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CHAPTER I.

THOUSANDS of sea gulls flapped white wings
against the grey cliffs of Dunoon, swooping and skimming restively
over the waters of the bay. Teasing blue waves advanced wickedly on
the adamant shore; like La Romba dancers in the maddening curves of
their quivering approach. The wantons threw themselves at the rocks
and slipped away, elusive, laughing, to let the ever-replenishing
rear guard have its fling. This derisive, co-operatively feminine
onslaught of the waves against the stiff dignity of the cliffs,
tickled Connie in some obscure strata of her female
vindictiveness.

Waves—provocative as La Romba dancers. It was a
good metaphor. Pah, and pooh, and fiddlesticks. The careful
transfer of scenery into crosstitch samplers of words was well
enough for people who had no depth of honest sensation to provide a
third dimension to this matter that transpired between your own
eyes and the external world. If you had no excitement inside of
you, you attempted to fix up the sky and trees and seas with
fascinating words as though sky and trees and seas could be a
raison d'etre. Well; leave Clifford to his
descriptions. She looked down at herself already perceptibly
swelling with new life, and there was a smug and preening caress in
her glance. If she hadn't been slightly afraid of Hilda's ridicule,
she would have hugged herself then and there.

Although this business of pregnancy was often
deucedly uncomfortable and, especially in the morning, as sordid as
the slate covered roofs of Tevershall, there were times when it
made a woman feel as delightfully full of new surprises as a Santa
Claus pack bearing good things. Expecting. She was expecting. An
expectant mother. Yes that was a good word. She had never before
realized its aptness.

She hoped it would be a boy,' a glowing healthy
boy with his father's hair, and grin, and potentiality for bringing
joy to women. Funny how a vision, a flash of the mind, could be
clean, but the minute you put it into words, you shrouded it with
generality to hide it from your vermiform conventionality.

Mellors had not said a word as to his
preference—she preferred not to think that because of his own
rather haughty and contemptuous servility to Life, Bang Mellors
preferred not to bring another courtier into the rotten palace. But
it wasn't rotten—really. It was only not having what you wanted
that made it so. Once Mellors had her—for good—and the baby—he'd
see it through different colored glasses. Yes, it must be a
boy—because Bertha had already given him a girl, had cheated her,
Connie, of presenting him with first fatherhood. She wanted to give
him something that Bertha had not, to be in all ways, to him,
unique. So she wanted a boy.

Connie and Hilda had settled on Dunoon as their
final destination after a leisurely tour of Scotland. It was time
that Connie settled down to quietude, and Dunoon, a god-forsaken
haven, seemed to her the ideal place. Hilda did not like it. It
depressed her. It was so lonely, just a stunted fishing village
with a little post office, a few stores, inns, and tumble-down
cottages.

Tourist's boats stopped irregularly at Dunoon,
and when they did but few visitors ventured ashore; and mail came
to the little post office just as irregularly.

Hilda, the Amazon, was miserable. Her sex was
like a tawny lioness that she promenaded by a leash on the
boulevards. See—she seemed to say—there aren't many females who can
make it eat out of their hands. She got a curious thrill out of
putting her head between its teeth—that is why she missed London,
Avith its theatres, cafes, cocktails, cigarettes, champagne, and
obliging jazz-me men who would give her the synthetic thrill in
close dances.

To Connie it seemed just a little indecent that
her sister should hold the king of passions like something in a
circus.

Dunoon made Hilda yawn. Among its middle aged
and unattractive weather-beaten men and women, there was nothing to
attract her warm-blooded youth, and Hilda needed an outlet. Dunoon,
she thought, was a good place to come to die—or to give birth to a
child. Despite her antipathy for the place and its demi-corpse
inhabitants, she remained there because it was the best place for
her sister at the time.

March brought on premature warmth and spring.
Suddenly liveliness swept over the aridity by which the minds of
the inhabitants had bleached Dunoon; leaves and grass turned green
and the air was redolent with balmy fragrance.

Even practical Hilda could feel Spring, working
like the touch of a man, in her blood. As for Connie, it was a new
life. She was happiest when she was sun-bathing on some isolated
turf near the rocks of the bay, and the sound of the waves breaking
against the shore was a music to lull her to sleep. She would waken
sometimes, to find Hilda not at her side. Then she would remove her
clothes, and look at her body with a mixture of revulsion and
exultation. These secret scrutinies fascinated her. She actually
became a bit sneaky about them, sending Hilda away on all sorts of
pretexts, or deliberately avoiding her, so she could find the
opportunity for privacy. It wasn't that she was ashamed of these
moments of self examination, it was merely that she would feel
uncomfortable if Hilda were there, because Hilda would be so much
out of it.

