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Abstract

Franz K. Stanzel regards “Mittelbarkeit” (the medium being in the story) as the most
important idea in his theory of the novel, and so separates definitely the narrator who is
given the personal independency from the writer of the novel.

In this thesis, we're going to clarify the narrative structure of D. H. Lawrence’s
Women in Love by means of Stanzel's “Die typischen Erzihlsituationen” (the typical
narrative situations) which consist of the standard of the novel’s narrative structure.

As the result of studying Chapter 1, 14, 30, each of which seems to play an impor-
tant part in the development of the plot as well as the theme, we can point out that there
is a wide distribution of dialogue scenes and the scenes reflected by represented speech
throughout three chapters. It may be concluded that a lot of dialogue scenes indicate the
narrator’s withdrawal in the fiction world. Besides, we, readers, are able to see directly
through the character’s consciousness reflected by means of represented speech without
the medium being.
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This narrative structure, in which the narrative situation produced by the narrator
and characters and one reflected by the charaters themselves are mingled each other,
shows effectively “the presentation of various phases of the characters’ consciousness” in
Women in Love.
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Ursula and Gudrun Brangwen sat one morning in the window-bay of their father’s house
in Beldover, working and talking. Ursula was stitching a piece of brightly-coloured embroid-
ery, and Gudrun was drawing upon a board which she held on her knee. They were mostly
silent, talking as their thoughts strayed through their minds.

‘Ursula,” said Gudrun, ‘don’t you 7eally want to get married? Ursula laid her embroidery
in her lap and looked up. Her face was calm and considerate.

‘I don’t know,” she replied. ‘It depends how you mean.’

Gudrun was slightly taken aback. She watched her sister for some moments.

‘Well,” she said, ironically, ‘it usually means one thing! But don’t you think, anyhow,
you'd be-’ she darkened slightly- ‘in a better position than you are in now.’

A shadow came over Ursula’s face.

‘T might’ she said. ‘But I'm not sure.’

Again Gudrun paused, slightly irritated. She wanted to be quite definite.

‘You don’t think one needs the experience of having been married?’ she asked.

‘Do you think it need be an experience?’ replied Ursula.

‘Bound to be, in some way or other,” said Gudrun, cooly. ‘Possibly undesirable, but bound
to be an experience of some sort.’

‘Not really,’ said Ursula. ‘More likely to be the end of experience.’

Gudrun sat very still, to attend to this. (p.7)
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(1) If only Birkin would form a close and abiding connexion with her, she would be safe dur-

ing this fretful voyage of life. He could make her sound and triumphant, triumphant over the

very angels of heaven. If only he would do it! But she was tortured with fear, with mis-

givings. She made berself beautiful, she strove so hard to come to that degree of beauty and
advantage, when he should be convinced. But always there was a deficiency.

(2) He was perverse too. He fought her off, he always fought her off. The more she strove to
bring him to her, the more he battled her back. And they had been lovers now, for years. Oh,
it was so wearying, so aching; she was so tired. But still she believed in herself. She knew he
was trying to leave her. She knew he was trying to break away from her finally, to be free.

But still she believed in her strength to keep him, she believed in her own higher knowledge.
His own knowledge was high, she was the central touchstone of truth. She only needed his
conjunction with her. .

(3) And this, this conjunction with her, which was his highest fulfilment also, with the per-
verseness of a wilful child he wanted to deny. With the wilfulness of an obstinate child, he
wanted to break the holy connexion that was between them.

(4) He would be at this wedding; he was to be groom’s man. He would be in the church, wait-

ing. He would know when she came. She shuddered with nervous apprehension and desire as
she went through the church-door. He would be there, surely he would see how beautiful her

dress was, surely he would see how she had made herself beautiful for him. He would under-

stand, he would be able to see how she was made for him, the first, how she was, for him, the
highest. Surely at last he would be able to accept his highest fate, he would not deny her.

(5) In a little convulsion of too-tired yearning, she entered the church and looked slowly
along her cheeks for him, her slender body convulsed with agitation. As best man, he would
be standing beside the altar. She looked slowly, deferring in her certainty.

