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The Trespasser — B DA a] BEME

"noHa&E 5

The Tyespasser (FBAE J)IED HuL vy XoB 2 FEBOER/IRTH S,
191043 Ad S 8 BICh I THRASEL NI, 1912FFDICKBIiE s
wohic#, BES BICElahi, o LY ZNE S OEEE FORRE b &I
RAEBETE 44 TOERTHA LT LLAMONTIN B, T O/NGUIE AR
DERENVY - 3— J OBEBERBERME L THOTHBEATELZOBE %
BT D, ~"v V3T s44 ) VvEB T CH B ey — b= =203 TFH
BEHEFELBLILS BEOYA bB(the Isle of Wight) COKIBAE A

(“The Freshwater Diary” ) IZ&& LCWichd, oL VR IZFIKZOBET
ZFM LT The Trespasser %%}L\f:@’éé&%i ERE, BRI Shicfle &
UItBEZREAERETIDO/NIOHPICROANLGN TS, L L ORI
~ Ly OIRB AR e o v Y ANEBMCERUE LT—HRO/MSRICHETL T E
ek S BEDO SDTIEEN, fEEE S, 191281 H218HOZ FU—F- &
— 3y PEOFHROBT, EREDEOCEDOEZLUTOLIKERLTHEDT
Hbo

But this is a work one can’t regard easily — I mean, at one’e ease. It
is so much oneself, one’s naked self. I give myself away so much,
and write what is my most palpitant, sensitive self, that Iloathe the
book, because it will betray me to a parcel of fools.2

M 7251138 THOBE ) 2S5 HLAERETHE L0 DUERER

MTIEIEN, HEOE 2 UORRERN/CEEZENLSE 31E Sons and Lovers
(T BFEBEANDKEDOWTORENL E 6L, The Trespasser TN ORRER
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ZBHICLTONB0THD, S, ~V T solLy ZORENEICEAL
VILLEDEDTH-Ter b, HEORBOMEKEHEILNS, BOEBFOR
HEA—RL, ZORKE, FRCHRLONEANSBREBALT VR LD
RS, BN BRECESONTo L Y 2O O/ EOBEFRARMT A Eb—
SRS D, L LEDBIROERE, 250 >t EEF LOFHSHEAT
Wi it hic bOERB LD, fEROTF -7 H&son v Y REHOH)E
OOBBEICHN 2 O Th-Tokonic, THOHD] 235 HME 35284
Dol BRERNI GO ETT I HNEML L BN S, BE, BROFORE
&3 The Trespasser Oy 7 — <3 NE The White Peacock ([ B 7L
#]) DOBIEHINLEDROTHB, HIfEOYa — YL LT 4 DBRIE Y —
FLY PENVTOBRICHEL, AMabeh TR UICERSUBIEENT
WAL, REMRF LS, BHEOFSHET A ALRAKTH S, 510, 1F
BOT —<2WE» SRET ZREEED THINENY TV VLD NGBE
995 C A BIIECHEBEL TV 5, H2UFRO MEELI LV FEEHD
PICEVBERE LTS, The Trespasser Hitfins ol @ALRRI <5
B EICRRAEE VIO RIIZNRNES D,
YEIBHOTCEMT, 38304~V A 5DV rA4F ) Vv BEHE-TLVE
< 7 % 7—(Siegmund MacNair) 43, BALHEEORHEL, ZLTINE
REETRBL REEFCHAONT, EFEBTT, HAFO~NVF - Ty —
7 v (Helena Verden) & 74 + BNEORBTERES 545, THICHBITL
T, BURBECEVES &, SEEIEPTFHRobICRRE bER T, BREBICEY
SOEZAELTLED, LIRTOLDTHE, BEHD DL FF=
HITTHO, HrCZEAETERNERO I TTCRE A MEDIRNMNRTH S,
Lin Lo LV ROBLEPIEEERICIRIEL, EADY =T ALY FEAVTD
BRREOWBEAMEMT LD S, ABBEELADILICHfahE
S BROFRIZIFEALDORTON, b-EOADEDIFA~ v I REY
BCHEBEP LTSI LM, LD EDILEME-T N5,

VT LY MLE ST T4 FBANDORIE, BIC28FOF VML DHEELY

— 170 —



-2 DTERAEL, REOEFICHTLHNMEENZDOERICHD, [HHEO
el &L UTOREE o,

This was one of the crises of his life. For years, he had suppressed
his soul, in a kind of mechanical despair doing his duty and enduring
the rest. . . . Now he was going to break free altogether, to have at
least a few days purely for his own joy. This, to a man of his integri-
ty, meant a breaking of bonds, a severing of blood ties, a sort of new
birth.>

BHEOHLWIERHS ORI, ZLTC THEOEH |49 ~Ev—7 LV}
ZET O, BB ER (conscious self) T, oL V2D A
PICUE LIEHBMICREOh S L 5, REOEICEBET SHEI\T SV LY,
e f(life force) TH B,

He felt busy within him a strong activity which he could not help.
Slowly, the body of his past, the womb which had nourished him in
one fashion for so many years, was casting him forth. He was
trembling in all his being, though he knew not with what (49).

