only had more money and could make others work for him. Clifford rang for Mrs Bolton, pale and angry, and Connie went upstairs.
　　In her room, Connie told herself that Clifford did not buy her. If he could not buy her, then she did not have to stay with him forever. She did not want to hate him, but the hatred had already come. Later at dinner, they argued again, this time about books and feelings. Clifford praised a clever French writer, but Connie said she was tired of minds that only made words about feelings instead of having real feelings.
　　She went upstairs early and pretended to prepare for bed. At half-past nine, she listened at the door and heard no one near. Then she went quietly downstairs and saw Clifford and Mrs Bolton playing cards. They would likely go on late into the night. Connie returned to her room, dressed carefully for going out, and put on quiet shoes and a light coat.
　　She knew the risks, but they seemed small enough. If anyone saw her, she could say she was only taking a short walk. If she came back in the morning, she could say she had gone out early for air. The one real danger was that someone might enter her room during the night, but that was unlikely. Before the house was locked, she slipped out silently. The half-moon gave a little light, and she crossed the park quickly, with anger and rebellion still burning in her heart.
 
Part 16 — A Night at the Cottage 
 
　　Connie reached the park gate and heard the latch move in the dark. Mellors was waiting there, hidden among the trees. He asked if everything had gone easily, and she said it had. He shut the gate quietly behind her. Then he made a small circle of light on the ground with his torch, and they walked forward apart from each other.
　　For a while they did not speak. Connie was still full of anger from the day, and her anger did not suit this secret meeting. At last she asked if he had hurt himself when he helped Clifford’s chair. Mellors said no, but she pressed him about the illness he had once had. He admitted that it had left his heart and lungs weaker than before, though he spoke as if the matter were small.
　　Connie went on in silence, feeling angry again. Then she asked if he hated Clifford. Mellors answered that he did not. He had known too many men like Clifford to spend his strength hating them. He said he simply knew beforehand that he did not care for that kind of man. Connie asked what kind he meant, and Mellors answered roughly that Clifford was a tame gentleman, clever but not truly alive as a man.
　　Connie thought about this. The words annoyed her, but they also touched what she herself had felt. She asked if Mellors believed he was not tame. He answered that perhaps he was not quite tame. There was no pride in the answer, but there was a quiet refusal to be placed under Clifford. Connie felt the difference between the two men more strongly than ever.
　　Ahead, she saw a yellow light. She stopped and asked what it was. Mellors said it was the light in his cottage. He had left it for her. The thought moved her more than she expected. In the dark wood, that small light seemed like a sign that someone had made a place ready for her.
　　They reached the cottage and went in by the back way. The room was warm, with a small fire and a lamp burning. It was plain and poor, but everything was clean. Connie stood for a moment, taking in the table, the chair, the hearth, and the quiet walls. It was not like Wragby at all, and because of that, it felt strangely safe.
　　Mellors asked if she would have something to eat or drink. Connie said she did not need food, but he made tea. He moved about the room with quiet care, not like a servant, and not like a host in a grand house either. He was simply a man in his own place. Connie sat by the fire and watched him, feeling the anger of the evening slowly loosen.
　　They talked again about Clifford. Connie said Clifford had been hateful that day. Mellors told her not to spend too much spirit on him. He said some people were made hard by their fear and by their need to rule. Connie knew this was true of Clifford, but it hurt her to hear it from Mellors. Clifford was still her husband, and that old bond did not vanish in one night.
　　Then they spoke of Mellors himself. Connie asked him about his past, and he answered more openly than usual. He told her he had been married and that the marriage had been bad. His wife Bertha had been strong, demanding, and cruel in ways that had left him tired of women. He did not give every detail, but Connie understood enough. There had been no peace between them, only struggle, anger, and shame.
　　He told her that, after joining the army, he had lived a different life for a time. He had been an officer, had worked with horses, and had known men who treated him as something more than a pitman’s son. He had loved one colonel as a friend and leader. When that man died, and when Mellors himself became ill, the good part of that life seemed to end. He came back to England and to his old place, but he did not truly belong there anymore.
　　Connie listened closely. She saw that he had been pushed between classes and had found no home in either. He was not comfortable with the working people, because he had moved beyond them. He was not comfortable with the upper people either, because he saw their coldness and false life too clearly. His loneliness was not only personal. It came from the whole broken shape of England.
　　She asked him if he could ever live an ordinary married life again. Mellors did not answer quickly. He said a man might want quiet, warmth, and tenderness, but the world often turned such things into trouble. Connie asked if he would marry her if she were free. He gave no easy promise. He looked at her as if the question opened a door onto danger.
　　Mellors said she had her world, and he had his. Connie answered that she did not care for her world. But he knew she could not simply step out of it without pain. There was Clifford, Wragby, the name, the law, and the gossip of everyone around them. There was also Bertha, his wife, still alive and ready to make trouble if she could.
　　Connie felt a coldness pass through her. She had wanted this night to be only love, but reality had entered it. She told him she did not want to go to Venice. Mellors said she had to go now, because the plan had already begun. The journey might protect them for a while. It might also give people another story if she had a child.
　　Connie did not like hearing their love spoken of as a plan. Yet she knew they needed plans, because they were not free. She wanted to believe that love itself could make a path. Mellors knew better. He had lived close to rough facts, and he did not trust easy hope.
　　Still, the night drew them together. They went upstairs to the small bedroom. The room was simple, with white curtains, a bed, and the faint smell of clean linen. Outside, the wood was dark and quiet. Connie felt shy, but not afraid in the old way. Mellors was gentle with her, and his gentleness came without fine words.
　　They lay close in the dark. Their talk stopped for a while, and the silence became kinder than talk. Connie felt the hard pain of the day leave her body little by little. She did not feel like Lady Chatterley in that small room. She felt like a woman who had come in from a cold road and found warmth.
　　Later they talked again, softly and slowly. Connie wanted him to say he loved her. Mellors did not like making strong promises, because promises could become traps. But he held her, and his touch answered more clearly than words. She began to understand that his silence was not emptiness. Sometimes it was his truest way of speaking.
　　She asked what would become of them. Mellors said they would have to wait. First she must go away. Then they would see what was possible. Connie hated this waiting, but she also knew he was right. Their love had become real, but the world outside the cottage had not changed.
　　Toward morning, Connie woke and heard birds singing. Grey light filled the edges of the room. She asked him to open the curtains, because she wanted the morning to come in. Mellors rose and drew them back. The sun touched the room, and for a moment everything seemed new, as if the world had been made again while they slept.
　　Connie looked at him in the morning light and felt wonder. He seemed both strong and delicate, a man marked by work, illness, and loneliness, yet still alive at the center. She spoke to him with tenderness, and he answered with a shy roughness that made her smile. They teased each other softly, using private names for the parts of love between them. In this playful talk there was no shame, only amazement and closeness.
　　After a while they were quiet again. Connie felt that something in her heart was tied to him now, not by law or name, but by life itself. Mellors seemed moved too, though he still tried not to show too much. He had lived for years by keeping himself apart. Now this woman had entered the place he had kept most hidden.
　　Morning was coming fully, and Connie knew she must return before the house woke. Mellors made her tea and helped her prepare to leave. They moved carefully, listening for sounds outside, though the wood was still. Connie did not want to go, but she knew she must. If she stayed too long, everything would be endangered too soon.
　　At the door, the air was fresh and pale. Mellors walked with her part of the way through the trees. They spoke little, because parting already lay between them. Connie felt that Venice, Clifford, Wragby, and the whole world of rules waited beyond the park. Behind her was the cottage, small and poor, but full of the life she had been missing.
　　When they reached the place where she must go on alone, Mellors stopped. He told her to be careful and not to let anyone see her come in. Connie wanted another promise, but she held herself back. She kissed him and then went toward the park. As she crossed the pale morning grass, she carried the night inside her like a secret flame.
 