(6) And then, he was not there. A terrible storm came over her, as if she were drowning. She
was possessed by a devastating hopelessness. And she approached mechanically to the altar.
Never had she known such a pang of utter and final hopelessness. It was beyond death, so
utterly null, desert. (pp.18—19)
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(1) And no bridegroom had arrived! It was intolerable for her. Ursula, her heart strained

with anxiety, was watching the hill beyond; the white, descending road, that should give sight
of him. There was a carriage. It was running. It had just come into sight. Yes, it was he.
Ursula turned towards the bride and the people, and, from her place of vantage, gave an in-
articulate cry. She wanted to warn that he was coming. But her cry was inarticulate and in-
audible, and she flushed deeply, between her desire and her wincing confusion. (p.120)

(2) Outside, Gudrun and Ursula listened for their father’s playing the organ. He would enjoy
playing a wedding march. Now the married pair were coming! The bells were ringing, making

the air shake. Ursula wondered if the trees and the flowers could feel the vibration, and what
they thought of it, this strange motion in the air. (p.24)
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(1) ‘Look at the young couple in front,” said Gudrun calmly. Ursula looked at her mother and
father, and was suddenly seized with uncontrollable laughter. The two girls stood in the road
and laughed till the tears ran down their faces, as they caught sight again of the shy, un-
worldly couple of their parents going on ahead.

‘We are roaring at you, mother,’ called Ursula, helplessly following after her parents.

Mrs Brangwen turned round with a slightly puzzled exasperated look. ‘Oh indeed!” she
said. ‘What is there so very funny about me, I should like to know?

She could not understand that there could be anything amiss with her appearance. She
had a perfect calm sufficiency, an easy indifference to any criticism whatsoever, as if she
were beyond it. Her clothes were always rather odd, and as a rule slip-shod, yet she wore
them with a perfect ease and satisfaction. Whatever she had on, so long as she was barely
tidy, she was right, beyond remark; such an aristocrat she was by instinct.

‘You look so stately, like a country Baroness,” said Ursula, laughing with a little tender-
ness at her mother’s naive puzzled air.

just like a country Baroness!' chimed in Gudrun. Now the mother’s natural hauteur be-
came self-conscious, and the girls shrieked again.

‘Go home, you pair of idiots, great giggling idiots!’ cried the father inflamed with irrita-
tion.

‘Mm-m-er!” booed Ursula, pulling a face at his crossness.

The yellow lights danced in his eyes, he leaned forward in real rage.

‘Don’t be so silly as to take any notice of the great gabies,” said Mrs Brangwen, turning
on her way.

Tl see if I'm going to be followed by a pair of giggling, yelling jackanapes-' he cried
vengefully.

The girls stood still, laughing helplessly at his fury, upon the path beside the hedge.

‘Why you're as silly as they are, to take any notice,” said Mrs Brangwen also becoming
angry now he was really enraged.

‘There are some people coming, father,” cried Ursula, with mocking warning. He glanced
round quickly, and went on to join his wife, walking stiff with rage. And the girls followed.
weak with laughter. (pp.174—175)
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(2) The waiters from on board ran out to the boat-house with baskets, the captain lounged
on the little bridge. Seeing all safe, Gerald came to Gudrun and Ursula.

‘You wouldon't care to go on board for the next trip, and have tea there?’ he asked.

‘No, thanks,” said Gudrun coldly.

‘You don’t care for the water?’

‘For the water? Yes, I like it very much.’

He looked at her, his eyes searching.

‘You don’t care for going on a launch, then?’

She was slow in answering, and then she spoke slowly.

‘No, she said. ‘I can’t say that I do.” Her colour was high, she seemed angry about some-
thing.

‘Un peu trop do monde,” said Ursula, explaining.

‘Eh? Trop de monde!” He laughed shortly. ‘Yes, there’s a fair number of’em.’

Gudrun turned on him brilliantly.

‘Have you ever been from Westminster Bridge to Richmond on one of the Thames steam-
ers? she cried.

‘No,” he said. ‘I can’t sav I have.

‘Well, it’s one of the most vile experiences I've ever had.’ She spoke rapidly and excited-
ly, the colour high in her cheeks. ‘There was absolutely nowhere to sit down, nowhere, a man
just above sang “Rocked in the Cradle of the Deep” the wbole way; he was blind and he had a
small organ, one of those portable organs, and he expected money; so you can imagine what
that was like; there came a constant smell of luncheon from below, and puffs of hot oily
machinery; the journey took hours and hours and hours; and for miles, literally for miles.,
dreadful boys ran with us on the shore, in that awful Thames mud, going in up to the waist-
they had their trousers turned back, and they went up to their hips in that indescribable
Thames mud, their faces always turned to us, and screaming, exactly like carrion creatures,
screaming “Ere y’are sir, ’ere y'are sir, ‘ere y’are sir”, exactly like some foul carrion objects,
perfectly obscene; and paterfamilias on board, laughing when the boys went right down in
that awful mud, occasionally throwing them a ha’ penny. And if you'd seen the intent look on
the faces of these boys, and the way they darted in the filth when a coin was flung—really, no
vulture or jackal could dream of approaching them, for foulness. I never would go on a plea-
sure boat again—never.’