ROM®E, PYOFHOBELRT, v -7 oY PORMICHDZH, [HERQ
X738 {(the little cubicle of darkness, 51) KLALZ — 7
HbHbEOBERME M CENE &, BUNLFIAZ LTI FE~NEBARD
MTHBEEEEHHE- T B, TLTHBZOHCEAIMTENILDE
LB | OTH A (He clung to the exquisite flame which
flooded him...., 53),

AUFDOFSEEDTA FPEANAMI Y- LY MIE ST, BiZ [HEOR
W MEOHR, Hoo vy AOHRICERL, KBLELIHEAL M52 Ere
Tl TBEE—k L5 ](55), fiF, ~VFICL-THIA PRI wY
ZOWMRTH B, &, BWEMVEROFYICH UTRIERUEELEZ L,
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OB, BFOFEHCILOTEBRHRALES HFNLDBREIES D,

“That yellow flower hadn’t time to be brushed and combed by the
fairies, before dawn came. It is towzled . . .,” so she thought to her-
self. The pink convolvuli were fairy horns, or telephones from the
day fairies to the night fairies. The rippling sunlight on the sea was
the Rhine Maidens spreading their bright hair to sun. That was her
favourite form of thinking (75).

RCERDPENPTHBE LD L0, ChiFEFTRENBERICIES &, ~b
FHAYIE 4 DKBORERCNBDDED & LFb L 15-TL Be AR
DEYRBELICE - T, BENEET 3 HOTRIEL, BFERETICER SN
THEEOFHEOPIOHEETZ bOL LTHDEN TS, LOBIRICHEITT,
[H5WAEYDMEEZNOHERT S EBD I BICHE -7 J(75-76) E1FEE
FEOTOE D, THIREWVBEAIE, ~U FHSERE (reality ) 4R LSET
BLEMIBNENITETH B,

V=T AV PBIDONVFOEBROMBICNE LA RREED, BRIZE S
T, TEOEBRCRELEOEKRE bD] OTHY, #-C [HLHOERS
V=T AV PDENY =T LAY P EOALD B RGEDOTHS |(64)s L LA
RIEEENB R CEETH B, V=LV 274 VENBO I CHOLBEOR
HOBIBLALNATH -, BYORBETCADEKIVTHBASLOHER
DEDTETH B, BFIWONTY =74V MI~NVFA2EE LvB 1, B
ERES OB ET, &, BEYTHAORZURELERSATLE YDTH
%,

Suddenly she strained madly to him, and, drawing back her head,
placed her lips on his, close, till at the mouth they seemed to melt
and fuse together. It was the long, supreme kiss, in which man and
woman have one being, Two-in-one, the only Hermaphrodite (64).

N FORETCHEINTND ZO—fild, BAMAERFICBOTEICKRT
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ZEEORE, MEfEE] (Hermaphrodite )2 H A EYNICK - TER LI
TEAERLTOLA, B, WRICECABEORETHY, TRA- ]
{exhausted ) HEARNICLT Y — 274y ML [ FE L EO5N B (66)
OEWARbbIN S, BIC, 0 LY AN I THEEOHRAL L~V T A1k
LT, THZEEdsObETRI-SETLES>HOTEFRLI X JOMEICREL
TV (64) E8E EHICHUTOLICEI VI ERR, NPOERICIO
G4 TORENEBTAEEEZSEDE S L, HOMEICHT 20 LY XOH
WS, ZUTECEEC, HAZOERNERLBLT ME] 2RhoFBECL
TTRASL O C & 3T x THBREL,

For centuries, a certain type of woman has been rejecting the
‘animal’ in humanity, till now her dreams are abstract, and full of
fantasy, and her blood runs in bondage, and her kindness is full of
cruelty (Ibid.).

