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On an evening in the latter part of May a middged man
was walking homeward from Shaston to the village of
Marlott, in the adjoining Vale of Blakemore, or Blackmoor.
The pair of legs that carried him were rickety, and there
was a bias in his gait whidhclined him somewhat to the
left of a straight line. He occasionally gave a smart nod, as
if in confirmation of some opinion, though he was not
thinking of anything in particular. An empty etasket
was slung upon his arm, the nap of his hat was ruféied,
patch being quite worn away at its brim where his thumb
came in taking it off. Presently he was met by an elderly
parson astride on a gray mare, who, as he rode, hummed a
wandering tune.
6Good night tbdee, 6 said the
6Good niagtn, 6 Ssaid the par s
The pedestrian, after another pace or two, halted, and
turned round.
6Now, sir, begging yoway par
on this road about this ti me
you made reply 6Good Inidhtd, 6
said the parson.
60And oncedmhedrora mhratth ago.
6l may have. 0
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6Then what mi ght your meani
Johno t hese di fferent ti mes
Durbeyfield, the haggl er ?6

The parson rode a step or two nearer.

6l't ndays my whim, 6 he said;
hesitation: 6lt was on accou
little time ago, whilst | was hunting up pedigrees for the
new county history. | am Parson Tringham, the antiquary,
of Stagfoot L an ew DDleyfiéld, thagy o u
you are the lineal representative of the ancient and knightly
family of the doéUrbervilles,
Sir Pagan doéUrbervill e, t hat
from Normandy with William the Conqueror, as appears by
Bat | e Abbey Roll 7?0

6Never heard it before, sir
6 Wel | itdés true. Throw up vy
may catch the profile of y oL
doéoUr ber vi |l | @&a litle deleased. iyalr andeston

was one of the twelve knights whasisted the Lord of
Estremavilla in  Normandy in his conquest of
Glamorganshire. Branches of your family held manors over

all this part of England; their names appear in the Pipe
Rolls in the time of King Stephen. In the reign of King
John one of them wasch enough to give a manor to the
Knights Hospitallers; and ir
your forefather Brian was summoned to Westminster to
attend the great Council there. You declined a little in
Oliver Cromwell 6ds ti me, but



Charles the Secondds reign Yy
Royal Oak for your loyalty. Aye, there have been
generations of Sir Johns among you, and if knighthood
were hereditary, like a baronetcy, as it practically was in
old times, when men were knighted frdather to son, you
would be Sir John now. 0

6Ye donbod say so! o

6l n shor 6 concluded the p
l eg with s switch, 6t herebd
Engl and. 6

6Daze my &eyes, and isndét th
here havel been knocking about, year after year, from
pillar to post, as if | was no more than the commonest feller
in the parish... And how long hev this news about me been
knowed, Paéson Tringham?6

The clergyman explained that, as far as he was aware, it
had quite died out of knowledge, and could hardly be said
to be known at all. His own investigations had begun on a
day in the preceding spring when, having been engaged in
tracing the vicissitudes of
observed Dur benyhisiwadgand and md me
thereupon been led to make inquiries about his father and
grandfather till he had no doubt on the subject.

60At first | resolved not to
piece of information, &8 said
too stong for our judgement sometimes. | thought you
mi ght perhaps know somet hing

t
t,
hi
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o6Wel |, I have heard once o
family had seen better days afore they came to Blackmoor.
But I took no not i ctleat wedad, tr
once kept t wo horses where v
got a wold silver spoon, and a wold graven seal at home,

t oo; but, Lord, what 6s a spo¢c
t hat I and these noble doéUrb
ti me. ® ®watsh ads-gramigr had setrets, and

didnét care to talk of where
we raise our smoke, now, parson, if | may make so bold; |

mean, where do we doéUrbervill
6You donét | ive amdyasmahceunte . Y
family. 6

0That 6s bad. o
0 Y @ what the mendacious family chronicles call
extinct in the male ling that is, gonedowlhhgone wunder
060Then where do we |ie?d
0 At Ki -sufpGréesrhill:erows and rows of you in
your vaults, with your effigies under Purbectarble
canpi es. 06
60And where be our family ma
6You havendét any. 6
60h? No |l ands neither?5o
O6None; though you once had
for you family consisted of numerous branches. In this
county there was a seat of yours at Kingsbanel, another
at Sherton, and another in Millpond, and another at
Lull stead, and another at Wel

7



6And shall we ever come int

6ANt hat | candét tell! d

6ANnd what had I better do
Durbeyfield, after a pause.

6 Gdhnothing, nothing; except chasten yourself with the
thought of 6éhow are the migh
interest to the local historian and genealogist, nothing
more.

There are several families among the cottagers of this
county of almost equal lustre Good ni ght . 6

6But youdll turn back and h
the strength o006t Padson Tri
brew in tap at The Pure Drépthough, to be sure, not so
good as at Rolliverds. 6

6No, t 1® aat this gvenimg, Durbeyfield. ¥u 6 v e
had enough already. 6 Conclud
his way, with doubts as to his discretion in retailing this
curious bit of lore.

When he was gone, Durbeyfield walked a few steps in a
profound reverie, and then sat down upon the grassy bank
by the roadside, depositing his basket before him. In a few
minutes a youth appeared in the distance, walking in the
same direction as that which had been pursued by
Durbeyfield. The latter, on seeing him, held up his hand,
and the lad quickened his pacelaame near.

6Boy, take up that basket!
for me. 0
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Thelathl i ke stripling frowned.

Durbeyfield, to order me abc
know my name as well as | Kn
6Do you, do ygecred? hBh @dtsd st hteh «
Now obey my order s, and take
charge 6ee wid... Well, Fred
the secret is thadithastheenjoshe o

found out by me this present
made the announcement, Durbeyfield, declining from his
sitting position, luxuriously stretched himself out upon the
bank among the daisies.

The lad stood before Durbeyfield, and contemplated his
length from crown to toe.

0Sir Johndodid&tr de rammh, 08l econt ir

prostrate man. 6That o whech i f
they be. O0Tis recorded in hi:
such a place, lad, as KingsbeahhGr eenhi | | ?26
O0Ees. | 6ve been there to Gr
6Wel | , und e thatcithtieerediéhcur ch of
06Ti sndt a city, the place

when lwasthe6t was a-eyetdt!| &l oné&i n
pl ace. 6

ONever you mind the place,
before us. Under the church of that there parish lie my
ancestord hundr e d&in coats ob reaihand jewels,
in grot |l ead coffins weighin
man i n the eMewsmnsteyx atha$dwst got
nobler



skillentons in his family t h:
60h?50

ONow take up t hato Mbrets &ndt , i
when youdbve come to The Pure
horse and carriage to me i mm
And in the bottom 06 the car
rum in a small bottle, and chalk it up to my account. And
whenyudve done that goo on to
and tell my wife to put away that washing, because she
needndt finish it, and wait
to tell her . 6

As the lad stood in a dubious attitude, Durbeyfield put

his hand in his pdet, and produced a shilling, one of the
chronically few that he possessed.

6Herebdbs for your labour, 1| a
This made a difference in t
the position.

6Yes, Sir John. Thank 6ee.

Sir John?6

6 T e | lat hwoenenthat | should like for supp&nvell,
lambb6s fry i f they can-poget i
and if they candét get that,
6Yes, Sir John. o

The boy took up the basket, and as he set out the notes
of a brass band weteard from the direction of the village.
O0What 6s that?6 said Durbeyf

| 26
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06Ti s t he -wakimg 8i6John.cWhy lyour

dabdéter is one 006 the members.
0To boel 6sdurgeui te forgot it in
things! Well, vanp on to Marlott, will ye, and order that

carriage, and maybe 10611 dri\

The lad departed, and Durbeyfield lay waiting on the
grass and daisies in the evening sun. Not a soul passed that
way for a long while, and the faint notesthe band were
the only human sounds audible within the rim of blue hills.

The village of Marlott lay amid the norémastern
undulations of the beautiful Vale of Blakemore, or
Blackmoor, aforesaid, an engirdled and secluded region,
for the most partintrodden as yet by tourist or landscape
painter, though within a foul

It is a vale whose acquaintance is best made by viewing
it from the summits of the hills that surroun@ i&xcept
perhaps during the droughts of summer. Anguided
ramble into its recesses in bad weather is apt to engender
dissatisfaction with its narrow, tortuous, and miry ways.

This fertile and sheltered tract of country, in which the
fields are never brown and the springs never dry, is
bounded on the southy the bold chalk ridge that embraces
the prominences of Hambledon Hill, Bulbarrow,
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NettlecombeTout, Dogbury, High Stoy, and Bubb Down.
The traveller from the coast, who, after plodding northward
for a score of miles over calcareous downs and-tzords,
suddenly reaches the verge of one of these escarpments, is
surprised and delighted to behold, extended like a map
beneath him, a country differing absolutely from that which
he has passed through. Behind him the hills are open, the
sun blazes down upon fad so large as to give an
unenclosed character to the landscape, the lanes are white,
the hedges low and plashed, the atmosphere colourless.
Here, in the valley, the world seems to be constructed upon
a smaller and more delicate scale; the fields are mere
paddocks, so reduced that from this height their hedgerows
appear a network of dark green threads overspreading the
paler green of the grass. The atmosphere beneath is
languorous, and is so tinged with azure that what artists call
the middle distance pakas also of that hue, while the
horizon beyond is of the deepest ultramarine. Arable lands
are few and limited; with but slight exceptions the prospect
is a broad rich mass of grass and trees, mantling minor hills
and dales within the major. Such is thde/af Blackmoor.

The district is of historic, no less than of topographical
interest. The Vale was known in former times as the Forest
of White Hart, from a curiou
reign, in which the killing by a certain Thomas de la Lynd
of abeautiful white hart which the king had run down and
spared, was made the occasion of a heavy fine. In those
days, and till comparatively recent times, the country was
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densely wooded. Even now, traces of its earlier condition
are to be found in the old oalopses and irregular belts of
timber that yet survive upon its slopes, and the
hollowtrunked trees that shade so many of its pastures.

The forests have departed, but some old customs of their
shades remain. Many, however, linger only in a
metamorphosed odisguised form. The Mafpay dance,
for instance, was to be discerned on the afternoon under
noti ce, in the gui swalokKi nd,e6
it was there called.