Part 17 — Before the Journey 
 
　　The next morning Connie found a letter from Hilda on her breakfast tray. Hilda wrote that their father was going to London that week. She herself would come for Connie on Thursday, June 17. Connie must be ready to leave at once. Hilda did not want to spend time at Wragby, because she thought it was a terrible place.
　　The letter made Connie feel as if someone had moved her on a board in a game. She was not truly choosing her own next step. Hilda, her father, Clifford, Venice, and Wragby were all part of the movement around her. Yet she also knew that the journey might help her. It could give her time, distance, and perhaps a useful story for the future.
　　Clifford hated the idea of her going away. But Connie felt that his hatred came mostly from fear. Her presence made him feel safe, even when they were not close. While she was in the house, he could go on with his work, his machines, his coal, and his plans. Without her, some hidden part of him was afraid of falling.
　　He was spending a great deal of time on the mines now. He struggled with the problem of getting coal out cheaply and then selling it. He thought he should find a way to use the coal himself, or change it into another kind of power. If he could make electricity or some special fuel, perhaps he would not be so dependent on buyers. To Connie, the whole thing sounded like a fever.
　　Clifford spoke to her about these plans for hours. She listened, because listening had long been one of her duties. He spoke with a hard brightness, full of numbers, methods, and hope. Then, when the talk ended, he often turned on the radio and sat almost blankly before it. It was as if the plans still moved inside him while his face became empty.
　　At night he now played cards with Mrs Bolton. They played for small coins, but the game had a strange hold over both of them. Clifford forgot himself in it, and Mrs Bolton was drawn in too, even though she often lost. They sometimes went on until two or three in the morning. Connie could not bear to watch them for long.
　　One day Mrs Bolton told Connie that she had lost twenty-three shillings to Sir Clifford the night before. Connie was shocked and asked if Clifford had really taken the money. Mrs Bolton said of course he had, because it was a debt of honour. Connie was angry with both of them. In the end, Clifford raised Mrs Bolton’s wages, so she could go on losing money to him in their games.
　　All this made Connie feel that Clifford was becoming deader inside. He was busy, powerful, and excited, yet something human seemed to be leaving him. His life with Mrs Bolton was half care, half game, and half secret hunger for power. Connie felt more and more outside it. She no longer wanted to enter that circle again.
　　At last she told Clifford the date of her departure. She said she would leave on June 17 and would return by July 20 at the latest. Clifford repeated the dates slowly. He looked at her with a strange blankness, like a child and an old man together. Then he asked if she would let him down while she was away.
　　Connie asked what he meant. Clifford said he meant whether she was sure she would come back. She answered that she was as sure as she could be of anything. His face still watched her strangely. He wanted her to go and perhaps return with a child. At the same time, he was terrified that she might not return to him at all.
　　Connie felt that contradiction clearly. Clifford wanted freedom for her only if it finally served Wragby and himself. He could imagine a child coming from somewhere outside their marriage, but he could not imagine losing Connie’s presence. She began to see her chance. If she left now, perhaps later she could leave more completely.
　　She waited for the right time to speak to Mellors. When she saw him, she told him about going abroad. Then she spoke quickly, almost eagerly, about what might happen when she came back. She could tell Clifford she had to leave him. She and Mellors could go away together, perhaps to another country where no one knew them.
　　Mellors listened without much excitement. Connie suggested Africa or Australia, then South Africa. Mellors said he had been in India, South Africa, and Egypt. He did not refuse the idea, but he did not leap toward it either. His calmness disappointed her a little, because she wanted him to be as thrilled as she was.
　　Connie asked if he did not want to go. Mellors said he did not much care what he did. That answer hurt her, though perhaps he did not mean it cruelly. She told him they would not be poor. She had written to ask about her own money, and she had about six hundred pounds a year. It was not much, she said, but surely it was enough.
　　Mellors answered that it would be riches to him. Connie felt happy again for a moment. She imagined a small life in another country, far from Wragby, far from Clifford, and far from class rules. She imagined herself and Mellors living simply, with no one to watch them. The picture seemed bright because it was still far away.
　　But Mellors brought the matter back to the hard facts. He said he ought to get divorced, and she ought to get divorced too, unless they wanted serious trouble. Connie knew he was right. The law, Clifford, Bertha, gossip, money, and name would not disappear because she wished them away. Their love had opened a door, but the world outside that door was still full of traps.
　　They sat with that thought between them. Connie wanted to press forward and make everything simple by hope. Mellors knew too much about difficulty to do that. He had lived under rules made by other people, and he knew how slowly such rules broke. Yet he did not send her away, and he did not say no.
　　For Connie, even this uncertain talk was powerful. She had never before spoken so clearly of leaving Clifford and making a life with Mellors. The words themselves changed something. They made the secret less like a dream and more like a possible future. But because it became possible, it also became frightening.
　　She felt the date of her journey coming nearer. Each day at Wragby now had two faces. On the surface, she was still Clifford’s wife, still moving through rooms, meals, and polite duties. Underneath, she belonged more and more to the wood and to the man who waited there. The two lives could not continue side by side forever.
　　Clifford did not know how far she had gone from him. Mrs Bolton perhaps guessed more than he did, but she still held her tongue. The house moved on with its usual sounds: footsteps, bells, meals, card games, radio voices, and talk of coal. Connie heard all of it from a distance, as if she were already leaving. Wragby was still around her, but it no longer held the center of her life.
　　Yet the coming journey did not feel simple. Venice might protect her, but it would also take her away from Mellors. Hilda would manage everything and watch everything. Clifford would wait, afraid and hopeful at the same time. Connie felt pulled between escape and parting, between a plan for freedom and the pain of leaving the one living bond she had found.
　　So the days before the journey became heavy with hidden feeling. Connie tried to appear calm, but inside she was restless and full of questions. Mellors did not give her easy promises, and perhaps that made him more real. Clifford gave her need, fear, and the old claim of marriage. Between these two men, and between two possible lives, Connie waited for June 17 to arrive.
 
