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o L > ADIRKITRL Etruscan  Places (1932) ®HUZ “the little bronze
ship of death that should bear him over to the other world” (17) ®—
Hinsd s, 19274 H 6 H2» 6 6 HICbIz o TRAD TN =AY —L Lt}
WKZMVY 7OHEDS D 2L X, HOHICEZ > 70y XEO
WOWTHNIZERT TH %, HHEEFLDIRNELHMATOL ZD/hakx7Tar
AHORDA A—=VE, BZOL ZORBIHZ S 2 e HEDLOHFITHEK- T
DTH»5. ZLT, Z0hro 288, KOROPEIZ LR, —HFOFL
o THE LT,

Wi, L A3 b)) 7 ADSEAR, LaTHRRBROMIFITH T 5%
ZACE PN, ZICHEOEEFEEREbE TV, L2 iEFz vy
T VIR E xR, EEOBEICHI» LT 5 ERTOE 2 R EH O
OO T2 HICL, FEEE LD ICLBESNTOLEREROFH
FHRLHOREY OMAR D Z L ICBnzEizdE, T LY 7 AICE->TIHIE “a
pleasant continuance of life” (19) T&H Y “a natural continuance of the
fullness of life” (19) 72 &fEDOHWCIZM 57z, £/ “. .. the life on earth
was so good, the life below could but be a continuance of it” (Etruscan
Places 46) EbF-oTWb 206, HEESLLT, HHTOUDU EL
7o DY, BHEIE» Y 2RO MANEZD E N TH WD, EF 272D
TH 5.

RN =X D10k 7 ¥ 3 v iZhrh, 107/71 ks “The Ship of
Death” &, ZOHEICEINL L IPEPLLIVELO6NLDIE, v
VAR bV ) TRVRSEEBISRE HEL, B0 E 2T IS
FLEro b, ZO b)) THRRBROHREICH S 2FE 5 2 & T
Bo@RECTuZron2b Lk,
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L. e EHEANDRRE]

7y aryIEROEICIODAY I THEE & h, KOBEEDLE T
BE->Tn5,

Now it is autumn and the falling fruit

and the long journey towards oblivion.

The apples falling like great drops of dew

to bruise themselves an exit from themselves.

And it is time to go, to bid farewell
to one’s own self, and find an exit

from the fallen self. (The Complete Poems 716)

Z 2T “autumn”, “falling”, “journey”, “oblivion”, “farewell” 7%
Exbril, MOA A=Y 5 NEDK, S512aL Y ADFHDO TN EF
HEBLTOL LB AGTHL, bHLbAANDODTEEDH-7-THS
L, ZUDREPANEDOREEELCTWL E W) X HL I EDHHETH
5, 12, Fo & 2 IX19THICE NIz v 24 “The Reality of Peace” ®
D “the wintry glory of tragical experience to surmount and surpass”
(Phoenix 675) &) BHEEIE ST, ZIWHERAGDLETAHZEZITTH, &K
ANDBARZNZT TR b5,

F1AY Y 1IITHOD “falling fruit” ZREOEORETL H 223, &
L2aL y ZAOHIME S TO AL & > Bt 22 R8T 260 &
EZTHEnThHsH, BRIzl bt nwiz e, b
I TITERAL T2 DI, ZREFHL LS LidLawy, b2 WIEfTHL
2B ZENNTEROTVE WS, ZOREBERBLI-LDE DBV
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%, 22T “apples falling” 22563 SIKEWEPEDIE, vb > ArER
Women in Love (1920) O TNR—F L ICEESHTWELEETH L. 77—
v a2 7h, AR “walking flower” (140) ThNIZw\v, EFH &, N—
FUIFZEOBIECERT L DD, FEBEIWIZHAANIZ “apples of Sodom”
(126) 1T EHnEFH., i

... they won’t fall off the tree when they’re ripe. They hang on to
their old positions when the position is overpast, till they become

infested with little worms and dry-rot. (126)

ThHorM57 LS, “apples falling” &, %X —F>OEEHTa—
Ebnz Ly, BIMMARRL L ZANTOTHLAHLRZZ L, HELHE
EZICHZ 2 H9HIFZOWENIZHE TR L ZRIKICHT B Twb D72, &
3% FE VI NN —F O FERICH LT, BEZERLC LS Z20HH%
12T RET =27 \DEZTHS, BUCAIL, T TITHIEALIZDICW
DETHoTHIARPLEL LI ELEV) YIDLIRHDT, HBRIZTY
bW T, BIFFORTETroUTLESI DL %)?%2). T—= a7k
S5TELZDEEZIENDICRETNH 2505, Dl ey —Fro0F
DuvrA0HIE, BRANBZERIICH > Tw L0 L L B> Tn
72ITEN R,