BT, ~UFAI 0BRSS L5 TAHOtO T #RY: § 28T 5 | 24
TOEBED—ATEET S, WIS I TTHE/ES S b Sons and Lovers
DY T AR, Bd THSOEECH -] 2084 M4 (sacrifice)
LTy~ by MIBTAMBLOTHSD, L THAK, HO [EU ] 1T
FASRELS ] BADE LB LTS (69),

LisLie, MER2%] NESOBI LI, TOMMLLE-Th
WA BAD LIS RIZHIE, AR 2B EES D, (EEEH MR
EMHECR, EOLTITAMERLE ) BEABLT, Thifs hd, KoM
OHIZENE LI EREAVTIC L > TRIFOBRBETH S, BRidy
— LY POBICENINENS BB LN FOFEDOTES, W
THBOOROMR, [HEOCE](Zauberland) Z 8 L, HBRECH-T
Flo LTIV RET 4 9 /R EIREDAVMEAVIICY -7 LY MCEY
EWUEMNT B,
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He lay still, his heart beating heavily: he was almost afraid of the
strange ecstasy she concentrated on him. Meanwhile she whispered
over him sharp, breathless phrases in German and English, touching
him with her mouth and her cheeks and her forehead.

“‘Und Liebesweisen tonen’—not tonight, Siegmund. They are all
still—gorse and the stars and the sea and the trees, are all kissing,
Siegmund. The sea has its mouth on the earth, and the gorse and the
trees press together, and they all look up at the moon, they put up
their faces in a kiss, my darling. But they haven’t you—and it all
centres in you—my dear—all the wonderlove is in you, more than in
them all, Siegmund—Siegmund-" (102)

ALFIRT OSSR LHICKEORER L, Bkd [BoMa) CEBS N
TR EARZINBBOL-EBEMIZTOAY -7 LY FOEICUAKL, B
WEEBRBICH S, TLTEREMORE LK, [HdEOEERRZT, ot
RICHEHA - TOVDEb ] & BEBICOLD EMNE—AD5PLDTHB, T
DOHEICENT, ~"VFOFNEDOEFORTERRALTNAEIELEEIETHA
WIEB D, FHEROTUVBENVCEYER DL, TOEYNETY - LY b
DORZEE > TR ENIEHR ]l Z L TEZOY—F LY MICEYL THBEOH
fbiE 50~V FBEROTH D, WRICE T Y -4V FEBIIPRIEBEA
T8, Bk [RECE| OMBNREHETHIELE THBHEBELL, &
DEICLTAVHIHEOERONT V- AV 2B LTHYE OBSEE
1573 I

FRBICOIc-> T~V FiIE, BR, =7 LY FPOEFELUTREIHDIER
ShENb, ZLTC BN Y—~70 Y FOEGEW LD EBLANTUL
xRy, SER TELACEHBLENS | ORBICBZbIhT, [$5TH
SOREFORIKEICHMITATEEIETENDELIIC] , =T LV T
FERCHE L BOOST ] 2Lk, B k5 (103), fEERBIOETRCE
VT, TAGMAETREZEZVO G - ATHNEBHAC LICRLDITS L,
Ui USSR BIRICED, LA SBIRTH 7077, &~V FERELT
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WABD, £OXFHRY OBEMNIDBREKICHNINTVARALEINELS D,
LIAT, ZADEDRI FA7 9 I XATHDIDBET, &by BB G
ZHODIL, EDOLIBALVFIEHTE V-7 AV FORIBOHF Th 3,

He lay still on his back, gazing up at her, and she stood motionless at
his side, looking down at him. He felt stunned, half-conscious. Yet
as he lay helplessly looking up at her, some other consciousness
inside him murmured “Hawwa,—Eve—Mother!” She stood com-
passionate over him. Without touching him, she seemed to be yearn-
ing over him like a mother. Her compassion, her benignity, seemed
so different from his little Helena. This woman tall and pale, droop-
ing with the strength of her compassion, seemed stable, immortal,
not a fragile human being, but a personification of the great mother-
hood of woman.

“I am her child, too,” he dreamed, as a child murmurs uncon-
scious in sleep. He had never felt her eyes so much as now, in the
darkness, when he looked only into deep shadow. She had never
before so entered and gathered his plaintive masculine soul to the
bosom of her nurture (103).