Part 18 — The Storm 
 
　　Another day Connie and Mellors were in the hut when a thunderstorm came over the wood. The sky had grown dark very quickly, and the rain began to beat on the roof. Thunder rolled above the trees, and the small hut felt like a boat in a great flood. Connie sat close to him, listening to the storm. The world outside seemed far away and almost unreal.
　　She asked him about the time when he had been an officer. She wanted to understand the life he had lived before he returned to Wragby as a keeper. Mellors said he had been happy enough, especially when his colonel was alive. He had loved that man, and the colonel had loved him in his own way. The colonel had been older, clever, lonely, and strong, and Mellors had let him guide his life for a time.
　　Connie listened with deep interest. She felt again that Mellors had much behind him, much more than most people knew. He had not always been only the man who worked in the wood. He had passed through other lives and lost them. Mellors said it seemed to him that he had already died once or twice. Yet here he was, still going on, and still in trouble.
　　The storm grew louder. Rain rushed down, and thunder crashed over the trees. Connie asked whether he had been happy after the colonel died, among the other officers and gentlemen. Mellors laughed bitterly and said no. He had found many of them narrow, nervous, proud, and cold. They had fine manners, but little living warmth.
　　Then he spoke more widely, with anger that had been waiting inside him. He said not only the upper and middle classes had gone wrong. The working people were losing something too. Machines, money, cinemas, motorcars, and modern life were draining life out of everyone. People were becoming hard, thin, and mechanical. They wanted money and comfort, but they were losing the human feeling that made life worth living.
　　Connie did not fully agree, but she understood the pain in his words. He spoke as if the whole world were dying in front of him. He said people would go on killing the real human part in themselves until they became almost mad. Then they might destroy one another completely. Connie laughed a little, but not happily. His bitterness was too heavy for her.
　　She asked why he was so bitter if he believed the world could not be stopped. Mellors said he was not bitter, but his face said otherwise. Then Connie spoke of a child. She said she thought she might be going to have one. She asked him to say he would be glad. Mellors lowered his head and was silent for a while.
　　At last he said he was glad if she was glad. But for him, bringing a child into such a world felt like a dark and dangerous thing. Connie was shocked and hurt. She felt he could not truly want her if he could speak that way about their possible child. She begged him not to say it. She told him there was another truth, not only the bitter one.
　　Mellors was silent again. The rain beat outside the hut, and the little room felt shut away from all other life. Connie felt that his sadness had come partly because she was going away. This thought almost pleased her, because it meant he cared. She moved close to him and tried to draw him out of his despair. She wanted him to imagine a child not with fear, but with hope.
　　Slowly his mood changed. He began to speak, not of escape to another country, but of changing life where they were. He imagined speaking to the miners and telling them not to live only for money. People needed little, he said, if they stopped serving the great machine of industry. They could live more simply, more beautifully, and more humanly. He spoke like a man dreaming aloud.
　　He imagined Tevershall changed. The ugly houses would be gone. Men would move with pride again, not with bent bodies and dead faces. Women would be women again because men would be men again. The country would be cleaned, and people would not have too many children. It was a strange dream, half foolish and half beautiful.
　　Connie listened, but not to every word. She was close to him and felt the warmth of his body. Some of his words passed over her like the sound of rain. She knew he was really speaking to himself, trying to save some hope from his own darkness. Still, she was glad to hear him speak of life instead of death.
　　Then the storm began to move away, though the rain still came down hard. Connie suddenly felt restless. The hut was too small, and Mellors had talked too long. She stood up and opened the door. Outside the rain fell in a thick straight curtain, shining with a greenish light. At once she had a wild desire to run into it.
　　She began to take off her outer clothes quickly. Mellors watched her, surprised and silent. Connie laughed softly and ran out into the heavy rain. She lifted her arms and moved through the clearing as if she were dancing. The cold water struck her skin, but she felt alive and free. For a moment she was no one’s wife, no one’s lady, and no one’s prisoner.
　　Mellors could not stay inside and watch. He laughed in his rough way, threw off his clothes too, and ran after her into the rain. The dog barked and rushed about them. Connie saw him coming and ran away down the path, half frightened and half delighted. Wet branches struck her as she ran, and the rain made everything blur before her eyes.
　　He caught her near the wider path and held her. The rain poured over both of them, and the cold between them quickly became warmth. Their closeness was brief and fierce, more like the storm than like quiet love. Then he told her to come back in, and they ran to the hut. He ran straight and fast because he disliked the cold rain, but Connie came more slowly, gathering wet flowers as she went.
　　When she reached the hut, Mellors had already begun to make a fire. The small twigs cracked and burned. Connie stood there breathless, wet from head to foot, with flowers in her hand. She looked almost like another creature, not the quiet Lady Chatterley from Wragby. Mellors took an old sheet and dried her, as one might dry a child after rain.
　　Then he dried himself, and they both sat near the fire wrapped in old army blankets. The storm had left them shivering and excited. Connie disliked the rough blanket against her skin, but the sheet was now wet. She knelt by the fire and shook her hair so it would dry. Mellors watched her with wonder and tenderness.
　　He spoke to her in his local voice, praising her as a real woman, alive and warm, not a cold image from a drawing room. His words were rough, but Connie heard the love inside them. She laughed once in surprise, because he could speak so directly about the body without shame. Yet she did not feel insulted. With him, the body was not a dirty secret. It was part of being alive.
　　Connie turned and climbed into his lap. She asked him to kiss her. At last sadness entered her again, because the thought of leaving him was hidden in both their minds. He took the wet flowers she had gathered and began to place them playfully around her. Forget-me-nots, bluebells, and other small flowers became part of their private game. For a short time, they made a little world that belonged only to them.
　　Mellors said it was like a wedding between their secret selves. He called himself John Thomas and called her Lady Jane, using their private names. He said Constance and Oliver could go their own difficult ways, while John Thomas and Lady Jane had this strange little marriage in the hut. Connie watched him with amusement, but also with uneasiness. His play had a deep sadness under it.
　　She asked if he minded that she was going away. His face became blank at once. He said she must do as she wished. Connie told him she would not go if he truly did not want her to. He did not answer as she wanted. Instead, he spoke coolly, saying that she might need time away to look at everything clearly. Perhaps she would choose to stay mistress of Wragby.
　　Connie was hurt. She asked if he wanted her. He asked, in return, if she wanted him. She said he knew she did. But he did not give her the simple promise she wanted. He said he had been to a lawyer about his divorce, and that he would have to live carefully for months. If she went to Venice, temptation would be removed for a little while. His dry tone made her afraid and angry.
　　Connie begged him not to think so much. She said thinking flattened everything. She wanted one more night with him before she left. She suggested that on the day she went away with Hilda, Hilda could take her part of the way, then bring her back secretly. She would spend the night at his cottage, and Hilda could fetch her in the morning. Mellors thought the plan risky, but he did not refuse it.
　　Then their mood lightened again. They joked about private names and old stories. Mellors went out after the rain stopped and came back carrying more flowers, young oak leaves, and sweet-smelling plants. He placed them on her with odd seriousness, as if he were dressing her for a secret ceremony. Connie watched him and felt both happy and afraid, because the moment seemed beautiful and unreal.
　　At last the sun broke through the wet trees. Mellors said it was time for her to go. His words hurt her, but they were true. He began to dress, making jokes as he put on his shirt and stockings. Connie still stood there, reluctant and silent. Then he gently removed most of the flowers from her and kissed her with a tenderness that did not need fine language.
　　She dressed herself slowly. The magic of the hut was fading, and Wragby was waiting for her again. Mellors walked with her to the broad riding. The young pheasants were safe under their shelter, and the wet wood shone after the storm. Connie felt strange and shy, as if she were returning from another world.
　　When they came out onto the riding, Mrs Bolton was there, pale and anxious. She had been sent to look for Connie. “My Lady, we wondered if anything had happened,” she said. Connie answered quickly that nothing had happened. Mrs Bolton looked at Mellors and saw his smooth, bright face, changed by love. She understood more than Connie wanted her to understand.
　　Mellors greeted Mrs Bolton kindly and said Lady Chatterley would be all right now. He lifted his hat to both women, half serious and half amused, then turned away. Connie stood with Mrs Bolton, feeling the danger of the moment. The storm had passed, but another kind of storm had begun. Mrs Bolton knew too much now, and Connie had to return to Wragby with that knowledge walking beside her.
 
Part 19 — Hilda Meets the Truth 
 
　　When Connie reached Wragby, she had to face many questions. Clifford had come in before the storm and had asked where she was. No one had known. Mrs Bolton had guessed that Connie was in the wood, but this had only made Clifford more nervous. He had watched the lightning and rain with growing fear, imagining every possible danger.
　　Mrs Bolton had tried to calm him. She had said Connie was probably waiting in the hut until the rain stopped. But Connie had not come back when the rain ended. The sun had appeared for a short time, then set, and still there was no sign of her. Clifford had almost sent Field and Betts out to search the wood. Mrs Bolton had stopped him, because she was afraid of what they might find.
　　So when Connie came in, Clifford was pale with anger and fear. He asked where she had been and why she had stayed out so long. Connie said she had gone to the wood and had taken shelter from the storm. Then, after the rain, she had walked farther than she meant to. Her voice was quiet, and she did not give more than she had to give.
　　Clifford did not fully believe her, but he could not prove anything. Mrs Bolton stood nearby and said little. She looked tired and excited, as if she had been carrying a secret too heavy for her. Connie knew that Mrs Bolton had seen her with Mellors. She also knew that Mrs Bolton would not speak, at least not yet. The two women understood each other without words.
　　Clifford’s questions went on. He said it was foolish to be in the wood during such weather. Connie answered that she had been safe. He said he hated her being in the wood at all. That sentence struck her more deeply than the rest. The wood had become the only place where she was truly alive, and Clifford wanted even that closed to her.
　　At dinner, everyone behaved as if nothing had happened. Connie was tired, but she held herself calm. Clifford watched her too closely, and Mrs Bolton moved softly around them. The storm had ended outside, but inside the house something dangerous remained. Connie felt that the old life at Wragby had become impossible, though she still sat at the table like Lady Chatterley.
　　The next morning there was much to do. Hilda was coming to take Connie away. The trunks had to be ready, clothes packed, letters answered, and small household matters settled. Clifford tried to seem calm, but he was uneasy. He spoke of her journey as if it were only a holiday. Yet every word carried fear underneath it.
　　Connie was gentle with him because she was leaving. She did not want to be cruel. She knew Clifford was helpless in one part of his life, and that helplessness had power over her pity. But pity was not love. She could feel the difference clearly now. Pity might keep a person near for years, but it could not give life.
　　Mrs Bolton helped with the packing and watched Connie more carefully than ever. She said she would write if anything happened at Wragby. Connie asked her to look after Clifford. Mrs Bolton promised that she would do what she could. There was warmth in her voice, but also a hidden knowledge. She had become both servant and witness.
　　Hilda arrived in her car with her usual strong manner. She did not want to stay longer than necessary. To her, Wragby was like a bad air that made her sister ill. She greeted Clifford correctly and spoke to Mrs Bolton politely. But her whole body seemed impatient to take Connie away.
　　Clifford sat in his chair at the top of the steps while the luggage was brought out. He tried to keep his dignity. He told Connie to enjoy herself and to write. Connie kissed him and promised to write. For a moment, as she looked back at him, she remembered that he was her husband. Wragby had been her home because circumstances had made it so.
　　Then Hilda drove the car away through the dark trees near the park gate. The road opened in front of them, and the miners were walking home from work. Connie put on goggles and sat beside her sister. Hilda turned onto the road toward Mansfield, not the main London road. Connie pointed out the lane that led toward Mellors’s cottage, but Hilda did not answer warmly.
　　Hilda was angry because they were not going straight to London. She had agreed to Connie’s plan, but she disliked it strongly. They soon reached Mansfield, a mining town that seemed grey, tired, and without charm. Hilda stopped at a hotel from her motoring book and took a room. The room was plain and dull, and the whole evening began badly.
　　There, Connie had to tell her more. Hilda would not accept vague words. She kept asking who the man was, what his name was, and what kind of person he was. Connie realised that she had hardly ever called Mellors by his name. Between them there had been almost no need for names. Still, she told Hilda at last: his name was Oliver Mellors.
　　Hilda asked how Connie would like to be Mrs Oliver Mellors instead of Lady Chatterley. Connie answered without hesitation that she would love it. This shocked Hilda more than anything else. She had thought the affair might be a passing thing, a secret adventure before Connie returned to her own world. Now she saw that Connie’s feeling was serious.
　　Connie told her some of Mellors’s history. He had been in the army, had served abroad, and had been an officer for several years. He was not an ordinary rough man, though he came from the working people. Hilda listened and became slightly less severe for a moment. A man who had been an officer might be presentable, she thought. He might even have character.
　　But Hilda still believed the whole thing was impossible. She said Connie would get tired of him in time, and then she would be ashamed of having connected herself with a working man. Connie reminded her that Hilda was always on the side of working people in politics. Hilda answered that politics was one thing, but mixing one’s personal life with theirs was another. Their whole rhythm of life was different, she said.
　　Connie did not know how to answer that fully. Hilda’s words were hard, and in one way they were practical. Hilda knew the world and did not believe that love could erase class, habit, speech, money, and social pressure. But Connie felt that Hilda’s practical mind was also cruel. It made the living bond between her and Mellors into a problem of manners and class.
　　The evening dragged on in the hotel. They ate a dull dinner, and Hilda was almost too angry to speak. Connie, however, felt more and more firm because of her sister’s opposition. The more Hilda disliked Mellors, the more Connie felt she must stand by him. Her love became defensive, almost fierce.
　　After dinner Connie put a few things into a small silk bag and combed her hair again. She told Hilda that love could be wonderful when one felt truly alive, as if one stood in the middle of creation. Hilda answered coldly that perhaps every mosquito felt the same. Connie only smiled and said perhaps that was good for the mosquito. Her words were light, but her heart was not light.
　　The evening outside was clear, and there would be pale light for much of the night. Hilda’s face was hard with resentment as she started the car again. Connie sat beside her in silence, wearing her goggles and cap. They drove back toward the country they had just left, not toward freedom yet, but toward one more secret meeting. Hilda did not approve, but she was taking her sister there all the same.
 