It was an interesting event to the younger inhabitants
of Marlott, though its eal interest was not observed by the
participators in the ceremony. Its singularity lay less in the
retention of a custom of walking in procession and dancing
on each anniversary than in the members being solely
wo men. I n menos c | u b,sthoughu ¢ h
expiring, less uncommon; but either the natural shyness of
the softer sex, or a sarcastic attitude on the part of male
relatives, had denuded such
any other did) or this their glory and consummation. The
club of Marlat alone lived to uphold the local Cerealia. It
had walked for hundreds of years, if not as berudtib, as
votive sisterhood of some sort; and it walked still.

The banded ones were all dressed in white géwas
gay survival from Old Style days, when cHeéress and
Maytime were synonynds days before the habit of taking
long views had reduced emotions to a monotonous average.
Their first exhibition of themselves was in a processional
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march of two and two round the parish. Ideal and real
clashed slightly ashe sun lit up their figures against the
green hedges and creepaeed housdronts; for, though

the whole troop wore white garments, no two whites were
alike among them. Some approached pure blanching; some
had a bluish pallor; some worn by the older reloters
(which had possibly lain by folded for many a year)
inclined to a cadaverous tint, and to a Georgian style.

In addition to the distinction of a white frock, every
woman and girl carried in her right hand a peeled willow
wand, and in her left a bunof white flowers. The peeling
of the former, and the selection of the latter, had been an
operation of personal care.

There were a few middlaged and even elderly women
in the train, their silvexwiry hair and wrinkled faces,
scourged by time and trowl having almost a grotesque,
certainly a pathetic, appearance in such a jaunty situation.
In a true view, perhaps, there was more to be gathered and
told of each anxious and experienced one, to whom the
years were drawing nighnowhen
pl easure in them,dé than of s
the elder be passed over here for those under whose
bodices the life throbbed quick and warm.

The young girls formed, indeed, the majority of the
band, and their heads of luxuriant hair refldctie the
sunshine every tone of gold, and black, and brown. Some
had beautiful eyes, others a beautiful nose, others a
beautiful mouth and figure: few, if any, had all. A difficulty
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of arranging their lips in this crude exposure to public
scrutiny, an inality to balance their heads, and to
dissociate sel€onsciousness from their features, was
apparent in them, and showed that they were genuine
country girls, unaccustomed to many eyes.

And as each and all of them were warmed without by
the sun, so each tia private little sun for her soul to bask
in; some dream, some affection, some hobby, at least some
remote and distant hope which, though perhaps starving to
nothing, still lived on, as hopes will. They were all
cheerful, and many of them merry.

They cane round by The Pure Drop Inn, and were
turning out of the high road to pass through a wigate
into the meadows, when one of the womendaid

0The -atLlmad! Why, Tess Durbey
thy father riding hwome in a

A young member fothe band turned her head at the
exclamation. She was a fine and handsomed gidt
handsomer than some others, poséibbyt her mobile
peony mouth and large innocent eyes added eloquence to
colour and shape. She wore a red ribbon in her hair, and
was theonly one of the white company who could boast of
such a pronounced adornment. As she looked round
Durbeyfield was seen moving along the road in a chaise
belonging to The Pure Drop, driven by a frizhleaded
brawny damsel with her gowsieeves rolled abovéer
elbows. This was the cheerful servant of that establishment,
who, in her part of factotum, turned groom and ostler at

15



times. Durbeyfield, leaning back, and with his eyes closed
luxuriously, was waving his hand above his head, and
singing in a slow retatived

6 | @ot-ag r-fanily-vaultatKingsber® and
knightedforefathersin-leadcoffinst her e ! 6

The clubbists tittered, except the girl called Tegs
whom a slow heat seemed to rise at the sense that her father
was making himself foolish in their eye

O0Heb6s tired, thatoés all, 6 s
lift home, because our own horse hasto rest oy . 6

6Bl ess thy simplicity, Tess
got his markenitch. Hawh a w! 6

0Look here; I wondét Vgwbk an
say any jokes about him!é6 Te

her cheeks spread over her face and neck. In a moment her
eyes grew moist, and her glance drooped to the ground.
Perceiving that they had really pained her they said no
more, and order agaipr evai | ed. Tessos
allow her to turn her head a
meaning was, if he had any; and thus she moved on with
the whole body to the enclosure where there was to be
dancing on the green. By the time the spot was exhshe

has recovered her equanimity, and tapped her neighbour
with her wand and talked as usual.

Tess Durbeyfield at this time of her life was a mere
vessel of emotion untinctured by experience. The dialect
was on her tongue to some extent, despite thiageil
school: the characteristic intonation of that dialect for this
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district being the voicing approximately rendered by the
syllable UR, probably as rich an utterance as any to be
found in human speech. The poutga deep red mouth to
which this syllablevas native had hardly as yet settled into
its definite shape, and her lower lip had a way of thrusting
the middle of her top one upward, when they closed
together after a word.

Phases of her childhood lurked in her aspect still. As she
walked along teday, for all her bouncing handsome
womanliness, you could sometimes see her twelfth year in
her cheeks, or her ninth sparkling from her eyes; and even
her fifth would flit over the curves of her mouth now and
then.

Yet few knew, and still fewer considered this small
minority, mainly strangers, would look long at her in
casually passing by, and grow momentarily fascinated by
her freshness, and wonder if they would ever see her again:
but to almost everybody she was a fine and picturesque
country girl, and naonore.

Nothing was seen or heard further of Durbeyfield in his
triumphal chariot under the conduct of the ostleress, and
the club having entered the allotted space, dancing began.
As there were no men in the company, the girls danced at
first with each othe but when the hour for the close of
labour drew on, the masculine inhabitants of the village,
together with other idlers and pedestrians, gathered round
the spot, and appeared inclined to negotiate for a partner.
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Among these oilookers were three youngen of a
superior class, carrying small knapsacks strapped to their
shoulders, and stout sticks in their hands. Their general
likeness to each other, and their consecutive ages, would
almost have suggested that they might be, what in fact they
were, brothes. The eldest wore the white tie, high
waistcoat, and thibbrimmed hat of the regulation curate;
the second was the normal undergraduate; the appearance
of the third and youngest would hardly have been sufficient
to characterize him; there was an uncrihbadcabined
aspect in his eyes and attire, implying that he had hardly as
yet found the entrance to his professional groove. That he
was a desultory tentative student of something and
everything might only have been predicted of him.

These three brethrewltl casual acquaintance that they
were spending their Whitsun holidays in a walking tour
through the Vale of Blackmoor, their course being
southwesterly from the town of Shaston on the neest.

They leant over the gate by the highway, and inquired as
to the meaning of the dance and the wifiteked maids.
The two elder of the brothers were plainly not intending to
linger more than a moment, but the spectacle of a bevy of
girls dancing without male partners seemed to amuse the
third, and make him in nounry to move on. He unstrapped
his knapsack, put it, with his stick, on the hedgak, and
opened the gate.

6What are you going to do,

18 Tess of the douUr



6l am inclined to go and ha
all of ug just for a minute or twd it will not detain us
l ong?5o
6 Ndon o ; nonsense! 6 said the
with a troop of country hoydedéssuppose we should be
seen! Come along, or it will be dark before we get to
Stourcastl e, and thereds no
than that;besides, we must get through another chapter of
A Counterblast to Agnosticism before we turn in, now |
have taken the trouble to bri
OAlI |l d0Irdlglht overtake you and
mi nutes; dondét stop; I give |
Thetwo elder reluctantly left him and walked on, taking
their brotherés knapsack to
the youngest entered the field.

6This is a thousand pities,
three of the girls nearest him, as soon as there asise

in the dance. 6Where are youl
6Theybve not |l eft of f wor k
bol dest. 6Theyodl | be here by
one, sir?22o

6Certainly. But whatds one

O0Better t han mly werk faciigr and me
footing it to one of your own sort, and no clipsing and
colling at all. Now, pick ant

06B8dlbndt be so fordard! o6 sa

The young man, thus invited, glanced them over, and
attempted some discrimination; but, as greup were all
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so new to him, he could not very well exercise it. He took
almost the first that came to hand, which was not the
speaker, as she had expected; nor did it happen to be Tess
Durbeyfield. Pedigree, ancestral skeletons, monumental
record, thed Ur ber vill e | ineaments,
|l ifebs battle as yet, even t
dancingpartner over the heads of the commonest
peasantry. So much for Norman blood unaided by
Victorian lucre.

The name of the eclipsing gitvhatever it was, has not
been handed down; but she was envied by all as the first
who enjoyed the luxury of a masculine partner that
evening. Yet such was the force of example that the village
young men, who had not hastened to enter the gate while
no intruder was in the way, now dropped in quickly, and
soon the couples became leavened with rustic youth to a
marked extent, till at length the plainest woman in the club
was no longer compelled to foot it on the masculine side of
the figure.

The church cloclstruck, when suddenly the student said
that he must leadehe had been forgetting himsglhe
had to join his companions. As he fell out of the dance his
eyes lighted on Tess Durbeyfield, whose own large orbs
wore, to tell the truth, the faintest aspectegnoach that he
had not chosen her. He, too, was sorry then that, owing to
her backwardness, he had not observed her; and with that in
his mind he left the pasture.
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On account of his long delay he started in a flying
down the lane westward, and had sqeassed the hollow
and mounted the next rise. He had not yet overtaken his
brothers, but he paused to get breath, and looked back. He
could see the white figures of the girls in the green
enclosure whirling about as they had whirled when he was
among them They seemed to have quite forgotten him
already.

All of them, except, perhaps, one. This white shape
stood apart by the hedge alone. From her position he knew
it to be the pretty maiden with whom he had not danced.
Trifling as the matter was, he yet imstively felt that she
was hurt by his oversight. He wished that he had asked her;
he wished that he had inquired her name. She was so
modest, so expressive, she had looked so soft in her thin
white gown that he felt he had acted stupidly.

However, it cold not be helped, and turning, and
bending himself to a rapid walk, he dismissed the subject
from his mind.

As for Tess Durbeyfield, she did not so easily dislodge the
incident from her consideration. She had no spirit to dance
again for a long timehbugh she might have had plenty of
partners; but ah! they did not speak so nicely as the strange
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young man had done. It was not till the rays of the sun had
absorbed the young stranger 0
that she shook off her temporary sadnasd answered her
would-be partner in the affirmative.

She remained with her comrades till dusk, and
participated with a certain zest in the dancing; though,
being hearwhole as yet, she enjoyed treading a measure
purely for its own sake; little diviningghen she saw
soft torments, the bitter sweets, the pleasing pains, and the
agreeable distresses6 of t ho
and won, what she herself was capable of in that kind. The
struggles and wrangles of the lads for her hand in a jig wer
an amusement to emo more; and when they became
fierce she rebuked them.