Every time she looked at her unclad body she
was surprised to see how she had swelled, as though in jest she had
described with a gesture to her sister the protuberance of some old
gentleman acquaintance, and her stomach had startlingly leaped out
to fill that arc described by her hand. She surveyed her swollen
belly and gently passed a hand over it, and her hard, heavy breasts
with their protruding nipples. This was pregnancy—prelude to that
supposedly ecstatic state of motherhood.

She wondered just what unrefined pains the
process of accouchement would give her. Funny, that a lot of this
popular prejudice against life, the big argument that the mutineers
threw up in its face, was the inefficiency of this having—babies
business. My goodness, even if she were afraid, Connie thought it
was worth it. It was an experience. Men were naturalists and wrote
Burrough-like essays on the beauties of nature, but it was only a
mother who could really get on the inside of the feelings of an
apple tree or a setting hen. Of course that sounded ridiculous to
those people who thought the only form life worth getting on the
inside of, was that which had earned a lot of money or made a name
for itself. Personally, Connie found solid value in the setting
hen.

In mental preparation for confinement, she saw
the somnolent state of exquisite joy into which she could lapse, a
sort of half-fainting spell in which she would be spared all the
hurts and agonies. She was horribly impatient and uncomfortable
because her body had become such a mass of distorted, almost
inflated flesh—with a ridiculous balloon-like waist, its skin
stretched tight as a drum. She was glad Mellors was not there to
see the havoc that their love had played with her figure.

Immersed in thoughts and speculations on her
body, Connie did not hear the approaching footsteps, and was not
aware of Hilda's presence until she was almost upon her.

“Connie!” cried Hilda, “You'll catch cold.”
There was a little irritation in her voice. Connie was throwing
womanliness up at a person a million times a day, even when she did
nothing more than breathe. There was a quiet excitement about her
that never gave Hilda a moment's peace. Hilda would like to forget
for a while that she had breasts and remember that she had long,
elegant fingernails. But Connie never gave her a chance.

Connie did not quickly cover herself under her
sister's gaze. She wanted Hilda to look at her body. She wanted to
see how Hilda would react to it.

Connie needed a little pity and, Hilda was the
only person who might supply it. She could make no demand for pity
upon Mellors. She had really managed to wrest the child from life
in spite of his wishes. Once he thought the real reason she wanted
him was because she wanted his child. But it wasn't true.

She had decided that a child was the only thing
left in life for her, when she was tied to Clifford—Clifford,
paralyzed from the waist down. Even after she had given herself to
the gamekeeper, Mellors, when she still thought this passion was
merely a little oasis from which she would quickly have to move on,
she wanted a child—something alive to carry on with her into the
Wragby desert. But when she knew that she would never go back to
Wragby, that, henceforth, her life was with Mellors, then the child
was but the added joy, not the necessity.

Still, child-bearing was a rather difficult
matter. A woman needed sympathy. So Connie looked at Hilda a bit
wistfully, though proud, too.

Hilda bent down and kissed Connie softly on her
bare white shoulder. It was one part of her, still so normal.

“Hilda,” demanded Connie lazily, “is it true
that the feelings of tenderness or contempt aroused in love-making,
form the child? I'd like to believe that all the feelings and
thoughts of that interval are transmitted to the child to be.
That's why I almost know my child will be very, very honest, and
take his joys deeply and seriously, and be tender like his
father.”

“He'll be an anarchist,” said Hilda sharply.
She had not yet fully forgiven Connie for having an affair with a
game keeper.

Connie, to get her mind off the body, would
look at Hilda's and notice the amazon thighs, the handsome
haunches, and full, inviting breasts. Hilda in turn would look a
bit condolingly at Connie's and often an ember of envy would rise
in her. Connie, ever on the alert for it, would catch it
immediately, and then revel in her pregnancy. Clifford and his
Hammonds and Drakes could get their puny and bloodless joys from
tearing apart some new play, from discovering some new school of
thought, but she knew all that feverish intellectualization was as
bouillon cubes to a full dinner, compared to bearing a child for
the man she loved.

One morning when the sisters were strolling in
the direction of the post office, a car drove by with a familiar
figure seated at the wheel. The car stopped behind them with a
screech of brakes, and raised a cloud of dirt off the dusty road. A
man jumped out of the car running toward them. It was
Michaelis.