Part 20 — The Sudden Parting 
 
　　They drove back through the clear evening, and Connie sat in silence beside Hilda. Her cap and goggles hid much of her face. Hilda’s opposition had made Connie more firm, not less. She felt that she must stand by Mellors now, whatever anyone said. Her sister’s cold judgment had pushed her heart more fiercely toward him.
　　By the time they passed Crosshill, the headlights were on. The road had begun to look like night, though the sky was still not fully dark. A small train went past in a cutting, lit inside like a moving line of windows. Hilda slowed the car near the bridge and turned sharply into the grass-grown lane. The light from the lamps fell white over the weeds and branches.
　　Connie saw a dark figure standing under the trees. She opened the door and said softly that they had come. Hilda was busy turning the car and did not speak kindly. Mellors answered from the dark, telling her there was nothing on the bridge. Hilda backed carefully, then drove the car farther into the lane, under a tree, where it could not easily be seen from the road.
　　Connie stepped down. Mellors stood under the trees, quiet and waiting. She asked if he had waited long. He said not very long. For a moment they both waited for Hilda to get out, but Hilda stayed inside the car as if she meant to remain separate from everything.
　　Connie called to her. She said this was Mr Mellors and asked him to speak to her sister. Mellors lifted his hat, but he did not go close. Connie begged Hilda to walk down to the cottage with them. Hilda asked about the car, still practical and cold. Connie said people left cars in lanes, and Hilda had the key.
　　At last Hilda got out. She locked the car, and the three of them started down the lane. Mellors went first with a torch, lighting the rough places. Connie followed him, and Hilda came behind. The hedges were high and dark on both sides, and the night smelt fresh and sweet. An owl called softly over the trees, and the dog moved silently around them.
　　No one spoke. There was nothing simple to say. Connie saw the yellow light of the cottage and felt her heart beat faster. The light had comforted her before, but now Hilda was with her, and the whole scene felt exposed. Mellors unlocked the door and entered first. Then the sisters came into the small warm room.
　　The room was bare, but the fire was low and red in the grate. The table had been set for two, with a clean white cloth, two plates, and two glasses. Hilda shook her hair and looked around at the poor little room. Then she made herself look directly at Mellors. She saw a man who was thin, not very tall, but good-looking in a quiet way. He did not seem eager to explain himself.
　　Connie asked Hilda to sit down. Mellors offered tea or beer, and Hilda chose beer, almost as if she were mocking the situation. He brought it in a blue jug and poured first for her. Connie sat near the door, and Hilda at first sat in his chair. Connie softly told her that it was his chair. Hilda rose at once, as if she had touched something dangerous.
　　Mellors told her calmly that she might sit where she liked. He spoke in his local speech now, not in the clearer English he could also use. Hilda noticed this and asked why he spoke that way. He answered that it was not Yorkshire but Derbyshire speech. She said it sounded a little affected. He looked at her with a faint smile and said that, in Tevershall, she would sound affected too.
　　This annoyed Hilda at once. She wanted him to show respect, or at least proper manners. Instead he seemed calm, distant, and almost lordly in his own house. He took off his coat and sat down in his shirt sleeves. He put bread, cheese, ham, and pickled walnuts on the table. The three of them ate, but the silence was hard.
　　Hilda watched his table manners, meaning to judge him. She was forced to see that he was not rough in the way she had expected. His movements were quiet and self-contained. In some things he seemed more delicate than she was. This made her more angry, because she could not easily place him below her.
　　She asked whether he truly thought the risk was worth it. Mellors asked what risk she meant. She said she meant this affair with her sister. He answered that she had better ask Connie. Then he looked at Connie and asked if she came to him by her own will. Connie told Hilda not to quarrel over words.
　　Hilda said someone had to think about the future. A person could not simply make a mess of life and call it love. Mellors answered sharply that Hilda’s own life was not so perfectly whole, since she too was being divorced. He said her idea of order might be only another form of self-will. Hilda asked what right he had to speak to her like that. The room became colder than before.
　　The quarrel grew ugly. Hilda tried to speak from the safe place of class and judgment. Mellors answered from his own pride and anger. He did not try to soften himself for her. Connie felt the two wills strike against each other, and she could not stop them. She hated the scene, yet she also knew that each of them was showing something true.
　　At last Hilda got up and went to the door. Mellors put on his coat to guide her back to the car. She said she could find the way alone, but he answered that he doubted it. So they walked again in single file down the dark lane. The owl called once more above them. No one spoke until they reached the car.
　　Hilda got in and started the engine. From inside the car she said she doubted whether either Connie or Mellors would find this worth the trouble. Mellors answered from the dark that what was poison to one person could be food and drink to another. The headlights flashed on. Hilda told Connie not to make her wait in the morning. Then she drove away, leaving Connie and Mellors in the silent lane.
　　Connie took Mellors’s arm timidly. For a while he did not speak. She asked him to kiss her, but he said he needed a little time to calm down. This made her smile, and she held his arm more closely. She was glad that Hilda had gone. At the same time, she felt how near Hilda had come to taking her away from him.
　　When they returned to the cottage, Connie felt almost joyful. The small room seemed free again without her sister’s hard presence. She told Mellors he had been horrible to Hilda. He answered that Hilda should have been corrected long ago. Connie said Hilda was really nice. Mellors did not answer. He moved about the cottage, finishing small evening tasks, still angry but no longer angry at Connie.
　　His anger gave him a strange brightness. Connie watched him with a feeling she could not name. He did not try to comfort her at once or smooth over the quarrel. He simply remained himself. At last he sat down to take off his boots, then looked up and told her to go upstairs. A candle was burning on the table, and she took it obediently.
　　That night was different from their earlier nights. It was not only tender. It was stronger, darker, and more frightening to Connie. Yet it also broke something old inside her: a deep shame, a fear of the body, and a fear of giving herself fully. She felt as if some hidden door had opened, and behind it was a more ancient, more honest life.
　　In the short summer night, she learned more than she could put into words. She understood that love was not only kind speech or gentle feeling. It could also be fire, risk, and the loss of old fear. If Mellors had been ashamed afterward, she would have suffered deeply. But he was not ashamed, and because of that, Connie felt strangely free.
　　When she woke, he was sitting up and looking at her. It was half past six. She had to meet Hilda at the lane by eight. The thought of time came down on her like a weight. Mellors offered to make breakfast and bring it upstairs. Connie said yes, happy for this small domestic act, as if they already had a life together.
　　He went downstairs, and soon she heard him making the fire, pumping water, and moving in the little room below. The smell of breakfast came up. When he returned with the heavy tray, they ate together in bed and by the chair. Connie said how good it was to have breakfast together. Mellors ate in silence, thinking of the time that was passing too quickly.
　　Connie told him she wished she could stay there and that Wragby were a million miles away. She said it was really Wragby she was going away from. Then she asked him to promise that one day they would live together and make a life together. He said yes, when they could. She wanted more, but he would not make the world easier than it was.
　　Suddenly the dog barked. Mellors lifted a warning finger and went downstairs. The postman had come with a registered letter from Canada. It held photographs and papers about a place in British Columbia, sent by a friend of his. Connie was excited and asked if he would go there. Mellors said he had thought perhaps they might. But the postman’s early visit troubled him, because it reminded him how quickly eyes could appear anywhere.
　　They got ready to leave. Mellors locked the cottage and did not take her by the lane. Instead, he led her through the wood, moving carefully. Connie asked if people lived for nights like the one they had just had. Mellors said yes, but there were other times too, and those had to be thought about. His answer hurt her, because she wanted only the living moment.
　　She asked again if they would live together. Mellors said yes, when the time came, but for now she was going to Venice. His words made the parting real. At last they heard Hilda’s car coming. Mellors showed Connie a gap through the holly hedge and told her to go through. He would not come out into the lane.
　　Connie looked at him in despair. He kissed her and made her go. She pushed through the hedge and fence, then stumbled into the lane. Hilda was already getting out of the car, angry because Connie had not been waiting. Connie’s face was wet with tears. She got in with her little bag while Hilda ordered her to put on the cap and goggles.
　　Connie obeyed and became again the hidden travelling figure beside her sister. The car moved out of the lane and onto the road. Connie looked back, but she could not see Mellors anywhere. The parting had come too suddenly. It felt like death. Hilda only said that it was a good thing Connie would be away from him for some time, and drove on toward London.
 