B, ERTAICHI UL, B9 a0 T ] b0k
CTWBC EEBERETE RN, COBMICEBNG V=7 A Y FOALFOR
Wi, TOLIH—ROBRERBTRSULNIWEDLD TR, ¥Y— Ay
FOBEBBOGTALFHN (A EE 1 (Magna Mather ) ICEBL T3
HEHhoh, BTEO~LVFIL, BOMTELMURS THOX DIC, Z20£ 8%
WHEREIELTVWBEDTHD, LI~V FE Y~ 7o MR LTEOL D
KIEEEA W -T2 58, Witz TECOBLHEOFISKBIIBIIAZELI | &
L, (#Eh# l(compassion) 22— WHIZZZOTVEOTHY, T OEE
[#& LA OR ] ( mater dolorosa) 03’:&3‘1“6‘35230 Z LT~V FOHRE» S
BALT, BEPECBAELBOZOREEHEUS CLRBIICE > TRSBRT
BB MBI O~V E TAVEBE ], T bbB50 546
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DETHBEIBBEO0 L] ERZ VT LV MDY 4 Da v ThHbB, ~b
FR TR E ] 2HES 2RI HERTHSE CEEBHTNL, v—2" 4
YPRIITHOSPICELZLODERICH - T3 EEbhid s s,

UL LB S DX REEIM - DT HA DD TITRICESTT A
PEANDORM T H2BOHE] &L LTOERL I ODEOTH- LT EEBVET
TS B, SIS, ~L s T & LTHEE v —F Ay ML IcT &
o, EORHRIE TH2MOBE | 28R TN OTH D, RO,
B EDENOELZMICL -T, ThM TAERELSL | 271050 TH -7
Kb bod, v—Iray bodic [Hid | OBMSEINIT EEREBLTH
%,

She had given him this new, soft beauty. She was the earth in which
his strange flowers grew. But she herself wondered at the flowers
produced of her. He was so strange to her, so different from herself.
What next would he ask of her, what new blossom would she rear in
him then. He seemed to grow and flower involuntarily. She merely
helped to produce him (69).

COBHOBI MEIHEORBHIIEDNE > TR TH 12 ] £V I—
XD3HBEDN, TTIIIWL Y~ by b~V FE [RVEER] DILBERS
KEBHEFNMER L TVEEE-THOWNEICEDNS, ST DB, TA
DAAY OPEBRAGECHN T ZBEIL, ROV F74 7y JXDBEHE T
VIVISBRRICH B

“Whatever I have or haven’t from now,” he continued, “the darkness
is a sort of mother, and the moon a sister, and the stars children, and
sometimes the sea is a brother: and there’s a family in one house,
you see.”

“And I, Siegmund?” she said softly, taking him in all seriousness.
She looked up at him piteously. He saw the silver of tears among
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the moonlit ivory of her face. His heart tightened with tenderness,
and he laughed, then bent to kiss her.
“The key of the castle,” he said (70-71).

OB, v AY FPEEODIIFEHEREOA-BEMNE LT L, L
b OBEOWHRAMS~LFO [HHEOCHEH] EBLULTHWA I E2ARICRLTY
Bo BT, ~VFETADEDI 54% 9 J ADBECBNT, v =2 bV
DGR EREE, HE5VE LOBIA b ERAE DL, RO ] £
HRZIDIREEEINENRDTHD, BE, ~"VIFEEMILTY—0 6y biFH
MEOHE—ABRB LTS I EARTHERIMICON b2 0, RO—Hid
Z DRFEMBPITH 5,

When Siegmund had Helena near, he lost the ache, the yearning
towards something, which he always felt otherwise. She seemed to
connect him with the beauty of things, as if she were the nerve
through which he received intelligence of the sun and wind and sea,
and of the moon and the darkness (76).

CDEICRTLIUE, ROV AV rRT 4 vavd, FHEREOBME
~NOFRMBEOLBICH B IDICEIT NI BEEEA2B0, 2FD, ~vF
TR0EER] OB ER, BRE2E4F LD LT 5D, HOBELD
HEDOMAVF EDO—ELICE - TOABREERENIEEDO DN S TH %o

FNTE Y7o O [HE] &, ~UFHRHRICEE TS &k »
TERENDZOTHHI e SITE ST bIME [FH | ~NERMOLTIOR,
BORKOBICHBET AR LNESNTH -0 AR LT NE 5180,
KRB, ~v+O FEOE] &, BEiZBL Ty oY PSRBT HFEEHE
REDA—BS, REHDZOVBEEOMELV LEED LI > THHTHR
NEBEDSDTH D, HI~NVFOBEE, BEATHHOERIZLT, LHV
BAIFEELODEREILSD,
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fEBIL, TAVBBTAHBOTENE L LOLDTLIAREINT A, T
FEBKABOHT ST HERET 5 EEE LCOFHE RS L OB
CEWE-THOMIILLIELTWS, ~LFOBEI, HHRLEEMDT T
EilE T, HANRT TR E DI, BEELATBRUZRETA EMEdnR
Wiehis, EOBBHAENS DN, v = sV ML, (§CHTRBLIK)
BOBEZO ONFEHEEBRORBNIEG IO —BCH S, EELEE
U, 2T b BBEAZT AT LEBITIONLEN, COZ LT ADEICNT 548
RUEPEUHERBETHRETS, ~v g TEBR] (self - sufficiency)
LTWBAT, 52 LTy =7 Ay Mok - Th, HEFA—BEhTHE M
BHROZEY — FILRON AL, LKL - THLTTH TBLL 1 #
LT (HEE ] SOTRITAILHE S (85), UL LEEE LTOWEEE
FEPRET LI, £H2 0522 THBLERLTLE Y THEET]
(brute force)EZHEERTIVE, “AMNBEOENICT - TREAXRSBE
MBHEN, ZOWEFIZ~VFICY—7 s FOLBOEHEBREIEE, Fh
LA SR EEBRIUBIELH-T W ,