W2 A8 Y 2/TH®D “bruise themselves to exit from themselves” (3
VI TR H% S, RAPEINLTH 2 S 7RI THEFT 2
ARA=YEHEREDELIENTES, ZRIFED b RBET, Ate
HEOFRHETLH S, 20, ANEHLZOHCEEREZBEL, Z2I»5H T
HMTH L BHEDEEZRD L, LWwIDKE, ZNREE3AY ¥ T “bid
farewell / to one’s own self” &, ZNE TOHEBB O Z S 2L,
“fallen self” 2 F D KHIc#E S - Z D EHED & Ol 2 W& 5 FHE»
5LHRETE S,
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2. JEH DIk

tryvaviliy, 7y ary1DOE1AY % “the long journey
towards oblivion” 2% 7T, Z®D7z»IZ “Have you built your ship of
death” &5 W TlhiZ 5.

Have you built your ship of death, O have you?
O build your ship of death, for you will need it.

The grim frost is at hand, when the apples will fall

thick, almost thunderous, on the hardened earth.

And death is on the air like a smell of ashes!

Ah can’t you smell it?

And in the bruised body, the frightened soul
finds itself shrinking, wincing from the cold

that blows upon it through the orifices. (The Complete Poems 717)

RWCHEL TIN5 o TL 2FEKERERL, 2oLk
HHIFEER S &5 D72, “The grim frost is at hand” &, Z{EL T8
WCESTDHILWEDEERTH D, BOWLWIEORETHH S, T LTK
FELUTHEL oo KHNCiE, $2THEBZ L EA0EE0D LD ICREE R
VTTU5 LY EYYINEDB S &V, “the apples will fall thick,
almost thunderous” 2251, L DAV ENALEOKEMZ TV #ESL T
WL EWIA A=Y REFTRL, BN REE 2T TR E D
TWLA A=Y T 6 nEnre s,
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BB IRZ U TIRIDEL ) Y IPIE « [RRZEbE T AT
W2 b, “a smell of ashes” DFEEIZH VT “Ah can’t you smell it?”
EHDZDIE, PHENIHTOILORWEZHEND I I ELTWELEITHD
D, RHUZHED TIEREWVD ZEDNRYRBEAR I ERONIHETE 25,
19TV E5THH 5,

HF4AY Y TIE1{THT “the bruised body” & “the frightened soul”
P& NS, U TIERHNCH D & B TS, ZhE TRAIH 704
WENTOLETFRZDOKEERE,, EILCBUZ2Z2MBRINELINTH
%9, TZ7T “the bruised body” EEWHIEKD £ 0 Z{EOMHADORE L »
STV THAHI L, “the frightened soul” W EHITDBUZSF & NI
EoMFR» R IHEh, BUZEBZTWIBOIEThHS, &b THN:
VY IORRAOENOAD S IXHETER L S B WEAPREDIFTL S En
5. bBEAAWTWIUIIEOREBTH 5.

3. MO—RETHLDWZIEDDTII %L

7y a X, XLEfELs X951 “To be or not to be” TlhE %
ALy P OBTIDTI—TH 2 C L IEHHO R A, EAZRED b
BLAZITIE, bILIAY U H TTOHIC “quietus” &5 EEL 4 H
LHOLNT WS ZEICHEHIRETH S,

And can a man his own quietus make
with a bare bodkin?

With daggers, bodkins, bullets, man can make
a bruise or break of exit for his life ;

but is that a quietus, O tell me, is it quietus?

Surely not so! for how could murder, even self-murder
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ever a quietus make? (The Complete Poems T17)

ANZRID—22ETHS OfZ#i> I & T “quietus” 21825 I ENTE S
D55, LMD DN, TIE “quietus” LIERATHS I, £ion
VYRR ZDFEICED & D BEREAD TWDLDIES S, “quietus” 121
[LE®] OEMREFFRC [fBK] OBERbEENTWE, 2%, HHOD
TLWHRICL Ew &S L, BRENTHEL, FithbErzExs, tn)
[ |= [fRR] OZHEOEREZF > T3 EHZT0WTHL, &7