Part 21 — Venice and Bad News 
 
　　After lunch, when the car was nearing London, Connie spoke to Hilda again. She said Hilda had never known tenderness and desire together in one person. Hilda became angry and told her not to boast about her experience. Hilda said she had wanted complete closeness with a man, not soft words or simple physical feeling. Connie listened and thought that Hilda wanted too much self-explanation, too much talking about the self.
　　Connie answered that Hilda was perhaps too conscious of herself with everyone. Hilda was hurt by this and became silent for a while. Then she said she was at least not a slave to another person’s idea of her. Connie answered calmly that this was not what had happened to her. She had always been ruled by Hilda’s stronger will, but now she felt free of that rule. Even in her grief, this freedom gave her a strange new strength.
　　In London, Connie was glad to be with her father. She and Hilda stayed in a small hotel, while Sir Malcolm lived at his club. In the evenings he took his daughters out, and Connie enjoyed being near him. He was still handsome and strong, though he was a little afraid of the new world around him. He had married again in Scotland, but he liked to take holidays away from his second wife too.
　　At the opera, Connie sat beside him. He noticed her glow at once and asked if she had found a lover. Connie said she had. Sir Malcolm was not shocked. In his blunt way, he was pleased that his daughter had at last found a real man. He disliked Clifford and had long thought Connie was being wasted at Wragby.
　　Connie wanted to tell her father more, but she could not tell everything yet. She said the man was Clifford’s gamekeeper, though he had been an officer in India. Sir Malcolm did not like that. He did not mind an affair so much, but he hated the thought of scandal with a gamekeeper. To him, public talk was the real danger.
　　Connie tried to explain that Mellors was not a low or greedy man. She said Clifford had always disliked him because he was not humble enough. Sir Malcolm remained doubtful and angry. He feared the shame that would come if people knew. Connie understood this fear, but it also tired her. Everyone seemed more afraid of talk than of a dead life.
　　Still, Sir Malcolm loved her and was gentle with her in his own rough way. He liked the living warmth that had returned to her face. He said that if she could give Wragby a child and keep her own freedom privately, perhaps that was the easiest course. Connie listened, but she no longer wanted only the easiest course. She did not want to hand Mellors’s child to Clifford as if nothing in her heart had changed.
　　Soon they left for Venice. The journey carried Connie farther and farther from Wragby, from the wood, and from Mellors. Venice was bright, hot, crowded, and full of movement. The house where they stayed held many English guests, with names, habits, and little social games of their own. Sir Malcolm painted in the mornings, and the others went to the Lido, the city, or the cafés.
　　The place was beautiful, but it was also too much. There were too many people, too many boats, too many voices, too much sun, too many parties, and too much pleasure. The sea, the palaces, the crowds, the colours, and the smells pressed on Connie from every side. At first it almost amused her. Then it began to feel empty in another way, different from Wragby but still empty.
　　Connie and Hilda went about in light summer dresses. They saw many people they knew, and many people saw them. Michaelis appeared again, as if he always turned up where society gathered. He called to Connie, asked where she was staying, and offered to take her in his gondola. He looked almost sunburned, but to Connie he belonged to another life. She felt little interest in him now.
　　Duncan Forbes was also in Venice. He had known Connie and Hilda for many years and had once been sadly in love with Connie. He was a painter, quiet, dark, and self-absorbed. He still liked being near Connie, though he did not demand much from her. Connie was kind to him, but she kept him at a distance. She wanted no man near her except the one she had left behind.
　　Venice gave her time to feel the truth of her own body. Slowly she became more certain that she was going to have a child. The thought filled her with fear, wonder, and secret joy. It made Mellors seem near, though he was far away in England. The child was not an idea now, and not Clifford’s plan. It was a living sign of what had happened between her and Mellors.
　　Yet news from Wragby began to disturb her. Mrs Bolton wrote and told her that Bertha, Mellors’s wife, had returned and was making trouble. The woman had gone to the cottage, searched through things, and spread ugly stories in the village. She was saying that Mellors had had women there. She was also trying to catch him, accuse him, and force money from him.
　　This news struck Connie hard. She felt dragged down into the dirt of other people’s talk. She was angry with Mellors for ever having married such a woman. She wondered whether he had some hidden link with the low and ugly world Bertha came from. For a short time, shame and disgust moved through her. The pure feeling of their last night seemed touched by something dark.
　　But then she became angry with herself for thinking so. She told herself that she must not turn away from Mellors because of Bertha’s noise. He had given her the first warm life she had known. She would not betray that because people in Tevershall had begun to talk. She wrote to Mrs Bolton and enclosed a note for Mellors, asking Mrs Bolton to give it to him.
　　In the note, Connie told Mellors she was sorry for the trouble his wife was causing. She said it would pass and that he should not let it hurt him too much. She also wrote that she would be home in about ten days and hoped everything would be all right. The letter was gentle, but it was not enough. As soon as she sent it, she wished she could say more.
　　A few days later, Clifford wrote to her. He said he was glad she planned to leave Venice on the sixteenth, but also told her not to hurry if the sunshine was doing her good. He wrote that Wragby missed her and that he missed her. He tried to sound generous, but Connie felt his need behind the words. Even from far away, Clifford wanted to hold her with care, habit, and fear.
　　Then his letter turned to Mrs Bolton and the scandal. He described her as a strange person who breathed gossip as naturally as air. He said the story about Mellors was growing larger every day. Mrs Bolton kept him informed, and Clifford listened though he despised the whole thing. The village, he wrote, was full of talk about Bertha Coutts and her accusations.
　　Clifford said they were likely to lose the gamekeeper. Bertha had put many of the colliers’ wives on her side. She had attacked Mellors’s name, spoken openly about his married life, and made the matter public. Clifford wrote with cold disgust, but also with interest. Connie could almost see him listening to Mrs Bolton, drawn down into the dirty details while pretending to be above them.
　　Mrs Bolton wrote too, with more practical detail. She said Mellors had left the cottage and gone to his mother’s house. Bertha had stayed at the cottage for a time, then been forced to leave after Mellors and another man removed furniture and made the place unusable for her. Instead of going quietly, she lodged nearby and kept spreading stories. She said she would never leave Mellors alone.
　　Connie felt sick when she read it. The story was ugly, and her own name might be pulled into it. Someone had heard a voice in Mellors’s bedroom early one morning, and there had been a motorcar in the lane. That meant the night with Hilda might become part of the village gossip. The world she had tried to escape had already followed her.
　　For a while Connie became still and angry. She went on with the Venice days because there was nothing else to do. She went out in gondolas, bathed, walked, and sat among people. Duncan stayed near her in his quiet way, and she told him she wanted only one thing from men: to be left alone. He accepted this almost gladly, because his love for her was not demanding in the ordinary way.
　　Duncan liked to be with her, and that was nearly enough for him. He spoke one day about how little people were truly connected with one another. He pointed to Daniele, the handsome boatman, and said even he looked alone in his beauty. Connie told him to ask whether the man had a family. Duncan asked, and Daniele answered that he had a wife and two sons, but he showed almost no feeling as he said it.
　　Connie thought perhaps only people who were able to be truly together also had that deep look of being alone. Others stuck to the crowd and to ordinary life without knowing real aloneness. She thought Duncan himself belonged partly to that crowd, though in a soft and clever way. He wanted nearness without danger. Mellors, by contrast, had brought danger, pain, and life.
　　By the end of those Venice days, Connie knew she could not simply return to Wragby as before. The child, the scandal, Bertha’s return, and Mellors’s loss of his place had changed everything. Venice had not freed her. It had only shown her more clearly that she must choose. The next step would have to be made in England, where Mellors was now alone and in trouble.
 