Gerald watched her all the time she spoke, his eyes glittering with faint rousedness. It
was not so much what she said; it was she herself who roused him, roused him with a small,
vivid pricking. (pp.179—180)
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(3) They found Birkin and Ursula sitting together by the boats, talking and laughlng. Birkin
had been teasing Ursula.

‘Do you smell this little marsh? he said, sniffing the air. He was very sensitive to scents,
and quick in understanding them. ...... '

‘It seethes and seethes, a river of darkness.’ he said, ‘putting forth little and snakes, and

the ignis fatuus, and rolling all the time onward. That's what we never take into account-that
it rolls onwards.’
‘What does?’

‘The other river, the black river. We always consider the silver river of life, rolling on

and quickening all the world to a brightness, on and on to heaven, flowing into a bright eter-

nal sea, a heaven of angels thronging. But the other is our real reality-’

‘But what other? I don’t see any other,’” said Ursula.

‘It is your reality, nevertheless, he said; ‘that dark river of dissoiution. You see it rolls in

us just as the other rolls—the black river of corruption. And our flowers are of this—our

sea-born Aphrodite, all our white phoresphorescent flowers of sensuous perfection, all our
reality nowadays.’

‘You mean that Aphrodite is really deathly?” asked Ursula.

‘I mean she is the flowering mystery of the death-process, yes,’ he replied. ‘When the
stream of synthetic creation lapses, we find ourselves part of the inverse process, the blood of

destructive creation. Aphrodite is born in the first spasm of universal dissolution—then the

snakes and swans and lotus-marsh-flowers-and Gudrun and Gerald—born in the process of

destructive creation.’

‘And you and me—?’ she asked.

‘Probably,” he replied. ‘In part, certainly. Whether we are that, in toto, I don’t yet know.’

‘You mean we are flowers of dissolution-fleurs du mal? 1 don’t feel as if I were’ she pro-
tested.

He was silent for a time.

‘I don't feel as if we were, altogether,” he replied. ‘Some people are pure flowers of dark

corruption—lilies. But there ought to be some roses, warm and flamy. You know Herakleitos
says “a dry soul is best”. I know so well what that means. Do you?’

‘T'm not sure,” Ursula replied. ‘But what if people are all flowers of dissolution—when
they're flowers at all—what difference does it make?’

‘No difference-and all the difference. Dissolution rolls on, just as production does,’ he
said. ‘It is a progressive process—and it ends in universal nothing-the end of the world, if
you like, But why isn’t the end ofthe world as good as the beginning?’

‘T suppose it isn’t,’ said Ursula, rather angry.

‘Oh yes, ultimately,” he said. ‘It mean a new cycle of creation after —but not for us. If it is

the end, then we are of the end —fleurs du mal, if you like. If we are fleurs du mal, we are not
roses of happiness, and there you are.’
‘But I think I am,’ said Ursula. ‘I think I am a rose of happiness.’ (pp.192—193)

Z @ Birkin I2 X o TSN L TREB DA DI ‘the silver river of life’ & BV g
‘the black river of corruption’ i&, ¥IFED 57—~ THE#E) OEW® %2 XA T key word Th 5,

EHOFE, EHLTH

FBORTLOLRVID2D00MA&%, Birkin & Ursula DXFEEIZW 2
THFREEHOTLES, Lid, ZOBETONEE, $H11E An Island 1B 5 T