. .. 50 deep, unheard, with its great expulsions of life. Had the
world a heart?—Was there also deep in the world a great God thud-
ding out waves of life, like a great Heart, unconscious? It frightened
her. This was the God she knew not: as she knew not this
Siegmund (79).

COBIHIZ Y =7 A7 FOREOEIC [EBALEM ] KERAShBHMLOER
IDPE-TNBZEARRLT VS D, ZHiFED SREBE T, HORKISTSH
BROBENLESGNO—HTH S E4HET 5 OIS 80, £ LTH,
BIRTEBBED 7D EHIZY — 74 Y F OLBOETH~ LV F CB D B,
O MHERANIERTS [RE] 20000 EREY -7V F2BEED
KLTZDHEYbES, —F, WOFE~VFE»E DY, BRo B
%275 (bratal) &dM2 MWK 2B h~cdE, RELRODEEITL0
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FE3, PMTHBEZ S UK, HIECOLEORALZE ML SN OTH 3,

When at last he turned from the wrestling water, he had spent his
savagery, and was sad. He could never take part in the great battle
of action. It was beyond him. Many things he had let slip by. His
life was whittled down to only a few interests, only a few necessities.
Even here, he had but Helena, and through her the rest. After this
week—well, that was vague. He left it in the dark, dreading it (83).

CITCy— LY ME, A LODBICER T2 150 0BCESDE BI2L0E
SEBLUTALED MEXGBOCIBNTA I RTERWESS, LES DI
BEWDICITES, HEODICHPLETINT CERUBEBNISEOANELR
WAL MEBHEZLEIOIELTWA, L LHo Y FYOBBBTREAS L
W FEEFELROBTT, BB THE ] 2o0hAWA D& LTI
Mot EOBIMIC (I THHMCE AV F T LMY, ZOMHOETO
HOBPWLABLTULABONBWV] EWI XD BH, TNEBOZENLL
DOHDHERTERMFIC, ~LF EOENBICKRNOERT [FHE A6 T
ZEEBOTEEBRLTIN S,

v ay FOBEN, TERAEHICHEESNINES BCORIK, -
TELFHEROLEDOER (reality )2 WA ENTHIBETCEROAILET S
TERGEPHENIERD, B, BREBEOEGZOLOCEHTLEMNOHAT
FNARREZABCEARBMT ALDINECHASZEICLENTEELDTHS, B
SEIC~LVIMIhEL TR ELTTHEH, BE2S-THOMBIIEL
7o | BoBE (Hictiiidz ow 8408 [BiE | (destroyed) 780U (&R
(blasted) SN AL B ), v a5 [HFRED J EbHs
NTH/ICHEI, TELSIEEIIEOTERVL] RBERAZU/MERAL
IEKOTAD | BhOBEICS4RE TBA S BEMH 5, Hi3 ML | 21
MRU7c THERE J OB - TN B,
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“Surely,” he said to himself, “it is like Helena,” and he laid his
hands again on the warm body of the shore, let them wander, dis-
covering, gathering all the warmth, the softness, the strange wonder
of smooth, warm pebbles, then shrinking from the deep weight of
cold his hand encountered as he burrowed under the surface, wrist-
deep. In the end, he found the cold mystery of the deep sand also
thrilling. He pushed in his hands again and deeper, enjoying the
almost hurt of the dark, heavy coldness. For the sun and the white
flower of the bay were breathing and kissing him dry, were holding
him in their warm concave, like a bee in a flower, like himself on the
bosom of Helena, and flowing like the warmth of her breath in his
hair came the sunshine, breathing near and lovingly: yet, under all,
was this deep mass of cold, that the softness and warmth merely
floated upon (88-89).