Part 22 — Meeting Again in London 
 
　　Connie knew now that she had to decide what to do. Mellors would leave Wragby in six days, and she would leave Venice on the same Saturday. If all went as planned, she would reach London on Monday. She wrote to him at the address he had given her and asked him to send a letter to her hotel. She also asked him to meet her on Monday evening at seven.
　　During those last days in Venice, Connie became strangely quiet. She did not tell Hilda what she was thinking. Hilda felt shut out and became friendly with a Dutch woman in the house. This annoyed Connie, because she disliked heavy, close friendships between women. She wanted no one pressing on her feelings now. She needed silence.
　　Sir Malcolm decided to travel with Connie. Duncan would come later with Hilda. Sir Malcolm chose the Orient Express, because he liked comfort and did not mind paying for it. Connie did not like the rich, closed feeling of such trains, but it would make the journey shorter. She sat beside her father, brown from the sun and silent, hardly seeing the land outside.
　　Her father noticed her dark mood. He said it would be rather dull for her to go back to Wragby. Connie looked straight at him and said she was not sure she would go back to Wragby at all. Sir Malcolm thought she meant staying in Paris for a while. She said no. She meant never going back.
　　Her father was alarmed, though he tried to hide it. He asked why she had suddenly decided this. Connie answered, “I am going to have a child.” It was the first time she had said the words aloud to another living person. Once she had said them, her life seemed divided into before and after.
　　Sir Malcolm asked if the child was Clifford’s. Connie said no. It was another man’s child. Her father asked if he knew the man, and she said he had never seen him. For a while he was silent. Then he asked what her plans were. Connie said that was exactly the trouble. She did not know.
　　Sir Malcolm thought Clifford might accept the child, if the matter were managed quietly. Connie said Clifford had once told her he would not mind, as long as everything was done carefully. Her father said this was sensible under the circumstances. Wragby could have an heir, and Connie could keep her outward place. To him, this was the easiest answer.
　　Connie did not feel that it was the answer. She said she did not think she wanted to give Wragby a child in that way. Her father told her the world went on, and Wragby would go on too. Private feelings changed, he said, but houses, money, and names remained. His advice was simple: keep Wragby if Wragby kept her, and please herself quietly in private.
　　Connie listened, but she did not accept it. Her father’s view was worldly, clever, and in one way kind. Yet it left Mellors outside the truth of her life. Sir Malcolm asked whether the other man was a real man. Connie said he was, and that this was the trouble. Her father was pleased by that, because he had always disliked Clifford and had always liked the living woman in Connie.
　　Sir Malcolm took her to Hartland’s Hotel and left her there. Connie had refused his company for the evening. In her room she found a letter from Mellors. He wrote that he would not come to the hotel. Instead, he would wait for her outside a place called the Golden Cock in Adam Street at seven. Connie read the words several times. They were plain, but they made her heart move.
　　At seven, he was there. He wore a dark formal suit, and he looked different from the man of the wood and cottage. He was tall, thin, and naturally dignified, though he did not look like a man cut to the pattern of Connie’s class. She saw at once that he could go anywhere if he chose. He had a quiet breeding of his own.
　　Connie greeted him with joy, then looked anxiously at his face. He looked too thin, and his cheekbones showed. But his eyes smiled at her, and at once she felt at home. All the strain of holding herself together fell away. Venice, sunlight, hotels, trains, and family talk had not given her this warmth. His presence gave it to her in a moment.
　　They went to a table and sat opposite each other. Connie asked if the trouble at Wragby had been horrible for him. Mellors said people were always horrible. She asked if he had minded very much. He said he had minded, and that he would always mind, though he knew it was foolish. His pride had been hurt deeply, but he did not speak of it in many words.
　　Connie asked if people believed there had been anything between them. Mellors said he did not think so. She asked whether Clifford believed it. He said Clifford probably did not, because Clifford pushed the thought away. But the scandal had made Clifford want to get rid of him. Connie listened, feeling both relief and sorrow. Then she told him the truth.
　　“I am going to have a child,” she said. All expression left Mellors’s face for a moment. He looked at her with dark eyes that she could not understand. She reached for his hand and begged him to say he was glad. Something like joy rose in him, but it was trapped under fear, anger, and distrust of the future.
　　He said the child was the future. Connie asked again if he was glad. He answered that he had a terrible mistrust of the future. She tried to comfort him by saying he need not carry the responsibility. Clifford would accept the child as his own. At that, Mellors went pale and drew back. A wide silence opened between them.
　　Connie asked if she should go back to Clifford and give Wragby a little heir. Mellors looked distant and hurt. He said Clifford probably would accept it. Connie then asked if Mellors wanted her to go back. He did not answer directly. He asked what she wanted. Connie said simply that she wanted to live with him.
　　Her words moved him, though he tried to hide it. He said that if it was worth it to her, then perhaps they could. But he had nothing to offer. Connie told him he had more than most men. Mellors was silent for a while. Then he said that he could not be only her lover, kept by her money and her position. He had to have some meaning in his own life.
　　Connie told him love was not a business bargain. Mellors said life had to move somewhere. He did not believe in money, class, success, or the future of their present world. He did not know exactly what he did believe in, but he felt something inside him, mixed with anger. Connie looked at him and said she knew what he had. He had the courage of tenderness.
　　Mellors thought about this. Slowly he saw that she was right. He said true human touch and tenderness were what people feared most. They were half alive because they were afraid to be gently aware of one another. Connie asked why, then, he was afraid of her. He said it was the money, the position, and the world that still lived in her. She asked if there was no tenderness in her. His face softened, and he said it came and went, as it did in him.
　　Connie asked him to hold her and to say he was glad about the child. He said they could go to his room, though even that was dangerous. They walked by quieter streets to Coburg Square. He had a small room at the top of the house, where he lived simply and cooked for himself. The room was poor but clean, and Connie felt no shame in it. It seemed more honest than many rich rooms she had known.
　　There, alone with him, she asked him to keep her and not let her go back to the world. Mellors held her close. At last he said that if she truly wanted it, he would keep her. She asked him again to be glad about the child. This was harder for him, because he feared bringing children into such a world. Connie told him that if he was tender to the child now, that tenderness would already be part of its future.
　　Her words reached him. He bent to her with a new gentleness and accepted the child in her. In that moment his fear loosened, and he felt love for her more fully than before. He understood that he did not have to hold back because she had money and he had none. His gift was not money or rank. It was living touch, tenderness, and truth between two people.
　　Afterward Connie felt sure that there must be no final parting between them. But the practical way was still dark. She asked him about Bertha, his wife, because Bertha stood between them like an old wound. Mellors did not want to speak of her, but Connie pressed him. He told her that Bertha had always kept her will against him and had tried to rule him. Whatever love had once existed between them had turned into a bitter fight.
　　Connie asked if Bertha had perhaps wanted to force him to love her because she knew he did not. Mellors said he had begun to love her once, but she had always torn the feeling apart. He spoke harshly, and Connie was a little afraid of his bitterness. Still, she understood that he needed to be free of Bertha completely. If Bertha came down on him and Connie together, she could ruin everything.
　　Mellors said he must get his divorce if he could. Because of that, he and Connie had to be very careful. They must not be seen together. They might have to stay apart for six months or more, until his case was safe. Connie thought of the child, who might be born near the end of February. The timing frightened her. Love had become real, but the law, Clifford, Bertha, class, and gossip stood around them like walls.
　　Connie wished, for a moment, that Clifford and Bertha could simply disappear from the earth. Mellors said something even darker, because his anger against such people was fierce. Connie answered gently that this was not tenderness. Yet she also knew that he spoke from pain, not from cold cruelty. When she left him, she carried both warmth and fear inside her. She had found him again, but now she saw more clearly how hard the road ahead would be.
 