1 - 1IT, HrnErEs s 0 wHSTHNEZET, L0 %2
WEHEICWERSTWEDREN, RIO—RETCOWEMDOI LICEo>T
HOWHSICHINZE T2 2 ENTEX B0, FiekEmotn e ks 50%
HNHZIELZ ZENTEZDESINEMI TWEDE, 124, Homzk
DI LD EANDRBUIEFL L 22y, LRV RLIABRS, I3RS
BT “Surely not so!” ENZIADTVWEDIZ, HIZFERIZTVLEWVI D
TREVEWVWD ZERHERT27:0TH S, FKITERENHL T ﬁ??ﬁ &R
EHLTHEMZ D L1, AHLES 2DRFROREILZ LW,

ZTERBWEEN2DIZ, “The Reality of Peace” DI T, 7 4 —%°
IR VADHEHBRZEFNCET, ZNPRO—2EICL5bDTERVD
DD, ZOEIRBTIHATOL 2L, BFLHHEHKRZHE L%
ErREHHT IO DRAIEN 2 BRD 21T A TIERW I L ZBENICERTHS
—HiTh 5.

Sappho leaped off into the sea of death. But this is easy. Who dares
leap off from the old world into the inception of the new? . .. Who
dares to perish from the old static entity, lend himself to the un-
resolved wonder ? Who dares have done with his old self ? . . .

. Empedocles ostentatiously leaps into the crater of the volcano.

But a living man must leap away from himself into the much more



10

awful fires of creation. . ..
We must choose life, for life will never compel us. Sometimes we
have even no choice ; we have no alternative to death. Then, again,

life is with us. . . . (Phoenix 673)

SIHOE#ICH 5 “we have no alternative to death. Then, again, life
is with us.” IZWFA LRI TIEIH 225, F 312, FTEIBL TR L%
L TN 2B EnE I RREBICR-/e &, DFD, AMBLTLIHE
BT TR L, KWL TRAOKRIHZI Z 72 & &, ZHI3HR 238 TIE
IR WD Iz DIETH S L5 DI,

RDx 7 v aryIVTIE, “quiet” IZOWTEES S, EWIHIREUNIT THE
5.

O let us talk of quiet that we know,
that we can know, the deep and lovely quiet

of a strong heart at peace!
How can we this, our own quietus, make ? (The Complete Poems T17)

ZZTHbN TS “quiet” & “quietus” &£V ZODFELRIIEY [
EHROIEL Z 206 O] OFERTHON TV ZEDbnd, F158
1A% %D 31THTIE, “astrong heart” 23 P& s TEHL TIES L
HRICHENTOWRIRELZ S 75T H, ZOEED “a strong heart”
13 “The Reality of Peace” ®HT “sublimer courage” (Phoenix 671) &
A TES LD EHERTELTHS S, D% HRETSHATREL T,
HOoOBEEEHCFRCAR SN InFTOHOEHEZRAZ S b DICE
7213, “quiet” %\ IX “quietus” DIREEZER T 20D ERTHSL, T
EZDEHIFEI TRIEL DD, FEOREENLE VS,



D. H. vV > RAD [3EDOA] ZHitr 11
RDX 7y arVTIESETLUSEDRZ2EY, BEINORWIKICKIIT .
MO %, 2 2 TOWEZ, flO—22X THFFICIER I ETlERWy, 1 X
& > F®D “the longest journey” 7RL T3 X5, BFEOBEKEZRETE
L2 ERIEHICHEETHD, TROZICELFELOVKODI I ZHDE W

J.

Build then the ship of death, for you must take

the longest journey, to oblivion.

And die the death, the long and painful death

that lies between the old self and the new.

Already our bodies are fallen, bruised, badly bruised,
already our souls are oozing through the exit

of the cruel bruise.

Already the dark and endless ocean of the end
is washing in through the breaches of our wounds,

already the flood is upon us.

Oh build your ship of death, your little ark
and furnish it with food, with little cakes, and wine

for the dark flight down oblivion. (The Complete Poems 717-18)

B2 A T, TTOHELSH LOHEANEHAET 2701k EL
WIEZRRER L 2 E e 5 R nw ERDIR LIRS, S5 3, B4 Ay~
P TIE “already” LW IREIHEDREINT, 4B {HEbLRTWS, I,
XFHEY [FE] BT TREITSZIWLCETH- TV WS EETH 2 L[FKF
2, ZOFROFHHETEDbN: “Now it is autumn” 22T, bhbih Dt
MCE > TOMKMNTSZZWLCRTWE ZEANDODHAREZRT O T H S, 12
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DHOHE» SH L HRAN LA FNED 2 Z L3RR L THY, VE
SHAEMES 22w, LEWoTHI3AY ¥ D “cruel bruise” 1,
INFTEELTORAC L > TREPERITH S, LI IEEFoTw
5.