&=




Women in Love DYIEREE 53

EHLEOABBERIETEY, BRROERTHLRLELIIRER — (p14]) HI13E
Mino’ (28135 TBELOBICALNLZEBYSEEIR, ETE%L, AIEOEATH- T,
VDEDDEMBOEENT v 2% MR THEI1C, N3l oERIChIEE2HTIFH I LI
oTizU®»T, BHICENS, (pp.169—170)12 & v 5 72—E D Birkin & Ursula & OxFEED
MTORFELRR L LTHINZTRE 2 OR, 25 TriThiE, ZodEREco, "iE
Kbt LEEGOTADOILIIVOLEZTVDHAL, ZRIEEHALONF, REDE
LT, ZATHIAODITRAs, HRICERYG L2, REOHAIZL )2 I TN TRRIIIE
DPLVWKEDEICHNAD AL LWV 2L XS, ZHAEBS L LAZTRONRZNTHS ),
HE, /OB T Birkin [CHEEZ/R L2055 Ursula TE XEDE X FH R ED B BIE
RERZBDTHD, TOXH)IHRL TG OBKR— ThRIEROBERIIBIIAMED
bDOTRL, NEOEBERBOFERVWE ZHIIECRENZEGOWUANFET LT LATH A
— %, EEOEVFIEEFECHEBIAILELEWVT, ERPAWICESYE, Aot
RIHEE2IDESITEI 45, Lad, Th CoOMNESEEMEEDITT, FHEENICE
BETWEVWIBENZEREZLOHET, 7—vOERBAICSELLVWEREEZEZONDD
Th5b,

Kz, TER AW L 2WEE D R, 2 EAETHEEES, Gudrun OFHERS L
HEBEICHWORTWAZ LB RFELTIERB TV,

(4) Then he clambered into the boat. Oh, and the beauty of the subjection of his loins, white
and dimly luminous as he climbed over the side of the boat, made her want to die, to die. The
beauty of his dim and luminous loins as he climbed into the boat, his back rounded and soft-

ah, this was too much for her, too final a vision. She know it, and it was fatal. The terrible

hopelessness of fate, and of beauty, such beauty! (p.203)
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(1) HoC@ERLE - T Gerald

A strange rent had been torn in him; like a victim that is torn open and given to the
heavens, so he had been torn apart and given to Gudrun. How should he close again? This

wound, this strange, infinitely —sensitive opening of his soul, where he was exposed, like an

open flower, to all the universe, and in which he was given to his complement, the other, the

unknown, this wound, this disclosure, this unfolding of his own covering, leaving him incom-

plete, limited, unfinished, like an open flower under the sky, this was his cruellest joy. Why

then should he forgo it? Why should he close up and become impervious, immune, like a par-

tial thing in a sheath, when he had broken forth, like a seed that has germinated, to issue

forth in being, embracing the unrealized heavens.

He would keep the unfinished bliss of his own yearing even though the torture she in-
flicted upon him. A strange obstinacy possessed him. He would not go away from her whatev-

er she said or did. (pp.501—502) (FHFEHEERE, UTHEL)

(2) LATWL HBFITHME E 72 A Gudrun 23X 5 Gerald O HEMERK

To her it was so beautiful, it was delirium, she wanted to gather the glowing, eternal
peaks to her breast, and die. He saw them, saw they were beautiful. But there arose no cla-
mour in his breast, only a bitterness that was visionary in itself. He wished the peaks were
grey and unbeautiful, so that she should not get her support from them. Why did she betray

the two of them so terribly, in embracing the glow of the evening? Why did she leave him
standing there, with the icewind blowing though his heart, like death, to gratify herself among
the rosy snow-tips?

‘What does the twilight matter?’ he said. ‘Why do you grovel before it? Is it so important
to you?

She winced in violation and in fury. (pp.502—503)
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How should Gerald hope to satisfy a woman of Gudrun’s calibre? Did he think that pride

or masterful will or physical $trength would help him? Loerke know a secret beyond these

things. The greatest power is the one that is subtle and adjusts itself, not one which blindly
attacks. And he, Loerke, had understanding where Gerald was a calf. He, Loerke, could pene-
trate into depths far out of Gerald’s knowledge. Gerald was left behind like a postulant in the
ante-room of this temple of mysteries, this woman. But he, Loerke, could he not penetrate into

the inner darkness, find the spriit of the woman in its inner recess, and wrestle with it there,

the central serpent that is coiled at the core of life?

What was it, after all, that a woman wanted? Was it mere social effect, fulfilment of

ambition in the social world, in the community of mankind? Was it even a union in love and

goodness? Did she want ‘goodness’? Who but a fool would accept this of Gudrun? This was

but the street view of her wants. Cross the threshold, and you found her completely, com-

pletely cynical about the social world at its advantages. Once inside the house of the soul, and

there was a pungent atmosphere of corrosion, an inflamed darkness of sensation, and a vivid,
subtle, critical consciousness. that saw the world distorted, horrific.

What then, what next? Was it sheer blind force of passion that would satisfy her now?