Part 23 — Duncan and the Cover Story 
 
　　After her meeting with Mellors, Connie had much to think about. Their love was real, and the child was real, but the way forward was not simple. Mellors needed to be free of Bertha, and for that reason his name must not be dragged into Connie’s divorce. If people openly named him as Connie’s lover, Bertha might use it against him. Then his own divorce could fail.
　　Connie felt caught in a machine. She wished she and Mellors could go to the far end of the world and begin again. But the modern world no longer had a true far end. Messages, newspapers, gossip, and wireless voices could travel everywhere. A scandal could cross countries faster than a person could escape. So they had to move carefully.
　　At last Connie told her father more of the truth. She explained that Mellors had been Clifford’s gamekeeper, but also that he had served as an officer in India. She wanted her father to understand that he was not simply a rough local man. Sir Malcolm listened, but he did not like the story. The word “gamekeeper” was enough to trouble him deeply.
　　He asked where Mellors had come from. Connie said he was the son of a miner from Tevershall, but that he was quite able to meet people. Her father became angry. He said Mellors sounded like a man after her money. Connie denied this at once. She said her father would understand if he saw him. Mellors was a man, and Clifford had always disliked him because he was not humble.
　　Sir Malcolm did not truly care about Connie having a lover. He had lived too freely himself to pretend to be shocked by that. What he could not bear was the public scandal of his daughter and a gamekeeper. He thought of his own wife, of society, of talk, and of the newspapers. To him, shame in public was much worse than private sin.
　　Connie then said there might be another way. Perhaps they could say the child belonged to another man, and not mention Mellors at all. Her father demanded to know what other man she meant. Connie suggested Duncan Forbes. Duncan had known the family for years, was a fairly well-known artist, and had always been fond of her.
　　Sir Malcolm was astonished. He asked what Duncan would get out of such a plan. Connie said she did not know, but Duncan might even like helping her. He had never truly wanted her in the ordinary way. He wanted to be near her, and he had long wanted her to sit for him as a model. Sir Malcolm groaned at all the planning and hiding, but Connie reminded him that he too had planned and hidden things in his life.
　　Then Hilda arrived and heard the new facts. She was furious too, but for her the worst part was also the scandal. She could hardly bear the thought of her sister being publicly connected with a gamekeeper. Connie asked why she and Mellors could not simply disappear separately to British Columbia. But Hilda said that would not solve anything. If Connie was going to live with Mellors, then she should be able to marry him.
　　Hilda was practical and hard. She said both divorces had to be managed, and Mellors’s name had to be kept clear. Sir Malcolm was not quite so sure. He thought perhaps the whole affair might calm down with time. Still, Connie asked him to meet Mellors. Sir Malcolm did not want to do it, and Mellors wanted it even less, but at last the meeting was arranged.
　　The two men had lunch in a private room at Sir Malcolm’s club. At first they looked each other over in silence. Sir Malcolm drank whisky, and Mellors drank too, though less. During the meal they spoke mostly about India. Mellors knew the subject well, and this surprised Sir Malcolm a little. He began to see that the man was not ignorant.
　　After coffee, when the waiter had gone, Sir Malcolm came to the real matter. He asked what Mellors had to say about Connie. Mellors answered with a faint smile and did not lower himself. Sir Malcolm said plainly that Connie was carrying Mellors’s child. Mellors answered that he had that honour. The word amused Sir Malcolm, but it also pleased him in a rough way.
　　Sir Malcolm then became warmer, though not more delicate. He spoke like an old man who still admired life in the body and despised weak men. He said Connie had needed a real man, and he was glad she had found one. His speech was coarse, but underneath it was acceptance. Mellors, a little amused and a little watchful, let him talk.
　　The two men did not solve the problem. They made no clear plan about Clifford, Bertha, or the child. But something else happened. Sir Malcolm and Mellors found a rough male understanding between them. Sir Malcolm liked Mellors more than he had expected to. He said that if he could ever help him, Mellors could rely on him. He also said Connie had her own income and would one day have more from him.
　　Mellors left the meeting inwardly laughing. He had been judged, insulted, praised, and almost welcomed in the same hour. Sir Malcolm was impossible in many ways, but he was alive. He did not have Clifford’s cold fear or Hilda’s hard control. For Connie, this meeting mattered because her father had at least seen Mellors as a man, not only as a scandal.
　　The next day Mellors had lunch with Connie and Hilda at a quiet place. Hilda was still troubled by the whole situation. She said it was a great pity that everything was so ugly and difficult. Mellors answered that he had found some amusement in it. Hilda did not smile. To her, this was not a game, but a serious social and legal danger.
　　Hilda said Connie and Mellors should have avoided bringing a child into the world until they were both free. Mellors answered lightly, but his lightness annoyed her. She said Connie had enough money to keep them both, but the situation was still unbearable. Mellors answered that Hilda did not have to bear much of it. The two of them were at once in opposition.
　　Then Hilda came to the real plan. She said it would be best if Connie named another man in the divorce, while Mellors stayed out of it. Mellors did not understand at first. He looked at Connie, shocked. Connie quickly explained that there was no other lover, only an old friendship. Hilda said Duncan Forbes might agree to appear as the man, so Mellors’s name would not be used.
　　Mellors was deeply uncomfortable. He asked why an innocent man should take the blame if he had received nothing from Connie. Hilda answered that some men were generous and did not count only what they received. Mellors heard the insult at once. He asked who the man was. When Hilda said he was an artist and an old friend, Mellors guessed Duncan’s name.
　　Hilda explained that Connie might stay in Duncan’s flat, or they might appear together in a hotel, so that Clifford could use Duncan as the public reason for divorce. Mellors thought it all sounded mad. But Hilda insisted that if Mellors’s name appeared, Bertha would use it, and his own divorce would be in danger. If Connie and Mellors wanted to live together without being hunted by gossip and law, both had to become free.
　　There was a long silence. Mellors hated the whole business. It made love into a trick and a living child into part of a legal game. But he saw the force of Hilda’s words. At last he said he would agree to anything needed. The world was foolish and cruel, but they had to save themselves as best they could.
　　He looked at Connie with anger, shame, and tenderness mixed together. “My girl,” he said softly, “the world will try to catch you.” Connie answered that it would not, if they did not let it. She minded the hiding and planning less than he did. She had lived long enough among society people to know that many respectable lives were built on careful arrangements.
　　Duncan Forbes also had to be asked. When the plan was put to him, he insisted on meeting Mellors. So the four of them had dinner in Duncan’s flat: Duncan, Connie, Hilda, and Mellors. Duncan was a dark, quiet, serious man who thought very highly of his own art. His studio was full of strange modern pictures, with tubes, lines, curves, and harsh colours.
　　Mellors looked at the pictures with dislike. Duncan watched him closely, wanting to hear what the gamekeeper would say. At last Mellors said the art felt like a clean kind of murder. Hilda asked coldly who was being murdered. Mellors answered that it killed the warm pity inside a man. Duncan hated this answer at once, because it struck at the center of his pride.
　　The artist answered with cold contempt. He said perhaps only stupid feeling was being killed. Mellors did not draw back. He said the pictures seemed full of self-pity and nervous self-importance. Duncan turned pale with anger. He turned the pictures to the wall and said they might go into the dining room. The evening had already become miserable.
　　After coffee, Duncan gave his answer. He said he did not mind being named as the father of Connie’s child, but only on one condition. Connie must come and sit for him as a model. He had wanted to paint her for years, and she had always refused. His voice was dark and final, as if he were making a judgment.
　　Mellors asked if Duncan would help only on that condition. Duncan said yes. Mellors then joked that perhaps Duncan should paint both of them together, like an old story of lovers caught in a net. He said he had once been a blacksmith before he was a gamekeeper. Duncan answered coldly that the blacksmith’s figure did not interest him. After that, the artist almost ignored Mellors completely.
　　The dinner ended badly. Duncan spoke only to the women, and even then with difficulty. Mellors was silent, but his silence had anger in it. Connie felt tired of all of them: Hilda’s hardness, Duncan’s wounded pride, Mellors’s rough scorn, and the whole ugly need for deception. Yet she also knew that this plan might be the only path toward a future with Mellors.
　　As Connie and Mellors left, she tried to defend Duncan a little. She said he was really kinder than he had seemed that day. Mellors answered sharply that he was like a dark little dog with a strange sickness. Connie said he had not been nice, but she would sit for him if it helped. Duncan would not touch her, and she did not care what sort of picture he made. If it opened the way for her and Mellors to live together, she would endure it.
　　Mellors said Duncan would only put his own bitter feelings onto the canvas. Connie answered that this did not matter. The picture would be Duncan’s problem, not hers. She would not let him have any part of her real self. That self belonged now to another future, difficult and dangerous as it was. The plan was ugly, but the hope behind it still lived.
 