BOTERNSHETH M, TSI ETHUEL, Y~ 74 P OEROD
heHiERE ~vF OREME—LEN TR D TH S, L LI ITERER
SRV OIE, EHBESHATENMOCBEDERICHEC DS Bl KEl
LTWBTETHB, COBD s | i, BUTEh T IEOBE 8T,
MEORROBES |(73) 2@ BUMSEE & A BRABABICHROES
ZBIEMBNEIENZFON [REI 2HODIKRAYE L, BEAIAHOR
BHZOLHICAET BT O LT, BRERENIC [FEAMNEEE]
(nonhuman reality) THa3 I EARBL TS, RIS, 20 Wik
x| A OMEICEET S EBbha~LF O [FREE] ARELTVS (%
ICHE I TR A Y VA PROFEFROHTH S [ (125) TE2HZH
h5) ULPLYy—72Y MIHCORKOBRIMUBEGNERMULVOLAEL
LA, TITCHHRDZE L TAMOEOERE FBAET LB X EAMNE
HEIZRE2 AL, 3 CFHOIICIBERBEBBREI &I
T, IBEOHEhEENRL] , B4 M8t (purification) &h [H
VEBELABORBILIE -7 ] TE2BEDTHS (89),
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O [EEHABOEL J(a happy priest of the sun) &WVWAFEBEL
BHTTAR=ANVEEEEAE TS, LWy -7 LY M, #E, X
BICZDEGERERLENTLEINSTH S, KB MEat 5215 L4
GRS RS ) &0 WEMEA b ULy —7aY Mok > TABIE,
fEbbEd, TECEAOM, b T HEOEGEBESE TS
EDOTRINERELIED, EATHXBAE LUEMNS, [KESOWVRET TS
bl EEINVFICHLT, V=7 hY MIRD L S ICEET 5,

“I like the sunshine on me, real and manifest and tangible. 1 feel like
a seed that has been frozen for ages. I want to be bitten by the
sunshine (79).”

W4 £ TBY 51 3 HE DA ORICKEICE ORGAS b LT 5 v —7 &Y
FOOBEITBRIBE DD I EMNIEN, FLTAVF EOBGESHER LI EICE S0
fhid, BANKIC LS NE , WO RRBIRIEEA L TEIS | BSFhE s
3,

The sun grew stronger. . . . He lay bare-headed looking out to sea.
The sun was burning deeper into his face and head.

“I feel as if it were burning into me,” thought Siegmund ab-
stractedly. “It is certainly consuming some part of me. Perhaps it is
making me ill.”—-Meanwhile, perversely, he gave his face and his hot
black hair to the sun (147).

KB OECEYEN [Bh D], T&RE] 2R, BETHhTATELEAL
BRAINCIE-TS, ¥y=2 6y FIBHE LES LAY, 0¥ FVORE
IKECE - THn T TESE ) (sunstroke) K -TWIEEZHBOD
TH5(180),

=LY P OLOXDIABRICHT AMEL, BEKEORENIRE, 4
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BHhLFEEEROAENLEARELZRBBR UL E2BRT S0, ToRBHC,
BOBICREOERT [HE ] ZHRLTVBTEAREBLTLAS(“T want
to be bitten by the sunshine, "), ZLTZDEERZBO~VFIZHd
BEE LA —IIT 5, TTIRLLIIC, ~vF Ey—7 6y F OHESEBITR
B, B MR ELTCZOEA2BT AL 0 -TEDRDTHSE, £LT
ZOHE, BEEOERLZEHEELN TN S, IKbhhbbd, HIHTOR
KORKEMB>TET, ~UFAELTELNE THMADERICEIL LE S &
L, k07 54% 97 ZDBEICHEVT, £2HLEBE~NFIKERZZ LI -
TZOWRAEEEORTCHERLICOTH » 120

UL LEDREMNY — 7 LY MCHED THE ] #8759 bOTRINT &ET
TIRILBOTH S, B, TORBIIEORKIZE » T —RI7L A B S B
DEDTH 1o Whs [KNEBE] OV 4 ¥ avEREEHIC, FEORES S
RERONTVAREEN, TOELEREE LT3, Bb&E-EdC] &
BL UKD ONVFOBELT, BE—ABLEDSS L, HHHBICED, 15
B, [BoBME- - -FEAREBEEXEXE LT ] EBOTHS,

“It certainly feels rather deathly,” said Siegmund to himself. He
remembered distinctly, when he was a child and had diphtheria, he
had stretched himself in the horrible sickness which he felt was,—and
here he chose the French word—*“I’agonie.” But his mother had seen
and had cried aloud, which suddenly caused him to struggle with all
his soul to spare her suffering.

“Certainly it is like that,” he said. “Certainly it is rather deathly.
I wonder how it is (105).”

