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You can fool most of the people all the time, and all people most of the
time, but not all people all the time with false feelings.
A young couple fall in counterfeit love, and fool themselves and each
g other completely. But alas, counterfeit love is good cake but bad bread. It
produces a fearful emotional indigestion. Then you get a modern marriage,
g, ‘ and a still more modern separation. -
: P - o The trouble with counterfeit emotion is that nobody is really happy, Vicadils
4 d T nobody is really contented, nobody has any peace. Everybody keeps on @

.. Tushing to get away from the counterfeit emotion which is in themselves® o R BTy
A2 worst of all. ' P P y
e Above all things love is a counterfeit feeling today. Here, above all 3 ’
& A0 things, the young will tell you, is the greatest swindle. That is, if you take it :
< & seriously. Love is all right if you take it lightly, as an amusement. But if you W V|

& ,g"’é begin taking it seriously you are let down with a crash. =, y f
. There are, the young women, say, no real men to love. And there are, the Y 4
young men say, no girls to fall in love with. So they go on falling in love with Y £ &
unreal ones, on either side; which means, if you can’t have real feelings,
you‘ve got to have counterfeit ones: since some feelings you’ve got to have:
like falling in love.

But especially in love, only counterfeit emotions exist nowadays. We
have all been taught to mistrust everybody emotionally, from parents
downwards, or upwards. Don‘t trust anybody with your real emotions: if
you’ve got any: that is the slogan of today. Trust them with your money,
even, but never with your feelings. They are bound to tram ple on them.

| believe there has never been an age of greater mistrust between per-
sons than ours today: under a superificial but quite genuine social trust.
Very few of my friends would pick my pocket, or let me sit on a chair where |
might hurt myself.

; But practically all my friends would turn my real emotions to ridicule.
They can’t help it; it's the spirit of the day. So there goes love, and there
goes friendship: for each implies a fundamental emotional sympathy. And
hence, counterfeit love, which there is no escaping.

— D.H. Lawrence, A Propos of Lady
Chatterley’s Lover
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