FEBAAZ VD “flood” FbHAA TOPIKEA A=Y SR LM,
FRER B 2L L TOLIEOHATH Y, Hkick ) —fFahs &
TH7 s MFICEEFNED 2 LW BERTHEDORETH H 5. “the flood
isupon us” FHLnL7s, HOOWHOBLZEL TWwizaLr > 2D
EREZ s T0ws0»d Ly, 22 TIlE, “ship of death” 134/
TOFMEAA=YLTWEERTEIWTHSEIL, FNEBHBIA, &V
LRBITHEDORHKTYL H 5.

4, JoREBHROBDOFT
7y arVITIRbNbNDIE L BEOETHESNS.

Piecemeal the body dies, and the timid soul

has her footing washed away, as the dark flood rises.

We are dying, we are dying, we are all of us dying
and nothing will stay the death-flood rising within us

and soon it will rise on the world, on the outside world.

We are dying, we are dying, piecemeal our bodies are dying

and our strength leaves us,

and our soul cowers naked in the dark rain over the flood,
cowering in the last branches of the tree of our life. (The Complete
Poems 718)
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FB1AY Y 1IITHO “timid” 1%, ZOFELATH 2 WEESEO YLK T
bNTHEOLEOAE 2 & &, BHMOMR D & RAD A Ldh
SNEIELTVEBOBUZ EMFEOEPIERTRL T3, 72252 Otk
DWAFLENBIHIET 2 2 ENTET, FLFELILLTELVLDOTH
D, bUbhOWEBIE» D iR %E - TR EZEH > TLE S L),
22 BB A, MIXESANELDDETNT, WERKS KkERZ
P LTI DM EA SRR S L1, BEDA A— VAKBRE TS,
B2, BIAZHEX 7Y a VIDHE LAY ¥ T “dying” 2V IEL
b Twd2, ZRRREFEEMPEDLN TR ERIFTEL, JELATW
QLHMTE IR DE E WS 2 L 2T 2720 TH A5,

BIAY YT, BOLEDRTH > RED, BED L E BN EeHAkD
FTH-TOE, ZOLOHBADETF-o- TN b0ERS 2L &Hin
T, BUZRZ FT AR SEGORICUIBICLBADI D & LT DELENE
ENTV»3,

7y a VliEZOFFOFTHITE VI RLEL DITENEG 2 6 Tw
%, ZZTRIEDFCE S RHADHIZ L & bic, B Shiz KR
DEENHEDY LEBMEPKREZRBL, ZOFIDI7IATy 7 AER>TW
3.

We are dying, we are dying, so all we can do
is now to be willing to die, and to build the ship

of death to carry the soul on the longest journey.
A little ship, with oars and food
and little dishes, and all accoutrements

fitting and ready for the departing soul.

Now launch the small ship, now as the body dies
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and life departs, launch out, the fragile soul
in the fragile ship of courage, the ark of faith
with its store of food and little cooking pans
and change of clothes,

upon the flood’s black waste

upon the waters of the end

upon the sea of death, where still we sail

darkly, for we cannot steer, and have no port.

There is no port, there is nowhere to go

only the deepening black darkening still

blacker upon the soundless, ungurgling flood

darkness at one with darkness, up and down

and sideways utterly dark, so there is no direction any more.
And the little ship is there ; yet she is gone.

She is not seen, for there is nothing to see her by.

She is gone ! gone ! and yet

somewhere she is there.

Nowhere ! (The Complete Poems 718-19)

LT 2UKICRBENDIRICHD 2L ETERVLDRELS, REICZ
NEZIHEN, FEOCCORE L TIDIRNERILTET S, H2 A
Z TR, FEHORICED S BNOEZYNICOWTHEo N, B3 AY ¥
IZH “food”, “little cocking pans”, “change of clothes” & V- 72 FHEN
HZ20, ZRLLEVBOMATLHMEFRCISCES LTOL D
ORI TH S, FUE I AL P2 “fragile soul” £ H 55, Zhidt”r
¥ a YVITH» N7z “timid soul” &R UT, “fragile” ICIZFHRTFOLICH
L0BPEC TR B RADIRNDALIAD 5NT W5, SHIKELAY
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FO “small” I D “fragile” E[ALC LI CBHD D B S PrPHIEHXKL T
W3, %7z “fragile ship of courage” TlE “fragile” & “courage” &9
—RFETL2EIICHZEBERZMLE > TWIDRED, ZNIFED Ll
BRTEHE2, LA EPRVHIHEREELT, Z22E-s Y EH
S5EFNEI ETHHAERL TS, ZNEEADEFHTHY, ZhiT
“The Reality of Peace” TiE 51TV % “pure faith is the only security”
(Phoenix 670) W23 5bDTH5S, 512, “we cannot steer” EH Y,
CNEMEERIND ZEWTERVEW D XFMY OEWRZ T TIERL, EEE
HETIEHZ THERZMADLE L RV EWV) TERERLTH WS, ZhIZ
BLORTEEY SHE—DFRRDIZ L wSu L Yy ADBEPENTWE ERT
FWTHhHs5.