STy =5y MEHOEORIEBOHLTH S DREEICEZ 2 b
DI, BNV F I TRONEER] 04 A - PR RECEAZERTHTED
BACHLNWY, ZhIO G OBATHO CEELERL bHOOIL, [BRL
TOCBEAEE B TR DIS, BICHEILIE > TREZE LDV LD I0HE
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Fotol EWVWDI—XThb, HATHRUHRRCNE L LEEMOLT, TOE
BA~LF EOBRICHTEIDTHERRTL, ~vFraELdRbinis, v—
7V P ECORENIBECRAZMEL, 248 - Tl TEEOHE] L
LEDELAREVIBTHABVES I, ROWHBELTERBRIEZEEDLN
i, Y= LY FOLOBREICEEADOER (mother fixation) 28 T
W &R EOBIAIIR LTV A LEEITILHDTEOTHLI,

V=7 hY MEES SICRE RS, B0 TBRCE S CENOHRDOhE S
¥ k-T2 J(For long hours he had been wandering in another
- a glamorous, primordial world, 106) & LICHBEWES, It
B FORMLOMRICEAA - T EABURTERER, LBEAELEN
PoTHNESICEDN S, UK, < OHFRICHES LT ORKIZETSEHY
AR B, WO —HTI5EN S > THH T, M RADBANTHEE
HBDTH 5B, v—7 ¥ FPOLUTOEER, ~vF LOBOHBTEICKENT,
DEARAODEMBEL L EAZFTBRLTHNE XD ICEDN 3,

“Surely,” he told himself, “I have drunk life toe hot, and it has hurt
my cup. My soul seems to leak out—I am half here—half gone away.
That’s why I understand the trees and the night so painfully (106).”

— (EMENA XIICEZE Ok, ¥v—J oy vt eding T
WEAR] EBOKTHY ARBLUICERICMIIS IV,

Y=g nv MEEORE, HES 98 | (Doppelginger) &L HBLE
3 (118) T DT 44 Y VPN Ty YICHie > DIEH, TOABIEY —
Fuv F ORERFL [BR3 ) (leak) &0 5 WA M - THIELI#, KO
£ RN B,
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“The best sort of women-—the most interesting—are the worst for
us,” Hampson resumed. “By instinct they aim at suppressing the
gross and animal in us. Then they are supersensitive—refined a bit
beyond humanity. We who are as little gross as need be, become
their instruments. . . . She can’t live without us, but she destroys us.
These deep, interesting women don’t want us: they want the flowers
of the spirit they can gather of us. We, as natural men, are more or
less degrading to them and to their love of us. Therefore they
destroy the natural man in us—that is, us altogether (112).”
ZONYTYVDEREL Y =T AV P EANVFOBEAMMTLIBDT, O
EROT =V 2EENIOARICELETNB LB EE S D, The
White Peacock OHRBETF T nwOBALER, TOEELBEHICZIAND
PHZEODIING I BA YT Y VISR, b ol B LT ply =7 b
b TBRE ] AEKECRE TME] LU, OLTiky—7 s t2 Tl s¢
TLED, 2E0WE~VFOHBBILE-TLEIDNLTHSE, LLLTTIC
Ric#®Y, v—7avr BAVHOCORKEBR> TNV FHBHFACELL LD
ELURMEMNSEEITETEL L, ®-T, ~V IR TE T
VY ORISR, NV FHBIEOVTHEHEDICOHEETHS L Ebdis s
7S, EOBIAIIE, TRWIZEIKEABLTEABZRIC LI >TEHER
EORMAEZER LI END, Y= AV FEHEOLOREICHE - TV EERIC
DOTORBIEIEEIRIIEL TS DTH 5,
NYTY)YDEEORTIVERBEZBSDIE, LOBIBLOS, —F MRS
BO#E | (vivid soul -experience) IZ9 5 [WiF4SiC>dhid, Fh
BLULTREETIENTENRLNE ] LT, 62N TEESELCEHRE
AU S ] M SDOT, READ [HlRER ] (tissue ) ixZ DlediclBNTRS
NBTEIXRD, LV —0 Ay PCEBELTWAESTHAS (111),
LirLy—7 aY bE, SO [95] OBEC b bET, EbIBERNC
[RARBOBE | A ROHT, TOBR, BRLILE, BICE->TEFDK
P& LTOAL F I EAETRE BIBUOEEIE-T LE S,
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He had Helena in his arms, which was sweet company, but in spirit
he was quite alone. She would have drawn him back to her, and on
her woman’s breast have hidden him from fate, and saved him from
searching the unknown. But this night he did not want comfort. If

he were ‘an infant crying in the night,’ it was crying that a woman
could not still (128).