“I'd like to exclaim with surprise over having
'run into' you,” he said with his peculiar hangdog expression, “hut
the fact is, this isn't accidental. I trailed you.”

His humble beseeching eyes rested on Connie,
and she found herself looking coolly at this, her first lover at
Wragby. He was a hangdog kind of fellow. Would any other man lick a
woman with his eyes when she was malformed with pregnancy? But it
was his abasementness. He couldn't help it.

She remembered him as her first lover after her
marriage; he with his little boy's nakedness and his
adolescent-like crisis that quickly reached its apex. He had been
petty throughout the whole thing—as if he had blamed her for his
own physical puniness.

He had flung bitter, futile reproach at her in
those days so long ago, and they had remained whole like an
unhealing wound, separating them. She wanted to walk away. But she
couldn't do that.

“Tell me,” he said, “how have you been getting
along? I've heard so much.”

Connie shrugged. “Runaway wives, like the poor,
are always with us. Somebody has to make charity possible.”

“But, Connie, my dear, you've brought out no
philanthropy in the gossips. I wish you'd tell me everything.”

“Mellors,” she said, “That's everything.”

Michaelis bowed very low. “Lady
Chatterley—Heloise, Guinevere, Isolt of modern England—you have
guts. I kiss your hand, madam.”

Connie looked a bit uncomfortable. “It isn't a
matter of having guts,” she said breathlessly, “nor playing any
high and mighty Guinevere in iambic pentameters. It's just that I
can't live without him. Literally.”

“Well you've done the right thing, no mistake.
Sir Clifford—bah—you should have chucked him long ago. Wragby is a
funeral hall. I don't see how you stood it so long. But where is
Mellors? Isn't he with you? I'd like to meet him. You and Hilda
look lonely. Can't I jolly you a bit?”

“Mellors is in the midlands for the summer
while Connie stays here until things turn. It's a mutual agreement
between them, isn't it Connie?” interrupted Hilda. Although her
sister's escapade might make her spine ache if it were brought up
at a fashionable dinner party in London, here, beneath Michaelis'
frank admiration of the Heloise with guts, Hilda was glad to have
her in the affair.

She was considerably cheered to meet Michaelis.
It was true that she hadn't liked him when she met him before, but
in Dunoon he was manna.

“Then I'm not mistaken about Connie. She is
lonely and glum because Mellors is not near,” Michaelis looked with
a penetrating smile into Connie's face. It was the kind of smile a
defeated candidate turns on his vanquisher for the cinema
close-up.

“Lonely and glum, my-eye-Betty-Martin. I've too
much to think about, Mick.”

He looked at her quietly for a moment, and then
said with passionate emphasis rolled up in a surprised little
laugh, “My God, you do love him!”

He kept on looking at her. Almost she could
feel him washing his figurative hands as he stared. “Well,” he
said, “you must take jolly good care of yourself. You want to drink
plenty of milk. And you need plenty of air. Plenty of sunshine.
Take hot baths.” As he kept on droning his advice to the expectant
mother, his voice trailed off into mechanical vacancy—unfathered by
his mind, the words fell from his lips like so many
do-as-they-please-bastards, while his eyes occupied themselves with
the part between Hilda's breasts, visible through her low-cut
dress.

“Thanks for the advice, Mick,” mocked Connie.
“Only I have been taking sun baths right along and hot baths every
night too. As for milk, I don't depend entirely on the milk of
human kindness.”

Perhaps you and your sister care to take a
drive? I will drive slowly, and try to overlook the blimps. It's a
beautiful ride around this hamlet, and you and your sister will
like it, I'm sure. Say yes.” He seemed to be pleading for some
vague mercy unknown even to himself.

Moreover, she thought she saw Mick playing up
to Hilda. Well it was about time for Hilda to be taken in again.
She was sweet, but becoming a bit too pedantic.

“I'm afraid to chance it,” said Connie. But
don't let me stop you from taking Hilda. I'm sure it would do her
good.”

“You don't mind, Connie?” Hilda was a trifle
hesitant as she turned to Connie, with her very best expression. It
was quite unconscious—not a bit affected. Funny, thought Connie,
how the prospect of a new affair makes two people, for a bit, live
up to their most charming ideas of each other.

“Go, by all means, Hilda. You mustn't be
perpetually tied down by my pregnancy.”

“Don't be ridiculous,” Hilda laughed, but she
went with Mick. They waved their hands at her before they vanished
out of sight down the road.