ZOEIAY Y TIEEHEEL T 31T, “upon” THZE 21TEHT Tw»
20, FEDIDITIZZDIDEE 2 FHEATOIPRIEFE SRV EWVNS 2 &
DOIFATH 2. e ZFPRICEbI T—HEL ERTUAR LD LIED
MEEATOLFOETOV ALDLEICHHEIZZ L, ZORIT “still”
2K %2 ET, fpIEEOhE £ 2IfT £ LU TIELTRATO S R
HIZEEH 5.

BARY TR 2ITHD S 5ITHICb > TR BBV - Z S ER%E
WOTWE, “soundless, ungurgling flood” IZRSNTWS X H iz, ik
NEEVTEZEH B BRROBOPTHENMCCLLLEHEY KDL A A=Y
ZOL D HFTnD, fnaSEOBORTIX, LT, AdAEdLL, L
e oThHMb Rk >TLE,

6 TTHIZIX “the little ship is there ; yet she is gone”, & 512 7-81TH
IZ1% “She is gone ! gone ! and yet / somewhere she is there.” & Z 2T
b—RFETIREMELDNT VS, 2IXHVEMBSZ Tk, £l
WRWREINIINWEG, LI LY ADIDFECIE, bx ) EHOHE)
BAHLEDPNTHZTLES LI CRAZTOVODOMIE»HFEENT XS
W2, 7 ZWU LS D 2D 2 EaDOIFRRIIILRTICHEKD, #Hiick
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B LTHELTOLDEZ LW BuRRbN TV L ERTIWTHS
5, ZhUE, BV VAR MV T OREOHEFFOMEO “mundum”
% “the plasm . . . remains alive and unbroken to the end” (Etruscan
Places 36) &% “the eternal quick of all things” (Etruscan Places 36) &
AT, EBATLED ZEDRVWEDKELLZLIET 2D TLH 5.

7y ayMITE, GHiPEB0wosZ5EoT0E, Fo7:< ORFR
LY. TREBIXRTOLODIEERT, FiDL7 Y 3 > TERRDFES
B INWEYAKRDA A=Y Z2/ED BT Tnicnd, GBS 2 & T, Hi:
DDHERED, TRCOHICHZ T L E o R EHL T2, ZOFEEE
VEDDY Y73 ==t LTANE, TOX7Yyarids a4~y 7 RO
TS 2D RLIED L b 5.

And everything is gone, the body is gone
completely under, gone, entirely gone.
The upper darkness is heavy on the lower,
between them the little ship

is gone

she is gone.

It is the end, it is oblivion. (The Complete Poems 719)

ZZTIF3LEET “gone” A6 MIELNT VS, ZNICE>TTIRTODD
ODPPAKICTREN TEDOTICTHNEDHEZTLE o7, VI A A=Y HH
HEans, ITCWRKBRILEIE, 207y aryTREENIMDZLIRD, XK
BICREOPICHZ LT HEFRCOEL s N, TROZ72— K77 b &
Vo THIWVIEFETHS., H2LAZ VIR IITTRD>TWEDIE, T
DHZTLESREVIRRELEZ 2720 TH25H, TNLETTREY, K
B VTICREEZRE 2 2T, il 23lofEonifh2ECseb§
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(6)

5D72

5. B ot

7Y arXidF o7 OREROIEDHEO T2 S, FAEZRET 2HEH
PIPEH LA 250 THE 5.

And vyet out of eternity, a thread
separates itself on the blackness,
a horizontal thread

that fumes a little with pallor upon the dark

Is it illusion ? or does the pallor fume
A little higher?

Ah wait, wait, for there’s the dawn,
the cruel dawn of coming back to life

out of oblivion.

Wait, wait, the little ship
drifting, beneath the deathly ashy grey

of a flood-dawn.