She might have stayed even later, but the incident of her
fatherds odd appearance and
girl 6s mind to make her anxi
become of hin she dropped away from the dancers and
bent her steps towards the end of the village at which the
parental cottage lay.

While yet many score yards off, other rhythmic sounds
than those she had quitted became audible to her; sounds
that she knew well so wdl. They were a regular series of
thumpings from the interior of the house, occasioned by the
violent rocking of a cradle upon a stone floor, to which
movement a feminine voice kept time by singing, in a
vigorous gall opade, t heed f av c
Cowo
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I saw hewnli-dedodgoéoe®en grob
tell 6

Co me, |l ove! 6 and | 61| e

The cradlerocking and the song would cease
simultaneously for a moment, and an exclamation at
highest vocal pitch would take the place of the melody.

6God bless thy di ment eyes
And thy cherry mout h! And th
bit o thy blessed body! 6

After this invocation the rocking and the singing would
recommence, and the o6Spotted
matters stod when Tess opened the door and paused upon
the mat within it, surveying the scene.

The interior, in spite of the melody, struck upon the
girl 6s senses wi t h an unspe
holiday gaieties of the fiefilthe white gowns, the
nosegays, # willow-wands, the whirling movements on
the green, the flash of gentle sentiment towards the
stranged to the yellow melancholy of this oreandled
spectacle, what a step! Besides the jar of contrast there
came to her a chill seteproach that she had tneturned
sooner, to help her mother in these domesticities, instead of
indulging herself oubfdoors.

There stood her mother amid the group of children, as
Tess had left her, hanging over the Monday wasthiibg
which had now, as always, lingered on ke tend of the
week. Out of that tub had come the day beJofess felt it
with a dreadful sting of remor8ethe very white frock

h
0
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upon her back which she had so carelessly greened about
the skirt on the damping gr@ssvhich had been wrung up
and ironed byhemot her 6s own hands.
As usual, Mrs Durbeyfield was balanced on one foot
beside the tub, the other being engaged in the aforesaid
business of rocking her youngest child. The craidkers
had done hard duty for so many years, under the weight of
so many chdren, on that flagstone floor, that they were
worn nearly flat, in consequence of which a huge jerk
accompanied each swing of the cot, flinging the baby from

side to side like a weaver 0:
excited by her song, trod the rockerttwall the spring that
was |l eft in her after a |l ong

Nick-knock, nickknock, went the cradle; the
candleflame stretched itself tall, and began jigging up and
down; the water dri bbled froc
the song gallop® on to the end of the verse, Mrs
Durbeyfield regarding her daughter the while. Even now,
when burdened with a young family, Joan Durbeyfield was
a passionate lover of tune. No ditty floated into Blackmoor
Vale from the outer woupitsd bu
notation in a week.

There still faintly beamed
something of the freshness, and even the prettiness, of her
youth; rendering it probable that the personal charms which
Tess could boast of were ir
and therefore unknightly, unhistorical.
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6161 1 rock the cradle for ¢
gent |l y. 60r o6l take off my

I thought you had finished |
Her mother bore Tess no -Wlill for leaving the

housevork to her singlehanded efforts for so long; indeed,

Joan seldom upbraided her thereon at any time, feeling but

slightly the |l ack of Tessoébs

plan for relieving herself of her labours lay in postponing

them. Tonight, howear, she was even in a blither mood

than usual. There was a dreaminess, aopoelipation, an

exaltation, in the maternal look which the girl could not

understand.

oWel |, |l &dm gl ad youbdbve come
as the last note had passed out of het. wan't to
fetch your father; but what 6
what have happened. YOolIl be

t hdst know! 6 (Mrs Durbeyfiel
her daughter, who had passed the Sixth Standard in the
National School under a Londemained mistress, spoke

two languages: the dialect at home, more or less; ordinary

English abroad and to person
away?06 Tess asked.

6Ay! &

OHad it anything to do wit

mommet ofhimself in thik carriage this afternoon? Why
did o6er?
I felt inclined to sink into
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6That wer al/l a part of the
the greatest gentlefolk in the whole couhtyeaching all
back | ong bef ogtime Wlthe dagsrof tt@r u mi
Pagan Turkd with monuments, and vaults, and crests, and

6scutcheons, and t he Lord I
Charl es6s days we was made K|
real name being doéUrbervill e
bosom plim?6 Twas on this account

home in the viee; not becaus
supposed. o

6l 6m glad of that. Wil!/l it

60 yes! 60Tis thoughted that
No doubt a mampus of volk of oown rank will be down

here in their carriages as s
learnt it on his way hwome from Shaston, and he has been
telling me the whole pedigre:
O60Where is father now?d aske
Her mother gave irrelevantinformation by way of

answer : O6He <cal |-dagin Ehastor. &5 t h
not consumption at all, it s
says. There, it is |ike this
curved a sodden thumb and forefinger to thapshof the

l etter C, and used the other
present moment , 8 he says to
enclosed all round there, and all round there; this space is

still open,d 06a says.0MsAs s
Durbeyfidd closed her fingers into a circle compi&té 6 o f f
you wi || go | i ke a shadder,
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mid last ten years; you mid go off in ten months, or ten
days. 066
Tess looked alarmed. Her father possibly to go behind the
eternal cloud so soonptwithstanding this sudden
greatness!
6But where | S father?6 she
Her mother put on a depreca
be bursting out angry! The poor néame felt so rafted
after his wupliftdthaghelwentuptoe p

Ro | | ihaleanéeur ago. He do want to get up his
strength for his journey tmorrow with that load of
beehives, which must be del i\
to start shortly after twelve toight, as the distance is so
l ong. o

6Get up hi s sstimpetoogdyhthedears a i
welling to her eyes. -houtetomy C

get up his strength! And you
Her rebuke and her mood seemed to fill the whole room,
and to impart a cowed look to the furniture, and candl@, an

children playing about, and 1
ONo, 6 said the |l atter touct
been waiting for 6ee to bid:¢
fetch him. 6

61 611 go. 6

60 no, Tess. You see, it wo
Tess did not expostulat& he knew what he
objection meant. Mr s Dur beyf |

already hanging slily upon a chair by her side, in readiness
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for this contemplated jaunt, the reason for which the
matron deplored more than its necessity.
60And t sokpgeattFbrtend@ 1 | er t o t he
Joan continued, rapidly wiping her hands, and donning the
garments.
The Compleat Fortun&eller was an old thick volume,
which lay on a table at her elbow, so worn by pocketing
that the margins had reached the edligthe type. Tess
took it up, and her mother started.
This going to hunt up her shiftless husband at the inn
was one of Mrs Durbeyfieldos
muck and muddle of rearing children. To discover him at
Rol |l iver és, thaur os twao by ik €de eand f o r
dismiss all thought and care of the children during the
interval, made her happy. A sort of halo, an occidental
glow, came over life then. Troubles and other realities took
on themselves a metaphysical impalpability, sinking to
mere mental phenomena for serene contemplation, and no
longer stood as pressing concretions which chafed body
and soul. The youngsters, not immediately within sight,
seemed rather bright and desirable appurtenances than
otherwise; the incidents of dailyfd were not without
humorousness and jollity in their aspect there. She felt a
little as she had used to feel when she sat by her now
wedded husband in the same spot during his wooing,
shutting her eyes to his defects of character, and regarding
him onlyin his ideal presentation as lover.
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Tess, being left alone with the younger children, went
first to the outhouse with the fortutelling book, and
stuffed it into the thatch. A curious fetishistic fear of this
grimy volume on the part of her mother pretezhher ever
allowing it to stay in the house all night, and hither it was
brought back whenever it had been consulted. Between the
mother, with her fasperishing lumber of superstitions,
folk-lore, dialect, and orally transmitted ballads, and the
daughte, with her trained National teachings and Standard
knowledge under an infinitely Revised Code, there was a
gap of two hundred years as ordinarily understood. When
they were together the Jacobean and the Victorian ages
were juxtaposed.

Returning along thgarden path Tess mused on what the
mother could have wished to ascertain from the book on
this particular day. She guessed the recent ancestral
discovery to bear upon it, but did not divine that it solely
concerned herself. Dismissing this, however, shsieuolu
herself with sprinkling the linen dried during the eaye,
in company with her ningearold brother Abraham, and
her sister Elizd oui sa of twel ve and
Lu, 6 the youngest ones bei
interval of four yeas and more between Tess and the next
of the family, the two who had filled the gap having died in
their infancy, and this lent her a depuiaternal attitude
when she was alone with her juniors. Next in juvenility to
Abraham came two more girls, Hope anadésty; then a
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boy of three, and then the baby, who had just completed his
first year.

All these young souls were passengers in the
Durbeyfield shi@ entirely dependent on the judgement of
the two Durbeyfield adults for their pleasures, their
necessities,hieir health, even their existence. If the heads
of the Durbeyfield household chose to sail into difficulty,
disaster, starvation, disease, degradation, death, thither
were these halflozen little captives under hatches
compelled to sail with theth six helgdess creatures, who
had never been asked if they wished for life on any terms,
much less if they wished for it on such hard conditions as
were involved in being of the shiftless house of
Durbeyfield. Some people would like to know whence the
poet whose plasophy is in these days deemed as profound
and trustworthy as his song is breezy and pure, gets his
authority for speaking of 0N:

It grew later, and neither father nor mother reappeared.
Tess looked out of the door, and took a mentalijey
through Marlott. The village was shutting its eyes. Candles
and lamps were being put out everywhere: she could
inwardly behold the extinguisher and the extended hand.

Her motherds fetching simpl
Tess began to perceive thatan in indifferent health, who
proposed to start on a journey before one in the morning,
ought not to be at an inn at this late hour celebrating his
ancient blood.
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6Abraham, 6 she said to her
yourhab you bai d@ndgaufpr diod Rol | i ve
see what has gone wi 6 father

The boy jumped promptly from his seat, and opened the
door, and the night swallowed him up. Half an hour passed
yet again; neither man, woman, nor child returned.
Abraham, like his parentsesmed to have been limed and
caught by the ensnaring inn.

o1 must go myself,d she sai

0 L iLm then went to bed, and Tess, locking them all in,
started on her way up the dark and crooked lane or street
not made for hasty progress; a street laid out befwwhes
of land had value, and when ehanded clocks sufficiently
subdivided the day.

