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er reason. Or for no reason at all, except that they are d iscontented child ren, and can't be s
came the war, Hil da and Connie were rushed hoime aga in after having b een home already
heir German young men were dead: whereupon the sister s wept, and loved the young men p
re. Both sisters lived in their father's, really their mother's Kensington hiouse ,-and mixed with
nd flannel trousers, an d flannel shirts open at the neck, and a well-bred sort of emotional anarch
tive sort of manner. Hilda, however, suddenly married a man ten years older than herself, an elder m
money, and a comfortable family job in the government: he al so wrote philosophic al essays. She lived
rt of society of people in the government who are not tip-topper s, but who are, or wou Id be, the real intelli
bout, or talk as if they did. Connie did a mild form of war-work, a nd consorted with the flannel-trousers Cambridge
nd' was a Clifford Chatterley, a young man of twenty-two, who ha d hurried home from B onn, wher e he was studying
years at Cambridge. Now he had become a first lieutenant in a sm art regiment, so he couid mock at  everything mo
s than Connie. Connie was well-to-do intelligentsia, but he was aris tocracy. Not the big sort, but still it. His father w
t Clifford, while he was better bred than Connie, and more 'society’, was in his own way more provinci  al and more tim
ocracy society, but he was shy and nervous of all that other big worl d which consists of the vast hord es of the mid dle
little bit frightened of middle-and lower-class humanity, and of foreign ers not of his own class. He was, in some par
nce of privilege. Which is curious, but a phenomenon of our day. There fore the peculiar soft assurance of a girl like
that outer world of chaos than he was master of himself. Nevertheless he too was a rebel: rebelling eve nagainst his
aught in the general, popular recoil of the young against convention and against any sort of real authorit y. Fathers w
idiculous: our own wait-and-see sort especially so. And armies were ridicu lous, and old buffers of general s altogether,
kill rather a lot of people. In fact everything was a little ridiculous, or very rid icul ous: certainly everythi ng connecte
, was ridiculous to a degree. And as far as the governing class made any pret ensions to govern, they were ridiculo
is trees, and weeding men out of his colliery to shove them into the war; an d himself being so safe and patriotic; but
hatterley--Emma--came down to London from the Midlands to do some n ursing work, she was very witt y ina quiet w
r brother and heir, laughed outright, though it was his trees that were felling for trench props. But Clifford only sm iled a little u
o close and oneself became ridiculous too...? At least people of a different c lass, like Connie, were earnest abou t something.
Tommies, and the threat of conscription, a nd the shortage of sugar a nd toffee for the children. In all these t hings, of cou
ot take it to heart. To him the authorities w ere ridiculous AB OVO , hot because of toffee or. Tommies. And the authoriti
nd it was all a mad hatter's tea-party for a while. Till things de veloped over there, and LIoyd George cam e to save the
young laughed no more. In 1916 Herbert = Chatterley was k illed, so Clifford became heir. He was terrifie d even of this
as so ingrained in him, he could never escape it. And yet he knew that this too, in the eyes of the vast seathing world, was ridiculou
? and also splendid and at the same time, perhaps, purely absurd? Sir Geoffrey would have none of the absurdity. He  was pale and
s own position, let it be LIoyd George or who it might. So cut off he was, so divorced f rom the England tha twas really E
tood for England and Lloyd George a s his forebear s had stood for Engl and and St George: an d he never kn
ngland, England and Lloyd George. And he want ed Clifford to marr y and produce an heir. Cli fford felt his f
n a wincing sense of the ridiculousn ess of everyth ing, and the para mount ridiculousness of his own position?
ad gone out of the war...dead. Too much death and h orror. Amanne ed ed support and comfori: A man needed to ha
, had lived curiously isolated, shut in with one anoth er at Wragby, in spite of a Il their connexions. A sense of is olation intens
pite of, or because of, the title and the  land. They were cut off from those indus  trial Midlands in which they passed their lives. A
eoffrey, their father, whom they rid iculed, but whom they were so sensitive about. The three had said they would all live togeth éer alway
barely mentioned it: he spoke v ery little. But his silent, brooding insistence that it should be so was hard for Cliffordt 0 bear up
marrying would be a desertion a nd a betrayal of w hat the you ng ones of the family had stood for. Cliffo rd married C onnie, ne
d they were intimate as two peo ple who stand tog ether on a sinking ship. He had been virgin when he married: and th e sex part
xulted a little in this intimacy which w as beyo nd sex, and beyond a man's 'satisfaction'. Clifford an yhow was not just keen
rsonal than that. And sex was mere ly an ac ciden or an adjunct, one of the curious obsolete, orga nic processes which pe
ren: if only to fortify her against her sist er-in mma. But early in 1918 Clifford was shipped home smashed, and there w
gby in the autumn of 1920. M iss Cha tterley sgusted at her brother's defection, had departed and was living in a little fl
y, and added on to, till it was a warren of a place
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e. Only something new in the world: the Chatterley books, entirely persona
writing, it's smart, but there's NOTHING IN IT. It won't last! Connie looked at the b
ring blue eyes became vague. Nothing in it! What did he mean by nothing in it? If the criti
er father mean by saying there was nothing in Clifford's writing? What else could there be? For Connie
s followed one another without necessarily belonging to one another. It was in her second winter at Wragby