Not this, but the subtle thrills of extreme sensation in reduction. It was an unbroken will
reacting against her unbroken will in a myriad subtle thrills of reduction, the last subtle acti-
vities of analysis and breaking down, carried out in the darkness of her, whilst the outside

from, the individual, was utterly unchanged, even sentimental in its poses. (pp.507—508)
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% Gudrun D2

The thought of the mechanical succession of day following day, day following day, ad in-
finitum, was one of the things that made her heart palpitate with a real approach of madness.
The terrible bondage of this tick-tack of time, this twitching of the hands of the clock, this
eternal repetition of hours and days—oh God, it was too awful to contemplate. And there was

no escape from it, no escape.

She almost wished Gerald were with her to save her from the terror of her own thoughts.
Oh, how she suffered, lying there alone, confronted by the terrible clock, with its eternal tick-
tack. All life, all life resolved itself into this : tick-tack, tick-tack, tick-tack; then the striking
of the hour; then the tick-tack, tick-tack, and the twitching of the clock -fingers.

Gerald could not save her from it. He, his body, his motion, his life-it was the same tick-
ing, the same twitching across the dial, a horrible mechanical twitching forward over the face
of the hours. What were his kisses, his embraces. She could hear their tick-tack, tick-tack.

Ha-ha-she laughed to herself, so frightened that she was trying to laugh it off —ha ha,

how maddening it was, to be sure, to be sure! ......

Oh, why wasn't somebody kind to her? Why wasn’t there somebody who would take her

in their arms, and hold her to their breast, and give her rest, pure, deep, healing rest. Oh,

why wasn’t there somebody to take her in arms and fold her safe and perfect, for sleep. She

wanted so much this perfect enfolded sleep. She lay always so unsheathed in sleep. She would
lie a always unsheathed in sleep, unrelieved, unsaved. Oh, how could she bear it, this endless

unrelief, this eternal unrelief.
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Gerald! Could he fold her in his arms and sheathe her in sleep? Ha! He needed putting to
sleep himself —poor Gerald. That was all he needed. What did he do, he made the burden for

her greater, the burden of her sleep was the more intolerable, when he was there. He was an
added weariness upon her unripening nights, her unfruitful slumbers. Perhaps he got some
repose from her. Perhaps he did. Perhaps this was what he was always dogging her for, like a
child that is famished, crying for the breast. Perhaps this was the secret of his passion, his
for ever unquenched desire for her —that he needed her to put him to sleep, to give him re-
pose.

What then! Was she his mother? Had she asked for a child, whom she must nurse
through the nights, for her lover. She despised him, she despised him, she hardened her heart.
An infant crying in the night, this Don Juan.

QOoh, but how she hated the infant crying in the night. She would murder it gladly. She
would stifle it and bury it, as Hetty Sorrell did. No doubt Hetty Sorrell’s infant cried in the
night—no doubt Arthur Donnithorne’s infant would. Ha—the Arthur Donnithornes, the

Geralds of this would. So manly by day, yet all the while, such a crying of infants in the

night. Let them turn into mechanisms, let them. Let them become instruments, pure machines,

pure wills, that work like clock-work, in perpetual repetition. Let them be this, let them be

taken up entirely in their work, let them be perfect parts of a great machine, having a slum-

ber of constant repetition. Let Gerald manage his firm. There he would be satisfied, as satis-

fied as a wheel-barrow that goes backwards and forwards along a plank all day—she had
seen it. (pp.522—523)

EDAU—TEHERET, FBICW < Gerald DNE

He slithered down a sheer snow slope. That frightened him. He had no alpenstock, no-
thing. But having come safely to rest, he began to walk on in the illuminated darkness. It was
as cold as sleep. He was between two ridges in a hollow. So he swerved. Should he climb the

other ridge or wander along the hollow? How frail the thread of his being was stretched! He

would perhaps climb the ridge. The snow was firm and simple. He went along. There was
something standing out of the snow. He approached with dimmest curiosity. ......

Yet why be afraid? It was bound to happen. To be murdered! He looked round in terror
at the snow, the rocking, pale, shadowy slopes of the upper world. He was bound to be mur-
dered, he could see it. This was the moment when the death was uplifted, and there was no

escape.

Lord Jesus, was it then bound to be—Lord Jesus! He could feel the blow descending, he
knew he was murdered. Vaguely wandering forward, his hands lifted as if to feel what would
happen, he was waiting for the moment when he would stop, then it would cease. It was not
over vet. (pp.532—533)
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