IV

Rol |l iverds i nn, the single a
and broken village, could only boast of an-lidEnce;

hence, as nobody could legally drink on the ps&®j the
amount of overt accommodation for consumers was strictly
limited to a little board about six inches wide and two yards
long, fixed to the garden palings by pieces of wire, so as to
form a ledge. On this board thirsty strangers deposited their
cupsas they stood in the road and drank, and threw the
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dregs on the dusty ground to the pattern of Polynesia, and
wished they could have a restful seat inside.

Thus the strangers. But there were also local customers
who felt the same widHhH; téred e
way.

In a large bedroom upstairs, the window of which was
thickly curtained with a great woollen shawl lately
discarded by the landlady, Mrs Rolliver, were gathered on
this evening nearly a dozen persons, all seeking beatitude;
all old inhaitants of the nearer end of Marlott, and
frequenters of this retreat. Not only did the distance to the
The Pure Drop, the fulHicensed tavern at the further part
of the dispersed village, render its accommodation
practically unavailable for dwellers #iis end; but the far
more serious question, the quality of the liquor, confirmed
the prevalent opinion that it was better to drink with
Rolliver in a corner of the housetop than with the other
landlord in a wide house.

A gaunt fourpost bedstead whicktood in the room
afforded sittingspace for several persons gathered round
three of its sides; a couple more men had elevated
themselves on a chest of drawers; another rested on the
oakcarved Ocwof f er-s&tand; anotioer oo n  t
the stool; and ths all were, somehow, seated at their ease.
The stage of mental comfort to which they had arrived at
this hour was one wherein their souls expanded beyond
their skins, and spread their personalities warmly through
the room. In this process the chamber &durniture grew
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more and more dignified and luxurious; the shawl hanging

at the window took upon itself the richness of tapestry; the
brass handles of the chest of drawers were as golden
knockers; and the carved bedposts seemed to have some
kinshipwitht he magni ficent pillars

Mrs Durbeyfield, having quickly walked hitherward
after parting from Tess, opened the front door, crossed the
downstairs room, which was in deep gloom, and then
unfastened the staitoor like one whose fingetenew the
tricks of the latches well. Her ascent of the crooked
staircase was a slower process, and her face, as it rose into
the light above the last stair, encountered the gaze of all the
party assembled in the bedroom.

@Being a few praskedanttekedpug e nc
clubwal ki ng at my own expense,
at the sound of footsteps, as glibly as a child repeating the
Catechi sm, whil e she peered
Mrs Durbeyfield Lardd how you frightened mé! |
thoughtitm ght be some gaffer sent

Mrs Durbeyfield was welcomed with glances and nods
by the remainder of the conclave, and turned to where her
husband sat. He was humming absently to himself, in a low

tone: o1 be as good !ad dsvemeg 0
great family vault at Kingsbersub-Greenhill, and finer

skill entons than any man in \
0l 6ve something to tell 0e

aboutthaba grand projick! o6 whisp
OHer e, John, d o ndged hingewhilebee € m
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looking through her as through a wind@ane, went on
with his recitative.

6Hush! Don6t Oee sing so I|o
l andl ady; 6in case any membe
be passing, and take away my

O0Heobds et whaatds happened to wu
Mrs Durbeyfield.

6Yéisn a way. Déye think the
by it?6

0Ah, thatodos the secret,d s
OHowever, otis wel.l to be ki
ride i n @pedherfpubiclvace, dnd continued in

a |l ow tone to her husband: e
brought the news that there
Trantridge, on the edge o060
doUrbervadawhat &®s 6tHeayt 26 sai d ¢
Se repeated the informatior
relation, 6 she said. O6And my
kin. o

6There | S a |l ady of the nam
Durbeyfield. 6Pabson Tringha
sheds not hd ajgiorthersh af as, ne doubt,
hailing |l ong since King Nor m;i
While this question was being discussed neither of the
pair noticed, in their preoccupation, that little Abraham had
crept into the room, and was awaiting an opportunity of
asking thento return.
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6She is rich, and sheod6d be
mai d, &8 continued Mrs Durbeyf
good thing. I donodt see why
should not be on visiting tel
6Yes; and wedl | al | righthai m
from under the bedstead. 0 AT
when Tess has gone to l|live w
coach and wear black cl ot hes!
6How do you come here, chil

talking! Go away, and play on the stairs till fathemd
mother be ready! ... Well, Tess ought to go to this other
member of our family. 0Fdse 6d |

woul d; and l' i kely enough 0t
gentl eman marrying her. I n s
OHow?®

o} tried her -Tellerfand itibrought bt F o
t hat very thing! You sh
lookedted a vy ; her skin is as sump!
6What says the maid herself
0l 6ve not asked her. She dc
ladyrelation yet. But it wuld certainly put her in the way

of a grand marri age, and she
0Tess is queer. 0

6But shebés tractable at bot
Though this conversation had been private, sufficient of
its import reached the understandings ofsth@round to
suggest to them that the Durbeyfields had weightier
concerns to talk of now than common folks had, and that

35



Tess, their pretty eldest daughter, had fine prospects in
store.

0Tess is a fine figur-dayodo f
when | zeedh e r vamping round pari
observed one of the elderly
Joan Durbeyfield must mind t
in floor. o It was a |l ocal |
meaning, and there was no reply.

The conversa&n became inclusive, and presently other
footsteps were heard crossing the room below.

@ Being a few private friends asked inn@ht to keep
up clubwal ki ng at my own expens
rapidly reused the formula she kept on hand for intruders
before she recognized that the newcomer was Tess.

Even to her mot her 6s gaze
looked sadly out of place amid the alcoholic vapours which
floated here as no unsuitable medium for wrinkled middle
age; and hardly was a reproachful flas f r om Tes s 6
eyes needed to make her father and mother rise from their
seats, hastily finish their ale, and descend the stairs behind

her, Mrs Rolliverés caution f
O6No noi se, pl ease, i f yeodl |l
lose my | icends, and be summor
all! ONight toye!d

They went home together, Tess holding one arm of her
father, and Mrs Durbeyfield the other. He had, in truth,
drunk very littled not a fourth of the quantity which a
systematictippler could carry to church on a Sunday
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afternoon without a hitch in his eastings or genuflections;
but t he weakness of Sir J
mountains of his petty sins in this kind. On reaching the
fresh air he was sufficiently unsteady to inelithe row of
three at one moment as if they were marching to London,
and at another as if they were marching to Batthich
produced a comical effect, frequent enough in families on
nocturnal homegoings; and, like most comical effects, not
quite so comic féer all. The two women valiantly disguised
these forced excursions and countermarches as well as they
could from Durbeyfield, their cause, and from Abraham,
and from themselves; and so they approached by degrees
their own door, the head of the family btimg suddenly
into his former refrain as he drew near, as if to fortify his
soul at sight of the smallness of his present residence
6l 6ve gotyavhamt at Kingshbe
O0Huwsdhondt be so silly, Jacky
not the only family thatvas of o6count in w
at the Anktells, and Horseys, and the Tringhams
themselve8 gone t o seed aobonwegh as
you was bigger folks than th
was never of no family, and have nothing to be ashamed of
inthat way! 6
6Donét you be so sure o6 t|
belief youbve disgraced your
and was kings and queens out
Tess turned the subject by saying what was far more
prominent in her own mind at tmoment than thoughts of

37



her ancest 6 | am afraid father wo
journey with the beehivestmor r ow so ear |l y. 6

ol ? I shall be al | right
Durbeyfield.

I't was eleven o0d6clock befor
and wo o06cl ock next morning w
starting with the beehives if they were to be delivered to the
retailers in Casterbridge before the Saturday market began,
the way thither lying by bad roads over a distance of
between twenty and thirty mileand the horse and waggon
being of the slowest. At haffast one Mrs Durbeyfield
came into the large bedroom where Tess and all her little
brothers and sisters slept.

6The poor man canbdt go,
whose great eyes had opened the me n t he
hand touched the door.

Tess sat up in bed, lost in a vague interspace between a
dream and this information.

6But somebody must go, d she
hives already. Swarming will soon be over for the year; and

6 sh
r mo

itweputof f taking dédem til]l next
6em wi |l be past, and theyol
Durbeyfield |l ooked unequal

young feller, perhaps, would go? One of them who were so
mu c h after danci ngd wsihteh poreee
suggested.

60 0d6no woul dndédt have it for t
proudl vy. 60And Il ettindgsuwharyhb
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thing to be ashamed of! | think | could go if Abraham could
go with me to kip me company.

Her mother at length agredd this arrangement. Little
Abraham was aroused from his deep sleep in a corner of
the same apartment, and made to put on his clothes while
still mentally in the other world. Meanwhile Tess had
hastily dressed herself; and the twain, lighting a lantern,
went out to the stable. The rickety little waggon was
already laden, and the girl led out the horse, Prince, only a
degree less rickety than the vehicle.

The poor creature looked wonderingly round at the
night, at the lantern, at their two figures, as ifdoeld not
believe that at that hour, when every living thing was
intended to be in shelter and at rest, he was called upon to
go out and labour. They put a stock of carelhels into the
lantern, hung the latter to the «ffde of the load, and
directed tle horse onward, walking at his shoulder at first
during the uphill parts of the way, in order not to overload
an animal of so little vigour. To cheer themselves as well as
they could, they made an artificial morning with the
lantern, some bread and buttend their own conversation,
the real morning being far from come. Abraham, as he
more fully awoke (for he had moved in a sort of trance so
far), began to talk of the strange shapes assumed by the
various dark objects against the sky; of this tree thdieldo
like a raging tiger springing from a lair; of that which
resembled a giantébés head.

When they had passed the little town of Stourcas
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tle, dumbly somnolent under its thick brown thatch, they
reached higher ground. Still higher, on their left, the
elevaion called Bulbarrow, or Bealbarrow, waligh the
highest in South Wessex, swelled into the sky, engirdled by
its earthen trenches. From hereabout the long road was
fairly level for some distance onward. They mounted in
front of the waggon, and Abrahamegr reflective.

06Tess! d he said in a prepar

6Yes, Abraham. 6

6Baindt you glad that wedve

O0Not particular gl ad. 0

6But you be gl ad t hat you
gentl eman?5d

OWhat ?6 said Tess, |lifting

6 Taht our great relation wi
gentl eman. 6

61?7 Our great relation? We
has put that into your head?:i

o} heard o6em talking about
went to find father. Thatr eds
Trantridge, and mother said that if you claimed kin with the
|l ady, shed6d put dbéee in the w;

His sister became abruptly still, and lapsed into a
pondering silence. Abraham talked on, rather for the
pleasure of utterance thdnor audi ti on, so
abstraction was of no account. He leant back against the
hives, and with upturned face made observations on the
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stars, whose cold pulses were beating amid the black
hollows above, in serene dissociation from these twpswis
of human life.