Wait, wait ! even so, a flush of yellow

and strangely, O chilled wan soul, a flush of rose.
A flush of rose, and the whole thing starts again. (The Complete

Poems 719-20)

BEOBE 06 —5DXENE L TL %, 55 A ZHIBEHIT DGO S
ThHY, HZTIWKRY, Sl UHEBLEGO» TS 2RT,
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BEAROPZ AT PIEE 2D T L AR ZHHC—FDNZ, FLLET
HEPDEICHZDE EVS, FLT “Isitillusion ?” &£ Z DTN %
HERELE S T2, ZNBDPLITODOTHNAHBIC > TWDEIDES 5 /M
ITHW5, FNZE, BHERZLEDY, hriTBELonuafib 2RT
LOTHbH 5., ZLTHNWT “Ah wait, wait” EFFOR2T 5, v >R
CITRDOZLZ2HZTWDEDE, ZhiE, BEDOHITRAL HITHEATY
{DTREL, HROARE R XA 2Rh, BN 202> T2
Z, BATAHATULLAEETOL IENTELZDR L) aL v ADBEE Kk
Lf:%)@'@éﬁg).

EZATZZTHbLN TV “the cruel dawn” &\ 5 REUIMZ2EK T O
7259, HAEDWHZ WEHFICHIILT 2 X 5% “cruel” 2dH 2 T -7z
DIFHETHS I, ZiE “oblivion” D F DV LOENRIE» ST/ &
SN, SV EFIERELAZRDIEZEETOIRIIR SRV EWN
IEHRTOD “cruel” LMATIWTHAS., Thidiz, The Man Who
Died D THARZEPEEZR > TEU Tz [IRHE] b EL20TH
5. 22T, FEREEL T B, TRRC b RIRER S 0, HORAEE
HOESEOHNE 2L THER=IEHRE2KC 207120, ZhIIFLCLET 5
ZEERFENT, S UHEERTECHS EEEXTOLRREE S R
Z&, LA 22 X BT &0 BHETEROEL L v o
TEWThHAS.

BIRAY Y THhIIY “Wait”? Z#VERL, AR TH
“Wait” Z#0DKS, OIS CHROELEEO LS KIFUR»ITE 2 LT, &
LTRSS ZERL, BELLEGEBOTLEBAL TOLDEFDEI
T o,

BAAY UV, BEAY YT, HFHWOSXBICHOIIEDY, ~NT
EANEZELTOL., BB AATNIITRICHZ 7213 T DT S HHWILH
VB2 O TS EWIGED, NTEICHERD 5 2 EORBTH S, 2L
T “the whole thing starts again” &> THEMOELE L, —»oDOHEFHE
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(9)

=

5729,

RROX 7 v a ryXiid, B0Cilb EP»REMD Y XLABE L o0
%, dokAElE, ZicBHEELZARSENE S, 22T “worn sea-
shell” 1%, “strange and lovely” 52 Z &»o, BERLIZEWI ZH T
A TBAA=YEDY, WTEIPNTELL DO LM HIROA A=Y
BRL, ATATLOREHEORBEZZ TPV THS S,

The flood subsides, and the body, like a worn sea-shell
emerges strange and lovely.

And the little ship wings home, faltering and lapsing
on the pink flood,

and the frail soul steps out, into her house again

filling the heart with peace.

Swings the heart renewed with peace

even of oblivion.

Oh build your ship of death, oh build it!
for you will need it.

For the voyage of oblivion awaits you. (The Complete Poems 720)

SIEMIDREPEZLELANBBEROFALE S TOL DTIEEL,
“pink flood” DIEIRET 2 L5110, EMme2BTEYy 7 EIcYE - 1R
ZlroT@L, ZLTEENLZENVT, bro LI TEATLES &
9 7% “frail soul” 7%, “her house” TH % WA\ D> THW L H#EAT
WL, FUANXN=3F I 51, FiF “a part of natural life, a purifier
that destroys the old and makes way for the new.” (Draper 160) 7% ®D T
Hb., LicnoT, HIAYUHT, RRICEEHTH»O L S IO 2IE
NEMFOPT 5, 1T “For the voyage of oblivion awaits you.” 1213,
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0Ly AUSHD 2O EPRAEREDE SN TWEND LS TH 5.

BbhHIZ

OUYANRLV 4T 4 « v bTIA4> « TUAICH T 1916 4 12 A 7 HAF
DOFHOPITRKD X 5 —Hind 5,

Why are you so sad about your life ? Only let go all this will to have
things in your own control. We must all submit to be helpless and
obliterated, quite obliterated, destroyed, cast away into nothingness.
There is something will rise out of it, something new, that now is not.
This which we are must cease to be, that we may come to pass in
another being. Do not struggle with your will, to dominate your
conscious life—do not do it. Only drift, and let go—let go, entirely,
and become dark, quite dark—Ilike winter which mows away all the
leaves and flowers, and lets only the dark underground roots remain.
Let all the leaves and flowers and arborescent form of your life be cut
off and cast away, all cut off and cast away, all the old life, so that
only the deep roots remain in the darkness underground, and you
have no place in the light, no place at all. Let all knots be broken, all
bonds unloosed, all connections slackened and released, all released,
like the trees which release their leaves, and the plants which die
away utterly above ground, let go all their being and pass away, only
sleep in the profound darkness where being takes place again.