e!' repli
g i n!' replied Clifford, translating the phrase to be sure of it. He thought for a moment, then
r. It's not he r style. She s n ot the pilchard sort of little slip of a girl, she's a bonny Scotch trout.' 'Without the spots,
ate of her affai rs. Buthe could n ot bring himself to do it. He was at once too intimate with her and not intima
r, and neither could bear to drag in  the corpus delicti. They were so intimate, and utterly out of touch. Connie
mind whether she were demi-vierge or demi-monde, so long as he didn't absolutely know, and wasn't made to s
Wragby, living their vague life of absorption in Clifford and his work. Their interests had never ceased to flow
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at in London: W ragby was a long low old house in brown stone, begun abo
much distinction. It stood on an eminence in a rather fine old park of oak trees; but alas, one could see in the near distance the chimney of Tevershall pit, with

dreariness. Connie was accustomed to Kensington or the Scotch hills or the Sussex downs: that was her England. With the stoicism of the young she took in the
what it was: unbelievable and not to be thought about. From the rather dismal rooms at Wragby she heard the rattle-rattle of the screens at the pit, the puff of the win
istle of the colliery locomotives. Tevershall pit-bank was burning, had been burning for years, and it would cost thousands to put it out. So it had to burn. And when th
h of this sulphurous combustion of the earth’'s excrement. But even on windless days the air always smelt of something under-earth: sulphur, iron, coal, or acid. And ev

as unfriendly. Only there was something in their deep-mouthed slurring of the dialect, and the thresh-thresh of their hob-nailed pit-boots as they trailed
n no welcome home for the young squire, no festivities, no deputation, not even a single flower. Only a dank ride in a motor-car up a dark, damp drive, burro
re feeding, to the knoll where the house spread its dark brown facade, and the housekeeper and her husband were hovering, like unsure tenants on the face of the ear
en Wrag by Hall and Tevershall village, none. No caps were touched, no curtseys bobbed. The colliers merely stared; the tradesmen lifted their caps to Connie as to an
Gulf impassable, and a quiet sort of resentment on either side. At first Connie suffered from the steady drizzle of resentment that came from the village. Then s

Clifford and Connie in the abstract. In the flesh it was--You leave me alone!--on either side. The rector was a nicednan of about sixty, full of his duty, and reduced, pers
wives were nearly all Methodists. The miners were nothing. But even so much official uniform as the clergyman wore was enough to obscure entirely the fact that he was
concern. This stubborn, instinctive--We think ourselves as good as you, if you ARE Lady Chatterley!--puzzled and baffled Connie at first extremely. The curious, suspicious,

etting past it. It was hopelessly and offensively nonconformist. Clifford left them alone, and she learnt to do the same: she just went by without looking at them, and they s
deal with them, Clifford was rather haughty and contemptuous; one could no longer aiford to be friendly. In fact he was altogether rather supercilious and coniemptuous of
ithout any attempt at conciliation. And he was neither liked nor disliked by the people: he was just part of things, like the pit-bank and Wragby itself. But Clifford was really e

ed Connie vaguely. 'Why? Why not?' 'Unless you like it, of course!' said her father hastily. To Cliffo

to gether over his w

ally happening, really in the void. And thus far it was a life: in the void. For the rest it was non -existence. Wragby w
the woods that joined the park, and enjoyed the solitude and the mystery, kicking the brown leaves of autumn, an d picking

oak-leaves were to her like oak-leaves seen ruffling in a mirror, she herself was a figure somebody had read about, picking primroses that were only shadows or memories, or words
! Only this life with Clifford, this endless spinning of webs of yarn, of the minutiae of consciousness, these stories Sir Malcolm said there was nothing in, and they wouldn't last.
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y should there be anything in them, why should they last? Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof. Sufficient unto the moment is the APPEARANCE of reality. Clifford had quite a number of friends, acquaintances really, and he invi
to Wragby. He invited all sorts of people, critics and writers, people who would help to praise his books. And they were flattered at being asked to Wragby, and they praised. Connie understood it all perfectly. But why not? T
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