He asked how far away those twinklers were, and whether
God was on the other side of them. But ever and anon his
childish prattle recurred to what impressed his imagination
even more deeply than the wonders of creation. If Tess
were madeich by marrying a gentleman, would she have
money enough to buy a spyglass so large that it would draw
the stars as near to her as Nettlecoifibet?

The renewed subject, which seemed to have
impregnated the whole family, filled Tess with impatience.
O6Nev mind that now!dé she excl

06Did you say the stars were

0Yes. 0O

oAl I Il i ke ours?5o

ol donot know,; but I t hink
be like the apples on our stubbdrde. Most of them
splendid
andsounda few blighted. 6

6 Wh i c tve lideoord a splendid one or a blighted
one?0o

O0A blighted one. 0

66Tis very wunlucky that we
when there were so many mor e

6Yes. 0
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6l s it l'i ke that REALLY, Te
to her much impressed, on reconsidiera of this rare

information. 6How would it h
a sound one?6b6

6Wel | |, father woul dnot have
as he does, and woul dnot hav
journey,; and mother wouldnot

and never getting finished. 6
6And you woul d havemategcarch a
not have had to be made rich

60 Abygddadmdtdtt al k of that ar

Left to his reflections Abraham soon grew drowsy. Tess
was not skilful inthe management of a horse, but she
thought that she could take upon herself the entire conduct
of the load for the present and allow Abraham to go to
sleep if he wished to do so. She made him a sort of nest in
front of the hives, in such a manner that beld not fall,
and, taking the reins into her own hands, jogged on as
before.

Prince required but slight attention, lacking energy for
superfluous movements of any sort. With no longer a
companion to distract her, Tess fell more deeply into
reverie than esr, her back leaning against the hives. The
mute procession past her shoulders of trees and hedges
became attached to fantastic scenes outside reality, and the
occasional heave of the wind became the sigh of some
immense sad soul, conterminous with thevarse in space,
and with history in time.
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Then, examining the mesh of events in her own life, she
seemed to see t he vanity 0
gentl emanly suitor awaiting
to see him as a grimacing personage, laughindea
poverty and her shrouded knightly ancestry. Everything
grew more and more extravagant, and she no longer knew
how time passed. A sudden jerk shook her in her seat, and
Tess awoke from the sleep into which she, too, had fallen.

They were a long way fther on than when she had lost
consciousness, and the waggon had stopped. A hollow
groan, unlike anything she had ever heard in her life, came
from the front, foll owed

The lantern hanging at her waggon had gone out, but
anotherwas shining in her faéemuch brighter than her
own had been. Something terrible had happened. The
harness was entangled with an object which blocked the
way.

In consternation Tess jumped down, and discovered the
dreadful truth. The groan had proceeded florar f at he
poor horse Prince. The morning medrt, with its two
noiseless wheels, speeding along these lanes like an arrow,
as it always did, had driven into her slow and unlighted
equipage. The pointed shaft of the cart had entered the
breast of theunhappy Prince like a sword, and from the
wound his I|ifebs blood was s|
with a hiss into the road.

In her despair Tess sprang forward and put her hand
upon the hole, with the only result that she became
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splashed from face tekirt with the crimson drops. Then
she stood helplessly looking on. Prince also stood firm and
motionless as long as he could,; till he suddenly sank down
in a heap.

By this time the maikart man had joined her, and began
dragging and unharnessing the fatm of Prince. But he
was already dead, and, seeing that nothing more could be
done immediately, the matlart man returned to his own
animal, which was uninjured.

6You was on the wrong side,
on with the maibags, so that thigest thing for you to do is
bide here with your | oad. | 6
soon as | can. It is getting daylight, and you have nothing to
fear . 6

He mounted and sped on his way; while Tess stood and
waited. The atmosphere turned pale, the bis#t®ok
themselves in the hedges, arose, and twittered; the lane
showed all its white features, and Tess showed hers, still
whiter. The huge pool of blood in front of her was already
assuming the iridescence of coagulation; and when the sun
rose a hundredrizmatic hues were reflected from it. Prince
lay alongside, still and stark; his eyes half open, the hole in
his chest looking scarcely large enough to have let out all
that had animated him.

06Ti s aldalmy nmionieng the gir
thespet acl e. 0 N o 0 porec Wisatewill imotier me
and father live on now? Aby,
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who had sl ept soundly throuq
candt go o®Pwinhlteous kohded!

When Abraham realized all, the furrows of fifty years
were extemporized on his young face.

6 Why, I danced and | aughed
on to herself. 6To think that
66Tis because we be on a bl
one, isndét it Tess?0 mur mur ¢

In silence they waited through an interval which seemed
endless. At length a sound, and an approaching object,
proved to them that the driver of the medr had been as
good as his word. A far mer 0s
came up, leading a strong cade was harnessed to the
waggon of beehives in the place of Prince, and the load
taken on towards Casterbridge.

The evening of the same day saw the empty waggon
reach again the spot of the accident. Prince had lain there in
the ditch since the morning; bilte place of the bloegdool
was still visible in the middle of the road, though scratched
and scraped over by passing vehicles. All that was left of
Prince was now hoisted into the waggon he had formerly
hauled, and with his hoofs in the air, and his stabgsing
in the setting sunlight, he retraced the eight or nine miles to
Marlott.

Tess had gone back earlier. How to break the news was
more than she could think. It was a relief to her tongue to
find from the faces of her parents that they already knew of
their loss, though this did not lessen the -seffroach
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which she continued to heap upon herself for her
negligence.

But the very shiftlessness of the household rendered the
misfortune a less terrifying one to them than it would have
been to a thriving dmily, though in the present case it
meant ruin, and in the other it would only have meant
inconvenience. In the Durbeyfield countenances there was
nothing of the red wrath that would have burnt upon the
girl from parents more ambitious for her welfare.lddy
blamed Tess as she blamed herself.

When it was discovered that the knacker and tanner
would give only a very few s
because of his decrepitude, Durbeyfield rose to the
occasion.

ONo, 6 said he st odlodyl When 61

we doéUrbervilles was knights
chargers for catds meat . Let
served me well in his |ifeti
now. 0

He worked harder the next day in digging a grave for
Prince in the garden than he had worked for months to
grow a crop for his family. When the hole was ready,
Durbeyfield and his wife tied a rope round the horse and
dragged him up the path towards it, the children following
in funeral t r ai-bu sobbed,rHape and a n
Modesty discharged their griefs in loud blares which
echoed from the walls; and when Prince was tumbled in
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they gathered round the grave. The breather had been
taken away from them; what would they do?

6l s he gone t obraltamabetwee?the a s
sobs.

Then Durbeyfield began to shovel in the earth, and the
children cried anew. All except Tess. Her face was dry and
pale, as though she regarded herself in the light of a
murderess.

V

The haggling business, which had mainly deperatethe
horse, became disorganized forthwith. Distress, if not
penury, loomed in the distance. Durbeyfield was what was
locally called a slackwisted fellow; he had good strength
to work at times; but the times could not be relied on to
coincide with thehours of requirement; and, having been
unaccustomed to the regular toil of the dalyourer, he
was not particularly persistent when they did so coincide.
Tess, meanwhile, as the one who had dragged her
parents into this quagmire, was silently wonderingiinghe
could do to help them out of it; and then her mother
broached her scheme.
6We must take the ups wid t
6and never could your high b
more calledfor moment. You must try your friends. Do ye
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knowthat there is a very rich
the outskirts o006 The Chase,
must go to her and claim kin, and ask for some help in our
trouble. 6

6l shouldndt care to do tha
l ady, & enowhfords iflshe were friendlyot to
expect her to give us help. 6

6You <could win her round t
Besi des, perhaps therebds mor
heard what I-mdowvwe. theard, good

The oppressive sense of the harm shedwatk led Tess
to be more deferential than she might otherwise have been
to the maternal wish; but she could not understand why her
mother should find such satisfaction in contemplating an
enterprise of, to her, such doubtful profit. Her mother might
have made inquiries, and have discovered that this Mrs
déUrberville was a | ady of u
But Tessds pride made the p
particular distaste to her.

61l 6d rather try to get work

O0Dur beyf inelsdet tyloeu icta, 6 sai d

where he sat in the backgroul

she wil/ go. 06

ol donod6t | ike my children g
holden to strange kin, 6 mu

b
t
i . 0

e
he nobl es tfamidyr anc Icobhght aodive uhte
t
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His reasons for staying away were worse to Tess than
her own objections to going.

mot her, & she said mournfully
somet hing. I dondét miyoudnusgoi n
l eave it to me about asking
about her makinga matchforthé t i s silly. 6
6Very we | | sai d, Tess! 06
sententiously. 6Who said |
Joan.

6l fancy it isBiun yoéoud miondd
Rising early next day she walked to the-hilvn called
Shaston, and there took advantage of a van which twice in
the week ran from Shaston eastward to Chaseborough,
passing near Trantridge, the parish in which the vague and
mysteriousMrs@ Ur ber vi l |l e had her r ¢
Tess Durbeyfieldbdbs route on
amid the nortkeastern undulations of the Vale in which she
had been born, and in which her life had unfolded. The
Vale of Blackmoor was to her the world, and its inhafui$
the races thereof. From the gates and stiles of Marlott she
had looked down its length in the wondering days of
infancy, and what had been mystery to her then was not
much less than mystery to her now. She had seen daily
from her chambewindow towers villages, faint white
mansions; above all, the town of Shaston standing
majestically on its height; its windows shining like lamps in
the evening sun. She had hardly ever visited the place, only
a small tract even of the Vale and its environs being known
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to her by close inspection. Much less had she been far
outside the valley. Every contour of the surrounding hills
was as personal to her as th:
what lay beyond, her judgment was dependent on the
teaching of the village $ool, where she had held a leading
place at the time of her leaving, a year or two before this
date.

In those early days she had been much loved by others
of her own sex and age, and had used to be seen about the
village as one of thréeall nearly of the ame yead
walking home from school side by side; Tess the middle
on& in a pink print pinafore, of a finely reticulated
pattern, worn over a stuff frock that had lost its original
colour for a nondescript tertiadymarching on upon long
stalky legs, in tightstockings which had little ladddike
holes at the knees, torn by kneeling in the roads and banks
in search of vegetable and mineral treasures; her then earth
coloured hair hanging like p#tooks; the arms of the two
outside girls resting round the waist Tess; her arms on
the shoulders of the two supporters.