Do not keep your will in your conscious self. Forget, utterly forget,
and let go. Let your will lapse back into your unconscious self, so you
move in a sleep, and in darkness, without sight or understanding.

Only then you will act straight from the dark source of [ ... ] life,
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outwards, which is creative life.

I tell this to you, I tell it to myself—to let go, to release from my will
everything that my will would hold, to lapse back into darkness and
unknowing. There must be deep winter before there can be spring. .

. (The Letters of D. H. Lawrence 11 468-69)

RAZEBIHALED, Thizz s cFHROB%E L >/ “The Ship of
Death’£ E o TV D TRHBRWIEE I, T2 TE o5& “obliterat-
ed”, “destroyed”, “cease to be”, “die away utterly”, “something
new”, “another being”, “being take place again” %> 72721 T, %t
EHEDA A=Y Z2FAND Z EBRHTHS, BH, ZOFPZ VYT
D70y ABMDIEDORICA A=Y 2fE0 TEPNIEFE 27208, ZO—Hi
Mo, TTICZDI5HEILANCT LV > 2ADHICIZ & b THIRES T T L
BEDA A=Y IMEEN T Z ENbMrs, &512, O UEALL,
WD £ v o T H Wy “The Reality of Peace” 23&E L7z D »19174ET
Holz, EHICHFLIF, 1916F ICHE N TIZvs 2 251912480 5 19134F 12
WP EFELN TS Twilight in Italy DFTH, 45V 7 APHEFTIT S
DIFHTEZAEL THILICEENED VI E WS HROIGRLIZEF -
<, L FEOH R EFEL TS L, WIS E NIy £ 4 “The
Crown” THHABEHED T —~FRELFEON TS, S 51 F 7219164
ZAHEEPNT: Women in Love TIX7 —¥ 27 DIEEFEDFES X’Lg).
ZZTREIN—F WA TEAAME T 2 F LN T3 2, Th
YIEHEDRBERTIVWTHS S, ZDE5RIEens, ub Yy ADH
KR EHEDA A=Y IR poBREN TV Z EBbr b, iZIn
SO 70 BRI E WS T ens, BT ROEELT
T ThDHEFP T v v ATk mw%%tbtk%x%h%#ébﬂ&w 72
2, avy AHSBREOR 2K, KIS AR S EOHFICH > 72
ONBI0FETATHY, ZDHB7V—F VI HEER2FTEOE? S iFw R
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Y, ERELUTHABLILOPINSFEEHTH 572 2 s, FEEWIREER
MOEDOPHDA A=Y PR ENI:EbFZOND, & SITHEWEDSET
Tholkcu VYR, BZOHLSHIHEMDEDRICH-2722ETHAD.
ZNWZIZ, vy AOFICIEHIHEFE LW I A A=V IFHZ TICEK-
T/ Ths5L, TAHEEL L OERPZy L/ ICb KEhTw 3,
Lo TZDEIRIENWEREL ST, RRCT ML) 7 OIEDOR &
UOWnkEFoTHEnTHAI.

“only by death do we live” (Phoenix 681) 0L > AI1ZTF 5. EHR L
FICRBESN LI EHEERRVBETZO) XL 0HICHEELZEIZ, OV
YAD ] EoleDThHb, 4, BOKLIELGORERODDRHS ZDIE
BH12HTET, 20 [H] ZEEISILLLEFZONDZDTH .

&3

(1) vy ARZO/NS R Tar ROt E ZOFFOHLIRA A—YELZ
1% Pinto 2SR D X S WL Tw 20D Th A, “This ‘little bronze ship
of death’ became the central image of the longest and most ambitious of
the last poems, “The Ship of Death”, on which he was working as he lay
dying in the opening months of 1930 in the South of France.” The
Complete Poems of D. H. Lawrence, eds. Vivian de Sola Pinto and F.
Warren Roberts (London : Heinemann, 1972) 19. %7: Tracy IZ2AFD X
IICFVAMHET MV T OFEHE DD [z [FEOH] 282 OFf%FH»
¥zt ¥ 5. “Lawrence thought that Christianity had more often left
people shipwrecked than on highground. In fact, the very failure of
Christianity provide an adequate means of coping with death sent
Lawrence on his search for another creed to take its place. The example
of the ancient Etruscans gave him what the religion of his youth never
could—the ability to face death courageously. . . . The Etruscan tombs
gave Lawrence more than the principle image of The Ship of Death . . .
they gave him the strength to write the poem.” D. H. Lawrence and the
Literature of Travel (Michigan : UMI Research Press, 1983) 117-18.