S S LY MO bR FAELTTA b B LB T ol &
BMETHEINS SO, WEALVFBEITHEE >, [H] OB
BRODPATLE-TWBEDTHS, KIBEHBOHDH, v —7 4 MIEICE
ZRTCOEOMVEHACE > TELNEORELART DI TOB LIRS
(Siegmund had never recognized before the affection that
existed between him and everything. 134), #LTC [ TE DEE X
ZEDWNEBOBBTHROTNE I B, TT~LFRELL .- 2 THHBERNT,
DUV OBEEDO RIS AD AARDIE ) | EMEEL, 1B SR LICRBR
OANLABUHEN 2, COBTOMERFIOR UBFOME L WBARLTNS
N, By =27 s v ip TAR] 2EPOERICATOS T ECER LB
B, BEAVFHBRE2OEFRL LD RDEE RS FTICBDOASICE »
TWBDTH B,

Ly =26y b TEEOE ], R, T/ TLE . Bokh
CH U ENT, BB T (elbow) £ 52 TLE > DTH 5. [ELL
HHEAEEAVEN] MESEH ORI EMMECLNT, Bt TR k]
(the joy and magic) #DEZD &9 20, ML LM -THD EFHOK
Fiz—2 LT, B M948 ] (illusion )& RTWE.O B & A #UE 19
RS Ehb,

“Surely,” said Siegmund, “they take no notice of me; they do not
care a jot or a tittle for me. I am a fool to think myself one of
them.”
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He contrasted this with the kindness of the morning as he had
stood on the cliffs.
“I was mistaken,” he said. “It was an illusion (136).”

Y= LY MITITYHT, BB EHERD [EARNELE] £330
LTOHDTHD, L LAYT Y yOFESED, Bondgo MREs] 2iF
EAERBVROENTLE - Td, #Ix T8R#] LECORKAERT, &L
W ERUBY, AICERNLEKOICAT - KBS OBERICHEI b -TAT S,
HIIPRDOL IICEBT S LK DTH 5,

“Well,” he said, “if I am nothing dead I am nothing alive.” (137)

<>

DR, KRB OHY—7aY MPIARCES BETKST 5] ICHT 3R
BICOWT, TLlEBBEEDOTEY L0 b, oY ¥ Y OBORENSTA b
BLMCED CEENICHE SN TVAZ LDOERICONT, 350,
BHOELBRECBET A0 LY AHEBAEFMC LIzt S - /15—y
{Cecil Byrne)& ) AOBEEITHNTE, W 2B U IANXWENIE
INTNS, Ll -sldby—ny b +0BOBEAIMTTE L
ICRREER - 1o OMFSIL DK S TR ONWEUIE L BRI,

The Trespasser (3Wemic, Aie LTEBIEEIZEANLL, IRFE, o
VY RDERROWTE The Lost Girl (1920) i B BB SN T 7248
RCHBe UL OMSNS The White Peacock s Sonms and Lovers
ORICAE TS L, PRl EHBICHEEREES b, L0 bI, v—
TLY PO TARNEEE] ~OBREROERIL, RIET oL Y ANEEFEDD
BELEFOMBABMOEFE >TWAIATIL, BEESRTITTHOIT TN,
DUY RPNV T YV E0D B ORRELBEIE, ZOF -~ 2B L &
HELLHMRLNE 120, HATEDHRICHVTHNT BT, gLy s
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The Trespasser (00T [EOBED | 2550l Lick B0, v—7
LY FDXF 4 T AMMEEE LTO L LB EDN B,
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It spends its passions upon itself. Helena was something like the

sea, self-sufficient and careless of the rest.” The Trespasser, p. 76
BLUP. 53.

=AY MEBRERENE LA MAE RoHENE, ROLHICHET IH,
ZRUEAVT OTBH & LTOFEIC L » THITE ¥ 5 NI ilO B 053
BZERLEOINEHODTH 5,

‘“I am at my best, at my strongest,” he said proudly to himself.
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oy 23 T mERONE )b 2 B TR ERBE O SR % %
WUEWS, BREMNGEBEEIFARRILEIVITOLDTHS EHH
BORBERDEDIIRNTIS,
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‘“l mean . ..that after all, the great mass of life that washes
unidentified, and that we call death, creeps through the blue
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OEIFE,P EN L I RBEOREEL LTS LD THS A, &b
HEMBEDO AT HB 1odil, FEI ZOBMIRNICHLEIIT
LEWEIWLIL S, 1EBENNVT Y VABB SISO IERKOBERE LD
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TEEPOM-TVSE L, Ffc C S~ VEIESICEBNIEEL R L
TWAAT, ZOITREE LT B EBS,
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