As Tess grew older, and began to see how matters stood,
she felt quite a Malthusian towards her mother for
thoughtlessly giving her so many little sisters and brothers,
when it was such a trouble hurse and provide for them.
Her mot her 6s intelligence wa
Durbeyfield was simply an additional one, and that not the
eldest, to her own long family of waiters on Providence.
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However, Tess became humanely beneficent towards the
small ones, and to help them as much as possible she used,
as soon as she left school, to lend a hand at haymaking or
harvesting on neighbouring farms; or, by preference, at
milking or buttermaking processes, which she had learnt
when her father had owdeows; and being defingered it
was a kind of work in which she excelled.

Every day seemed to throw upon her young shoulders
more of the family burdens, and that Tess should be the
representative of t he Dur be
mansion came asthing of course. In this instance it must
be admitted that the Durbeyfields were putting their fairest
side outward.

She alighted from the van at Trantridge Cross, and
ascended on foot a hill in the direction of the district known
as The Chase, on the blers of which, as she had been
i nformed, Mrs déUrbervilleds
found. It was not a manorial home in the ordinary sense,
with fields, and pastures, and a grumbling farmer, out of
whom the owner had to squeeze an income for himsdlf an
his family by hook or by crook. It was more, far more; a
countryhouse built for enjoyment pure and simple, with
not an acre of troublesome land attached to it beyond what
was required for residential purposes, and for a little fancy
farm kept in hand bthe owner, and tended by a bailiff.

The crimson brick lodge came first in sight, up to its
eaves in dense evergreens. Tess thought this was the
mansion itself till, passing through the side wicket with

51



some trepidation, and onward to a point at whichdiiee
took a turn, the house proper stood in full view. It was of
recent erectiod indeed almost nedv and of the same rich
red colour that formed such a contrast with the evergreens
of the lodge. Far behind the corner of the héusdhich
rose like a geraniunbloom against the subdued colours
around stretched the soft azure landscape of The Ghase
a truly venerable tract of forest land, one of the few
remaining woodlands in England of undoubted primaeval
date, wherein Druidical mistletoe was still found on aged
oaks, and where enormous yé&wes, not planted by the
hand of man grew as they had grown when they were
pollarded for bows. All this sylvan antiquity, however,
though visible from The Slopes, was outside the immediate
boundaries of the estate.

Everything on this snug property was bright, thriving,
and well kept; acres of glat®uses stretched down the
inclines to the copses at their feet. Everything looked like
money like the last coin issued from the Mint. The
stables, partly screened by Austrian piresl evergreen
oaks, and fitted with every late appliance, were as dignified
as Chapelof-Ease. On the extensive lawn stood an
ornamental tent, its door being towards her.

Simple Tess Durbeyfield stood at gaze, in a-afmed
attitude, on the edge of éhgravel sweep. Her feet had
brought her onward to this point before she had quite
realized where she was; and now all was contrary to her
expectation.
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01 thought we were an ol d f
she said, in her artlessness. She wished thathald not

fallen in so readily with he
kin, 6 and had endeavoured to
The doUBIloreStoked 6 lUe ber vill es,

first called themselvéswho owned all this, were a
somewhat unusual familytfind in such an oldashioned

part of the country. Parson Tringham had spoken truly
when he said that our shambling John Durbeyfield was the
only really ||l ineal represent
family existing in the county, or near it; he might bav
added, what he knew very well, that the Stoke
déUrbervilles were no more d
then he was himself. Yet it must be admitted that this
family formed a very good stock whereon to regraft a name
which sadly wanted such renovation.

When old Mr Simon Stoke, latterly deceased, had made
his fortune as an honest merchant (some said money
lender) in the North, he decided to settle as a county man in
the South of England, out of hail of his business district;
and in doing this he felt theenessity of recommencing
with a name that would not too readily identify him with
the smart tradesman of the past, and that would be less
commonplace than the original bald, stark words. Conning
for an hour in the British Museum the pages of works
devoted to extinct, halfextinct, obscured, and ruined
families appertaining to the quarter of England in which he
proposed to settl e, he consi

53



and sounded as wel/l as any
accordingly was annexed to his owmmafor himself and

his heirs eternally. Yet he was not an extravagainded

man in this, and in constructing his family tree on the new
basis was duly reasonable in framing his Hmterriages

and aristocratic links, never inserting a single title above a
rank of strict moderation.

Of this work of imagination poor Tess and her parents
were naturally in ignoranéemuch to their discomfiture;
indeed, the very possibility of such annexations was
unknown to them; who supposed that, though to be
wellfavoured midt be the gift of fortune, a family name
came by nature.

Tess still stood hesitating like a bather about to make his
plunge, hardly knowing whether to retreat or to persevere,
when a figure came forth from the dark triangular door of
the tent. It was thaif a tall young man, smoking.

He had an almost swarthy complexion, with full lips,
badly moulded, though red and smooth, above which was a
well-groomed black moustache with curled points, though
his age could not be more than threeor fandtwenty.
Despte the touches of barbarism in his contours, there was

a singular force in the gent
rolling eye.

oWwel |, my Beauty, wh a't can
coming forward. And perceiving that she stood quite
confounded: OINeawmrMmi d@uUrnteer \

you come to see me or my mot |
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Thi s embodi ment of a doéuUrb
differed even more from what Tess had expected than the
house and grounds had differed. She had dreamed of an
aged and dignified face, the subditon of all the

doUrberville |ineaments, fur.
representing in hieroglyphic
and Englandds history. But S

work in hand, since she could not get out of it, and
answered 6tame to see your mot het

ol am afraid yYoelhecadarmrsnoan siel
replied the present representative of the spurious house; for
this was Mr Alec, the only son of the lately deceased

gentl eman. 6Cannot I answer
busi ness you wish to see her
6lt i snXditisobusiamesardly say
0Pl easure?bd

60h no. Why, sir,o06f | tell

Tessds sense of a certain |
now so strong that, notwithstanding her awe of hing an
her general discomfort at being here, her rosy lips curved
towards a smile, much to the attraction of the swarthy
Alexander.

6lt is so very foolish, 8 st
you! 6
6Never mind; I Il i ke fooli st
said hekindly.

6Mot her asked me to come, 6
indeed, | was in the mind to do so myself likewise. But |
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did not think it would be like this. | came, sir, to tell you
that we are of the same fami/l

O0Ho! Poor relations?o
6Yes. O

6Stokes?50

ONo; doéUrbervilles. 6

60Ay, ay; | mean doéUrbervill
60ur names are worn away to
sever al proofs that we are d

we ared and and we have an old seal, marked with a
ramping lion on a shield, and a castieer him. And we
have a very old silver spoon, round in the bowl like a little
ladle, and marked with the same castle. But it is so worn
that mother uses it to stirthepgao up . 6

0A castle argent is certain
6And myianmsamphnt . o

6ANnd S0 mot her said we ou
beknown to yo@é a s we Ove | ost our I
accident, and are the ol dest

6Very kind of your mot her ,
dondt regret her ssatleppole, ina ec
way that made her bl ush a |
youbve come on a friendly vi:

ol suppose | have, 6 faltere
again.

oWeltlhereds no harm in it. \
areya ? 6
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She gave him brief particulars; and responding to further
inquiries told him that she was intending to go back by the
same carrier who had brought her.

01t is a long while before
Cross. Supposing we walk round the groundgdss the
time, my pretty Coz?50

Tess wished to abridge her visit as much as possible; but
the young man was pressing, and she consented to
accompany him. He conducted her about the lawns, and
flower-beds, and conservatories; and thence to the- fruit
garden ad greenhouses, where he asked her if she liked
strawberries.

6Yes, 6 said Tess, Owhen the

0They are already here. & D¢
specimens of the fruit for her, handing them back to her as
he stooped; and, presently, selecting a isfigcfine
product of the O6British Queei
it by the stem to her mouth.

ONvno! 86 she said quickly, p

his hand and her i ps. o1 W (
hand. o
6Nonsense! 6 he iight sdisteesseste; a |

parted her lips and took it in.

They had spent some time wandering desultorily thus,
Tess eating in a haffleased, haifeluctant state whatever
doUrberville offered her. Wh
of the strawberries he filled hdttle basket with them; and
then the two passed round to the rtorees, whence he
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gathered blossoms and gave her to put in her bosom. She
obeyed like one in a dream, and when she could affix no
more he himself tucked a bud or two into her hat, and
heapedher basket with others in the prodigality of his
bounty. At | ast, |l ooking at
time you have had something to eat, it will be time for you
to leave, if you want to catch the carrier to Shaston. Come
here, and ubll ear fWwhat. §gr

Stoke doéUrberville took her
tent, where he left her, soon reappearing with a basket of
light luncheon, which he put before her himself. It was
evidently the gentlemands wi
pleasantéte-a-téte by the servantry.

6Do you mind my smoking?6 h

60h, not at all, sir. o

He watched her pretty and unconscious munching
through the skeins of smoke that pervaded the tent, and
Tess Durbeyfield did not divine, as she innocently looked
down at the roses in her bosom, that there behind the blue
narcotic haze was potentiall
drama@® one who stood fair to be the bloogd ray in the
spectrum of her young life. She had an attribute which
amounted to a disadvantage jusiw; and it was this that
caused Alec doéUrbervilleds e
her. It was a luxuriance of aspect, a fulness of growth,
which made her appear more of a woman than she really
was. She had inherited the feature from her mother without
the quality it denoted. It had troubled her mind
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occasionally, till her companions had said that it was a fault
which time would cure.
She soon had finished her
home, sir,d she said, rising.
6And what do they cal |l y ¢
accompanied her along the drive till they were out of sight
of the house.

6Tess Durbeyfield, down at
6And you say your people ha
6dkill ed him!'déd she answered,
as she gave partdtchul aésédnaofl
know what to do for father ol

ol must think if | cannot d
find a berth for you. But, Tess, no nonsense about
6ddéoUrbeéeobutbevfi el dé odogoitey ,
anot her name. 0

o} wish for sho, desthed she
dignity.

For a momerd only for a momerd when they were in
the turning of the drive, between the tall rhododendrons
and conifers, before the lodge became visible, he inclined
his face towards her aifbut, no: he thoughbetter of it,
and let her go.