(2) 7227V —=F»5HLTWw3 “Do you see those leaves falling from
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the apple tree? When the leaves want to fall you must let them fall.” (Not
I But the Wind .. .200) £S5 0L > ADSEHHERICOVWTOWRDEZL %
AL TWw5,

(3)  William Shakespeare, Hamlet, 111. i. 77-78

(4)  Phoenix : The Posthumous Papers of D. H. Lawrence, ed. Edward D.
McDonald (New York: The Viking Press, 1972) 671. ZZTul > A%
“There is a far sublimer courage than the courage of the indomitable will.
It is not the courage of the man smiling contemptuously in the face of
death that will save us all from death. It is the courage which yields
himself implicitly to the suggestion which transcends him, when he
accepts gently and honourably his own creative fate, he is beautiful and
beyond aspersion.” EWo>TUL & V2, HOZBZ R ME3IcHS 2T
J2E510nEks,

(5) Gen. 7. 4. “For yet seven days, and I will cause it to rain upon the earth
forty days and forty nights ; and every living substance that I have made
will T destroy from off the face of the earth.”

(6) v AOFHMoOFI ZOBH %2 ifhs &2 —Hi2dd 5. “And since then,
since I came back, things have not existed for me. I have spoken to no one
[ ... ] I have touched no one, I have seen no one. All the while, I swear,
my soul lay in the tomb—not dead, but with the flat stone over it, a
corpse, I become corpse cold. And nobody existed, because I did nor exist
myself. Yet I was not dead—only passed over—trespassé. And all the time
I knew I should have to rise again.” (The Letters of D. H. Lawrence 11
268-69) HLWFa Vv > ADF S —MD “Schovplerische Pause” (The Let-
ters of D. H. Lawrence V1 122) Lo Thwnhd Litkw,

(7) 2 “I must wait and always wait up for the stranger . . . I learn to
wait and to watch” (Phoenix 697) & %\ >k “I must watch and wait. Like
a blind man looking for the sun, I must lift my face to the unknown
darkness for space and wait until the sun light on me” (Phoenix 698) O
Eowa vy 2AORME B I~NOEMEXRT LOTHH S,

(8) “A deep, deep nausea stirred in him. . . .” (The Man Who Died 5)

(9) Cipolla I3 H FWEn» 5, K, #E, ~NFTEOADZEIL%E “Perhaps after
one of his feverish, sleepless nights, Lawrence had watched the sky over
the Mediterranean undergoing this slow transformation. . ..” (115) &k
NTW5H, &7zz1E “Coming as we did from the east side of the island,
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where dawn beyond the Ionian sea is the day’s great and familiar event :
so decisive an event, that as the light appears along the sea’s rim, so do
my eyes invariably open and look at it, and know it is dawn, and as the
night—purple is fused back, and a little scarlet thrills towards the zenith,
invariably, day by day, I feel I must get up. . . . It [the sunset in the
African seal seemed much more magnificent and tragic than our Ionian
dawn, which has always a suggestion of a flower opening . . . our Ionian
dawn always seems near and familiar and happy.” (Sea and Sardinia 44)
o HHE T2 X5, orrAofuciEE B LU shB
LI BREBHF DA A=Y BT TICH DTV E-RbNRS,

10 Twilight in Italy DT “But also it is a desire to expose themselves to
death, to know death, that death may destroy in them this too strong
dominion of the blood, may once more liberate the spirit of outgoing, of
uniting, of making order out of chaos, in the outer world, as the flesh
makes a new order from chaos in begetting a new life, set them free to
know and serve a greater idea.” (138) &ibXTw 3,

(1) “As the day wore on, the life~blood seemed to ebb away from Ursula.
.. (191) TR E B Women in Love DEFEISETIZT — ¥ 2 7 0306 % R
WCHRERT 2RO T3, %722 2T “She could feel . . . the far—
off awful nausea of dissolution set in within the body.” (192) &7 —%¥ =
ZHHEREBL TV EY, ZOBHGRERAEORMENLTIVWTHS S,
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