Part 24 — Letters, Refusal, and Hope 
 
　　Connie wrote to Clifford from London. She told him that what he had once feared had happened: she loved another man. She asked him to divorce her and tried to make the letter gentle. She said she was sorry for his sake, but she could not come back to Wragby to live. She also said he did not truly need her anymore, and that he might find someone better suited to him.
　　Clifford was not surprised in the deepest part of himself. Somewhere inside, he had known for a long time that Connie was leaving him. But he had refused to let that knowledge come to the surface. So when the letter came, it struck him like a sudden blow. He sat in bed pale and blank, frightening Mrs Bolton, who thought at first that he might be seriously ill.
　　Mrs Bolton tried to ask where he felt pain. Clifford did not answer. She wanted to send for a doctor, but he stopped her. At last he said, in a hollow voice, that his wife was not coming back. He pushed the letter toward Mrs Bolton and ordered her to read it. She did not want to read a private letter, but he forced her to obey.
　　When she finished, Mrs Bolton saw what was happening. Clifford had broken down like a child, and she knew that such a collapse could be dangerous. She was angry with him in one corner of her mind, because she felt he must have known the truth and had chosen not to know it. But she was also a nurse. Her duty was to bring him back from the edge of panic.
　　So she began to cry first. She spoke of Connie’s betrayal and let her own old grief rise in her voice. Clifford’s tears came then, slowly at first and then more freely. He cried for himself, for his loss, and for the breaking of the world he had tried to keep whole. Mrs Bolton held him like a child, and he leaned against her, helpless and shaking.
　　After this, Clifford changed even more. With Mrs Bolton he became openly dependent, almost childlike. He wanted her touch, her comfort, and her praise. She cared for him, but part of her despised him too. Still, through this strange bond, he grew sharper in business. In public matters he became cold, strong, and clever, as if his private weakness fed a hard outer power.
　　Clifford wrote back to Connie. He said he must see her in person at Wragby before doing anything. He reminded her that she had promised to return. He said no one at Wragby suspected anything, so her return would look ordinary. If, after they had spoken, she still felt the same, then perhaps they could discuss terms.
　　Connie showed the letter to Mellors. Mellors said Clifford wanted to begin his revenge on her. Connie was silent, because she found that she was afraid of Clifford now. She did not want to go near him. She wrote again, trying to avoid going back, but Clifford answered that if she did not come, he would simply wait for her, even for fifty years. His words frightened her because she believed he meant them.
　　At last Connie decided to return to Wragby, and Hilda went with her. Clifford wrote that he would not welcome Hilda, though he would not shut the door against her. When the sisters arrived, Clifford was not at home. Mrs Bolton received them with a sad, knowing face. Connie entered the old house and felt hatred rise in every part of her. Wragby no longer seemed her home. It seemed like a trap.
　　She and Hilda did not meet Clifford until dinner. He was carefully dressed and perfectly polite. He spoke calmly during the meal, but the calmness felt false, almost mad. After coffee, Hilda went upstairs and left Connie alone with him. For a while neither of them spoke. Connie looked down at her hands and waited.
　　Clifford began by accusing her of breaking her promise. Connie said she could not help it. He asked why she wanted to break up everything. She answered simply, “Love.” Clifford did not believe in her love for Duncan Forbes. He said she was too intelligent to believe in it herself. He thought the whole story was only a passing desire, not a reason to destroy marriage and home.
　　Connie told him that he did not have to believe in her feelings. He only had to divorce her. Clifford asked why he should. He said he wanted his wife to remain under his roof with quiet dignity. He said the order of life at Wragby should not be smashed because of one of her changes of feeling. His words were cold, but underneath them was rage.
　　Then Connie told him she was going to have a child. Clifford was silent for a long time. He asked if she wanted to leave for the child’s sake. She said yes. He answered that if she bore a child under his roof, both she and the child would be welcome, if the outward order of life was kept. Connie saw that he still wanted to use the child for Wragby, without caring for the truth of its life.
　　Connie could not keep up the lie. She told him that Duncan was not the man she loved. Duncan had only been named to spare Clifford’s feelings. Clifford stared at her. Then she said the truth clearly: the man was Mr Mellors, the gamekeeper. Clifford’s face changed with shock, hatred, and disbelief. The truth struck him harder than the first letter had done.
　　He asked when it had begun. Connie said it had begun in the spring. He then understood that it had been Connie at the cottage. Inwardly, he had known this too, but now he had to hear it aloud. He called Mellors low and hateful, and he spoke of women with bitter disgust. Connie sat through it, pale but firm.
　　He asked whether she truly meant to marry Mellors and take his name. Connie said yes. That answer seemed almost impossible for Clifford to accept. He said she was not in her right mind and that she was drawn toward dirt and shame. Connie answered by asking again if he would divorce her. Clifford said no. He would never divorce her, because he did not choose to do so.
　　Connie asked about the child. If it was a boy, it might legally become Clifford’s heir and inherit Wragby. Clifford said he did not care about the child. Connie said she would try to prevent the child from being legally his, if she could. She would rather the child be illegitimate and hers than falsely part of Wragby. Clifford remained fixed and empty. Nothing she said moved him.
　　Hilda told Connie they had better leave the next day and let Clifford come to his senses. Connie spent half the night packing her private things. In the morning she sent her trunks to the station without telling Clifford. Before leaving, she spoke to Mrs Bolton. She said goodbye and asked her not to talk. She also asked Mrs Bolton to tell her if Clifford ever became willing to divorce her.
　　Mrs Bolton promised to be faithful to both of them in her own way. She said she could see that each was right from a different side. Connie thanked her and gave her a parting gift. Then she left Wragby again with Hilda and went to Scotland. This time the leaving was more final. The old house stood behind her, but it no longer had any true claim on her heart.
　　Mellors went into the country and found work on a farm. The plan was simple but hard. He would work for six months, learn more about farming, and try to get his divorce. Connie would wait, have the child, and see what could be done about Clifford. They would not be together at once. They would have to wait through autumn, winter, and the birth of the child.
　　In late September, Mellors wrote to Connie from Grange Farm near Old Heanor. He told her that he had found the place through a man he had known in the army. The farm belonged to a colliery company and raised food for pit ponies, but it also had cows, pigs, and other farm work. He earned little, but he was learning many jobs. He had heard nothing from Bertha, and if he stayed quiet until March, he hoped he would be free.
　　He told Connie about his lodgings in an old cottage. The man of the house worked with engines, and the woman liked careful speech and proper manners. They had lost their only son in the war, and that loss had left a hole in the family. There was also a daughter training to be a teacher, and Mellors helped her with lessons sometimes. He wrote that they were kind to him, and that perhaps he was being cared for more than Connie was.
　　He liked the farm well enough. The work did not fill him with great joy, but he did not ask for that. He liked horses, and he found cows peaceful, especially when he sat beside them to milk. The oat harvest had ended, with rain and sore hands. He got on with people by mostly leaving them alone. That, for him, was often the best way.
　　Then he wrote about the mining district around him. The pits were working badly, and the men had little money. They talked about public ownership, new uses for coal, and new systems, but Mellors did not think they truly knew what to do. He felt the whole industrial world was sick. People had been taught to live by earning and spending, and when money failed, they had almost nothing left.
　　He wished people could learn to live beautifully with less money. He imagined them dancing, singing, making things with their hands, and taking pride in their bodies and daily life. But he knew this was almost impossible now. The men were tired, and the women were angry. Money poisoned people when they had it and starved them when they did not. Still, he did not want to write only bitter thoughts to Connie.
　　What he truly lived for now was the hope that he and Connie would live together. He admitted that he was frightened. He felt that the world of money, work, law, and public opinion would try to crush anyone who wanted to live differently. Yet he also believed in the small flame between them. Bad times had never been able to stop flowers from coming up in spring. In the same way, he believed the world would not put out their small light.
　　He wrote that he had no inward friends except Connie. The child mattered, but the deepest thing for him was the living bond between them. They had to be patient. Winter was coming, and they could not hold each other now. But even while she was in Scotland and he was in the Midlands, he felt that part of her was with him. Their love had made a little flame, and he would guard it through the cold months.
　　He told her not to worry too much about Clifford. If Clifford did not write, she should let him be. In time, Mellors believed, Clifford would want to be rid of her. Until then, they must keep clear and wait. He ended by saying that he could hardly stop writing because so much of them was already together. They could only keep faith, move slowly, and steer their separate lives until they met again.
　　So the story did not end with a marriage, a house, or a settled happiness. Connie and Mellors were still apart. Clifford still refused to free her. The child was still unborn, and the future remained difficult. But in the middle of all that fear, delay, and social danger, there was one living hope: a small flame between two people, not yet blown out.

OPS/toc.xhtml
		第1章






OPS/js/book.js
function Body_onLoad() {
}