Thus the thing began. Had s
import she might have asked why she was doomed to be
seen and coveted that day by the wrong man, and not by
some other man, the right and desired one in all respects
asnearly as humanity can supply the right and desired; yet
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to him who amongst her acquaintance might have
approximated to this kind, she was but a transient
impression, half forgotten.
In the illjudged execution of the wejlidged plan of things
the call sidlom produces the comer, the man to love rarely
coincides with the hour for loving. Nature does not often
say 0See!d to her poor crea
|l ead to happy doing; or rej
O0Wher e?d -anddedk habbcemelan itkseme,
outworn game. We may wonder whether at the acme and
summit of the human progress these anachronisms will be
corrected by a finer intuition, a closer interaction of the
social machinery than that which now jolts us round and
along; but ach completeness is not to be prophesied, or
even conceived as possible. Enough that in the present
case, as in millions, it was not the two halves of a perfect
whole that confronted each other at the perfect moment; a
missing counterpart wandered indepemnitly about the
earth waiting in crass obtuseness till the late time came.
Out of which maladroit delay sprang anxieties,
disappointments, shocks, catastrophes, and passemge
destinies.
When doéUrberville got back
astride on ahair, reflecting, with a pleased gleam in his
face. Then he broke into a loud laugh.
oWwel |, | 6m damned! -haaladAnd a f
what a crumby girl ! 6
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A

Tess went down the hill to Trantridge Cross, and
inattentively waited to take her seat in then returning

from Chaseborough to Shaston. She did not know what the
other occupants said to her as she entered, though she
answered them; and when they had started anew she rode
along with an inward and not an outward eye.

One among her fellowravelles addressed her more
pointedly than any had spokel
posy! And such roses in ear/l\

Then she became aware of the spectacle she presented to
their surprised vision: roses at her breasts; roses in her hat;
roses and strawbées in her basket to the brim. She
blushed, and said confusedly that the flowers had been
given to her. When the passengers were not looking she
stealthily removed the more prominent blooms from her hat
and placed them in the basket, where she covered them
with her handkerchief. Then she fell to reflecting again, and
in looking downwards a thorn of the rose remaining in her
breast accidentally pricked her chin. Like all the cottagers
in Blackmoor Vale, Tess was steeped in fancies and
prefigurative superstidns; she thought this an ill om&n
the first she had noticed that day.
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The van travelled only so far as Shaston, and there were
several miles of pedestrian descent from that mountaintown
into the vale to Marlott. Her mother had advised her to stay
here forthe night, at the house of a cottageman they
knew, if she should feel too tired to come on; and this Tess
did, not descending to her home till the following
afternoon.

When she entered the house she perceived in a moment
from her mo t h enndr shat something pada n t
occurred in the interim.

60h yes; I know all about i
right, and now o6tis proved! o
6Since | d6ve been away? Wha
wearily.

Her mother surveyed the girl up and down with arch
approvaland went on banteringly:
round! 6

6How do you know, mot her ?6

6l 6ve had a |l etter. o6

Tess then remembered that there would have been time
for this.

6TheyMpsaydoUr bé that she Wants yoa y s
to look after a little fowdfarm whichis her hobby. But this

is only her artful way of g €
your hopes. Sheds d@aihmg 660t
meaning o6t . 0

6But | didnoét see her. o6
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6You zid somebody, I suppos
61 saw her son. 0

6And did he own o6ee?b

6 Wadlhéch | ed me Coz. 6

6And | k nehnve iaddl IJeadc khyer Coz'!
her husband. o6Well, he spoke
she do want O6éee there. 6

6But I donodt know t hat I ar
the dubious Tess.

60Then | dondt. kYnoouw vveh db eibsn &

business, and brought up in it. They that be born in a
business al ways know more al

Besides, thatdés only just a
that you midnét feel behol de
o} donot al toowggehtthet o t goné&

thoughtfully. Oo6Who wrote the
it?0

OMrs do6éUrberville wrote it.
The letter was in the third person, and briefly informed

Mr s Durbeyfield that her da
useful to thalady in the management of her poulfaym,

that a comfortable room would be provided for her if she
could come, and that the wages would be on a liberal scale

if they liked her.

6C0ht hat 6s all ! d said Tess.
60You couldnodt expect dhereet o
an6 to kiss and to colll 0ee
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Tess looked out of the window.

6l would rather stay here w
6But why?5o
61l 6d rather not tell you wh

know why. 6

A week afterwards she came in onesming from an
unavailing search for some light occupation in the
immediate neighbourhood. Her idea had been to get
together sufficient money during the summer to purchase
another horse. Hardly had she crossed the threshold before
one of the children dancemilcr oss t he r oom,
gentl emands been here!d

Her mother hastened to explain, smiles breaking from
every inch of her person. Mr
on horseback, having been riding by chance in the direction
of Marlott. He had wished tknow, finally, in the name of
his mother, if Tess could really come to manage the old
| ady 6 sfarmf ar wibt; the lad who had hitherto
superintended the birds havi

déUrberville says you must b
asyou appear; he knows you must be worth your weight in
gol d. He i s wver ydtmuucthh itnot etreel:

Tess seemed for the moment really pleased to hear that
she had won such high opinion from a stranger when, in
her own esteem, she had sunk so.low

ol t is very good of him to
6and i f I was quite sure ho
wouldgoanywh en . 0
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6He is a mighty handsome ma

61 dondt think so,d6 said Te
oWwel |, therebs your chuence,
he wears a beauti ful di amond
6Yes, 06 said littl e Abr aha
wi ndowbench; 6and | seed it!

put his hand up to his mistarshers. Mother, why did our

grand relation keep on putting his hand up to his

mistas her s ? 0

OHar k at t hat child!d crif
parenthetic admiration.

6Perhaps to show his diamon
dreamily, from his chair.

6l 6I'l think it over, 6 said
6 We | edbs made mbraocbhponfques
ht off, 6 continued
ol if she dondt f ol
6l dondt quite Iike my chil
the haggl er. 6As the he

s t © you kan seke that. He called her Coz!

marry her, mo st i kely
shed6l |l be what her foref

John Durbeyfield had more conceit than energy or
health, and this supposition was pleasant to him.

d

co

ut tdihekrego, Jacky,d coaxe
0s

!

n
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o6Wel |, per haps that 6s what
means, 6 he admitted; 6éand su
thoughts about improving his blood by linking on to the old
line. Tess, the little rogue! Andhavee real |l y pai
visit to such an end as this"
Meanwhile Tess was walking thoughtfully among the

goosebermbushes i n the garden, ar
When she came in her mother pursued her advantage.

6Well, what be you going to
6l wish | had seen Mrs doéuUr
ol think you mid as well S

soon enough. 6
Her father coughed in his chair.

ol dondt know what to say! 6
6lt is for you t osedandlisupgose |

| ought to do something to get ye a new one.oBomito |
dondt quite |Iike Mr déUrbervi

The children, who had made use of this idea of Tess
being taken up by their wealthy kinsfolk (which they
imagined the other family to pas a species of dolorifuge
after t he death of t he hor
reluctance, and teased and reproached her for hesitating.

0Tess wmadtbe ngade a-&dy ofld no, she

says she wo-ondt! o6 they wailed, W
60And hwaewmd$¢ have a nice new hc
money to buy fairlings! And

bestclozenomo-or e! 06
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Her mother chimed in to the same tune: a certain way
she had of making her labours in the house seem heavier
than they were Y prolonging them indefinitely, also
weighed in the argument. Her father alone preserved an
attitude of neutrality.

ol  will go, 6 said Tess at |
Her mother could not repress her consciousness of the
nupti al vision conjured up b\
6Thas right! For such a pre

chancel 0

Tess smiled crossly.

o1 hope it is a chance for
kind of chance. You had better say nothing of that silly sort
about parish. o

Mrs Durbeyfield did not promis&he was not quite sure
t hat s he did not feel proud
remarks, to say a good deal.

Thus it was arranged; and the young girl wrote, agreeing
to be ready to set out on any day on which she might be
required. She was duly informédh at Mr s doé Ur be
glad of her decision, and that a spreyt should be sent to
meet her and her luggage at the top of the Vale on the day
after the morrow, when she must hold herself prepared to
start. Mr s déUrbervilleds I
masculine.

O0A cart?bo mur mured Joan Du
mi ght have been a carriage f
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Having at last taken her course Tess was less restless
and abstracted, going about her business with some self
assurance in the thought of acquirianother horse for her
father by an occupation which would not be onerous. She
had hoped to be a teacher at the school, but the fates
seemed to decide otherwise. Being mentally older than her
mot her she did not regard Mr
hopes 6r her in a serious aspect for a moment. Theight
minded woman had been discovering good matches for her
daughter almost from the year of her birth.

VI

On the morning appointed for her departure Tess was
awake before dawinat the marginal minute of the ra
when the grove is still mute, save for one prophetic bird
who sings with a cleavoiced conviction that he at least
knows the correct time of day, the rest preserving silence as
if equally convinced that he is mistaken. She remained
upstairs packing filbreakfasttime, and then came down in
her ordinary weeklay clothes, her Sunday apparel being
carefully folded in her box.

Her mother expostul ated. oY
your fol ks without dressing
6But | aworglolithgsaiod Tess.
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o6Wel |, yes, 6 said Mrs Durbe
i

0at first there mid be a |it
wi || be wiser of 6ee to put
added.

6Very well ; I supposewthou Kk

calm abandonment.

And to please her parent the girl put herself quite in
Joands hands¢odébPaywhgt sgoenki |l
mot her . 6

Mrs Durbeyfield was only too delighted at this
tractability. First she fetched a great basin, and washed
T e s bailr svith such thoroughness that when dried and
brushed it looked twice as much as at other times. She tied
it with a broader pink ribbon than usual. Then she put upon
her the white frock that Tess had worn at the -alatbking,
the airy fulness of which, upplementing her enlarged
coiffure, imparted to her developing figure an amplitude
which belied her age, and might cause her to be estimated
as a woman when she was not much more than a child.

60l declare therebeeh! bobkali
Tess.

6 N erwmind holes in your stockingst hey donét
When | was a maid, so long as | had a pretty bonnet the
devi | mi ght hadé found me in |

Her mot her6s pride in the
step back, like a painter from his easel, and survey her
work as a whole.
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6You must zee yoursel fl o st
than you was toéother day. o

As the lookingglass was only large enough to reflect a
very small portion of Tessb
Durbeyfield hung a black cloak outside the casemamnd
so made a large reflector of the panes, as it is the wont of
bedecking cottagers to do. After this she went downstairs to
her husband, who was sitting in the lower room.