Connie proceeded slowly to the post office. In
truth, she was glad to be alone. Hilda, though a big comfort, was
sometimes much too encompassing. She wondered why Mellors hadn't
written. Had he not yet received his divorce from Bertha Coutts?
What was the matter? Here she was in Dunoon, stranded with Hilda,
and she was going to have a baby. Then what? Clifford had
blusteringly vowed never to accede to a divorce. It seemed so
complicated and yet so simple, and she thrashed the matter over and
over until she was tired. If Mellors only wouldn't sit on his high
horse of severity—if the baby would only make him amenable. Then
they would run away somewhere. There were plenty of beautiful
places where they could settle down unknown, to enjoy a
comparatively secure and lovely life.

One letter was waiting for her at the post
office. It was from Mrs. Bolton. Connie read it as she walked
slowly home along the dusty, winding road.

“My dear lady: What shall I do with your green
spring coat, and the dresses which you left in the closet? Sir
Clifford is much improved. I really think he is bearing up
remarkably well. He seemed stronger, and tells me he feels life
come back to his paralyzed muscles.

“I planned to go to visit my married daughter
this weekend, but Sir Clifford could not bear to have me go. He is
becoming more dependent on me, as time passes. When I suggest
leaving him, even for a short time, he clings to me like a
baby.

“Bertha Coutts has been back, making a great
deal of trouble. She tried to learn from me Mellor's whereabouts.
Of course I knew nothing. She has been arrested three times, and is
simply prejudicing the courts in Mellor's favor, and hastening the
divorce.

“Of course it would be best if you could get a
divorce, too; but frankly, my lady, I don't see how you can do it.
Sir Clifford refused to consider it—you have hurt him very much,
but he refuses to harbor any ill feelings—he tells me no madness in
your blood can kill his love—and when you want to come back to
Wragby, you will still walk through its doors as mistress. A very
wonderful gentleman, Sir Clifford.

“I must close now as it is time for his
tea.”

Connie tried to control her anger as she read
the letter. She was afraid that this venom might not be good for
the baby, but she could not control her hatred of Clifford. The
parasite. Still clinging to her with his soft white tentacles and
his soft white sentiments. Between the lines of Mrs. Bolton's
letter, she read a certain impatience with Clifford's magnanimity.
Yes, Mrs. Bolton would like Connie to get her divorce, to be
irreparably cut off from Wragby. It would make the nurse's position
in her power over the invalid much more sure—it would give her a
firmer hold on this foreign, intellectual, and aristocratic soil
which she breathed greedily through her nostrils, though it made
her a bit sick to the stomach. Undoubtedly she got some pleasure
from being the unacknowledged mistress of Wragby.

Undoubtedly Connie's divorce would be the best
thing for everyone concerned—even for the sick ego of Clifford. She
turned the matter over in her mind. Clifford, crying in the arms of
Mrs. Bolton. Clifford utterly dependent upon her—jealous if she
should go away for the weekend. Clifford confessing to the
dwindling of his paralytic condition.

Connie decided coolly on blackmail. She would
threaten Clifford with suit, and name Bolton as the co-respondent.
Of course there was no truth in the charge, but some of the
evidence, if brought out in court, would make Sir Clifford
Chatterley, author and industrialist, look an awful sot. For
instance, crying in the arms of his nurse.

She was sure that Clifford would prefer to
preserve his face before the world than to keep on punishing her.
He would readily see the advisability of giving in, and grant her a
divorce on any grounds she chose, without reflecting further
scandal on either of them.





CHAPTER II.

RAINY WEATHER came to Dunoon, and for several
days a perpetual drizzle kept up. Like much rain before it, it
brought fog and a moisture in the air, that pervaded the very
bones. Connie became dispirited, and it took all of Hilda's
patience to keep her courage from ebbing. It was only the
occasional reappearance of the sun that restored some of Connie's
vitality and gave her a peculiar happiness replaying the nude
sun-bathing game when she furtively gazed at her body and softly
caressed it with delicate hands.

But sun or no sun, Dunoon was getting to be
quite an intolerable place in general. The neighbors, old
residents, began to regard Connie's form with an askance that
bordered hostility, as if they were entitled to some explanation
for her presence. Why had she come to Dunoon with her pregnant
body? To hide? Where was her husband? Did she have one? Truly they
were never bold enough, these people of Dunoon, to ask any of these
questions, but their eyes revealed them, their actions suggested
them, and little groups of women conversed in whispers when Connie
happened to pass them by.

And then there was the question of Hilda. She
was acting very unrestrainedly with Michaelis and her actions with
him had more than a mild indication of ardor. Dunoon's inhabitants
gave both of them scathing glances during those times, and they
were no [...]
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