61 61 1 t el |l 6ee what 6ti s, D
6heodl | rthe \neant nothta love her. But whatever
you do, doné6t zay too much t

this chance she has got. She is such an odd maid that it mid
zet her against him, or against going there, even now. If all
goes well, | shall certainly bfor making some return to
padbson at StagfoédeatLangobddr mt

However, as the moment for
nigh, when the first excitement of the dressing had passed
of f, a slight misgiving fou

mind. It prompted the matron to say that she would walk a
little wayd as far as to the point where the acclivity from
the valley began its first steep ascent to the outer world. At

the top Tess was going to be met with the spdag sent
by the Stoked 6 Unvilteg and her box had already been
wheeled ahead towards this summit by a lad with trucks, to
be in readiness.
Seeing their mother put on her bonnet, the younger
children clamoured to go with her.
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01 do want -waywawkodéaSilssy)|

going to marry our gentlemaonousi n, and wear
O6Now, 6 said Tess, flushing
no more o006 that! Mot her , how
into their heads?56

6Going to work, my dears, f

getenough money for a new hor
pacifically.

6Goodbye, father, 6 said Tes
6Goodbye, my maid, 6 said S
from his breast as he suspended his nap, induced by a slight
excess this morning imonour of t he o0cce
hope my young friend will like such a comely sample of his
own bl ood. And tell én, Tess,
our for mer gr and e wryes, selléd | se
and at no onreasonable figur
O6Not foan |l@sd hohsand pound
Durbeyfield.

60Tedll ®Inl take a thousand po
when | come to think oo6t. He
l ammi cken feller | ike myself
a hundred. B u ton tlifleswtoen 161t 6 s t faen d
hae it for fiftyd for twenty pound! Yes, twenty pouéd

thatds the | owest. Dammy, f a
and I wonét take a penny | es:
Tessds eyes were too full é

utter the sentiments that wene er. She turned quickly,
and went out.

71



So the girls and their mother all walked together, a child
on each side of Tess, holding her hand and looking at her
meditatively from time to time, as at one who was about to
do great things; her mother just behiwith the smallest;
the group forming a picture of honest beauty flanked by
innocence, and backed by simygleuled vanity. They
followed the way till they reached the beginning of the
ascent, on the crest of which the vehicle from Trantridge
was to receivéner, this limit having been fixed to save the
horse the labour of the last slope. Far away behind the first
hills the cliff-like dwellings of Shaston broke the line of the
ridge. Nobody was visible in the elevated road which
skirted the ascent save thedlashom they had sent on
before them, sitting on the handle of the barrow that
contained all Tessds worldly

0Bi de here a bit, and the c
said Mrs Durbeyfield. 6Yes, |

It had comé appearing suddenlyrdm behind the
forehead of the nearest upland, and stopping beside the boy
with the barrow. Her mother and the children thereupon
decided to go no farther, and bidding them a hasty
goodbye, Tess bent her steps up the hill.

They saw her white shape draw néa the sprinecart,
on which her box was already placed. But before she had
quite reached it another vehicle shot out from a clump of
trees on the summit, came round the bend of the road there,
passed the luggagmart, and halted beside Tess, who
lookedup as if in great surprise.
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Her mother perceived, for the first time, that the second
vehicle was not a humble conveyance like the first, but a
spickandspan gig or dogart, highly varnished and
equipped. The driver was a young man of threeor-four
andtwaenty, with a cigar between his teeth; wearing a dandy
cap, drab jacket, breeches of the same hue, white neckcloth,
stick-up collar, and brown drivingloves in short, he was
the handsome, horsey young buck who had visited Joan a
week or two before to get hanswer about Tess.

Mrs Durbeyfield clapped her hands like a child. Then
she looked down, then stared again. Could she be deceived
as to the meaning of this?

0l s dat tkhke ngrman | esvma v | | ma
l ady?6 asked the youngest <chi

Meanwhile themuslined form of Tess could be seen
standing still, undecided, beside this taut, whose owner
was talking to her. Her seeming indecision was, in fact,
more than indecision: it was misgiving. She would have
preferred the humble cart. The young man dismbed, and
appeared to urge her to ascend. She turned her face down
the hill to her relatives, and regarded the little group.
Something seemed to quicken her to a determination;
possibly the thought that she had killed Prince. She
suddenly stepped up; he uomied beside her, and
immediately whipped on the horse. In a moment they had
passed the slow cart with the box, and disappeared behind
the shoulder of the hill.
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Directly Tess was out of sight, and the interest of the
matter as a drama was at an end, thetlil e ones o6 e\
with tears. The youngest chil
wasndt gone away to be a | ad
of his lips, burst out crying. The new point of view was
infectious, and the next child did likewise, and then the
next, till the whole three of them wailed loud.

There were tears also in Jo
turned to go home. But by the time she had got back to the
village she was passively trusting to the favour of accident.
However, in bed that night steghed, and her husband
asked her what was the matter.

60h, I dondédt know exactly, o
perhaps it would had been bet
60Oughtnét ye to have though
oWel |, O0tis a oaStlBncief footrwetr
doing again, I woul dndt | et

whether the gentleman is really a gdushrted young man
and choice over her as his ki

6Yes, you ought, per haps, t
John.

Joan Durbeyfield always maged to find consolation
somewher e: 6Wel |, as one of
to make her way with O6en, i
aright. And i f he dondt marr
that hebs all afire wid | ove

60 Whéast her trump <card? Her C
mean?ao
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O0No, stupPiacd; Olhevrasf andeme. 0
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VIl

Having mounted besi de her ,
rapidly along the crest of the first hill, chatting
compliments to Tess as they went, the cart with her box
being left far behind. Rising still, an immense landscape
stretched around them on every side; behind, the green
valley of her birth, before, a gray country of which she
knew nothing except from her first brief visit to Trantridge.
Thus they reached theerge of an incline down which the
road stretched in a long straight descent of nearly a mile.
Ever since the accident Wi

Durbeyfield, courageous as she naturally was, had been
exceedingly timid on wheels; the least irregularity of
motion startled her. She began to get uneasy at a certain

recklessness in her conduct ol
6You wil/ go down sl ow, sir
attempted unconcern.

Dé6Urberville | ooked round U

with the tips of his largevhite centreteeth, and allowed his
lips to smile slowly of themselves.

OWhy, Tess,®6 he answered, a
i sndt a brave bouncing girl
al ways go down at fulll gal |l o

raisngyour spirits. 6
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6But perhaps you need not n
06Ah, 6 he said, shaking his

reckoned with. It is not me alone. Tib has to be considered,

and she has a very queer temj
O0Who?5o

6 Why, this mare. I fancy st
very grim way just then. Di di
6Donét try to frighten me,

oWel |, I dondét. I f any 1|ivi
can: I wonot say @ bulif sich has n g

the power , I am he. 0

O0Why do ycohu &h ahvoer sseu? 6

0Ah, well may you ask it! I

has killed one chap; and just after | bought her she nearly
killed me. And then, take my word for it, |1 nearly killed
her . But sheds touchy still,
hardysff e behind her someti mes.

They were just beginning to descend; and it was evident
that the horse, whether of her own will or of his (the latter
being the more likely), knew so well the reckless
performance expected of her that she hardly required a hint
from behind.

Down, down, they sped, the wheels humming like a top,
the dogcart rocking right and left, its axis acquiring a
slightly oblique set in relation to the line of progress; the
figure of the horse rising and falling in undulations before
them. Soretimes a wheel was off the ground, it seemed,
for many yards; sometimes a stone was sent spinning over
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t he hedge, and flinty spar k
outshone the daylight. The aspect of the straight road
enlarged with their advance, the two bankdding like a

splitting stick; one rushing past at each shoulder.

The wind blew through Tessbé6
skin, and her washed hair flew out behind. She was
determined to show no open fear, but she clutched
déUrber v-arh.l eds rein

6 Do n 6h myarm!e shall be thrown out if you do!
Hold on round my waist! d

She grasped his waist, and so they reached the bottom.

6Safe, thank God, in spite
face on fire.

0T&dsse! thatods temper! 6 sai
66Ti 6 truth.

o6Wel |, y ou need not |l et g

thanklessly the moment vyou f
She had not considered what she had been doing;

whether he were man or woman, stick or stone, in her

involuntary hold on him. Recovering her reservee sat

without replying, and thus they reached the summit of

another declivity.

O0Now then, again!dé said douU
O6No, no! o6 said Tess 6Show
6But when people find thems
points in the county, they mug e t down agai
retorted.
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He loosened rein, and away they went a second time.

D6Urberville turned his face
in playful raillery: ONow tt
wai st again, as you did beforl
ONever! 6 said Tess independ
she could without touching him.

6Let me put one Ilittle kiss
or even on t hat war dnendmy ¢ h e €
honour, | will!®d

Tess, surprised beyond measure, slid &rtiack still on
her seat, at which he urged the horse anew, and rocked her
the more.

owi || not hing el se do?6 S
desperation, her large eyes staring at him like those of a
wild animal. This dressing her up so prettily by her mother
hadapparently been to lamentable purpose.

O6Not hing, dear Tess, 6 he re
60h, I doredty kwredw,; I dondt
miserably.

He drew rein, and as they slowed he was on the point of
imprinting the desired salute, when, as if hardly yet aware
of her own modesty, she dodged aside. His arms being
occupied with the reins there was left him no power to
prevent her manoeuvre.

6Now, dlaénnl ibreak both our |
capriciously passionate comp:
your word liketht , you young witch, ¢
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6Very well , 6 said Tess, 601 €
determined! Butd thought you would be kind to me, and

protect me, as my Kkinsman!d
6Ki nsman be hanged! Now!
6But | don6t want anybody t
a big tear beginning to roll down her face, and the corners
of her mouth trembling in he
woul dndt had come i f | had ki
He was inexorabl e, and she

gave her the kiss of mastery. No sooner had he done
than she flushed with shame, took out her handkerchief,
and wiped the spot on her cheek that had been touched by
his lips. His ardour was nettled at the sight, for the act on
her part had been unconsciously done.

6You are mighty scinrsli!td veaif
young man.

Tess made no reply to this remark, of which, indeed, she
did not quite comprehend the drift, unheeding the snub she
had administered by her instinctive rub upon her cheek.
She had, in fact, undone the kiss, as far as such awlisg
physically possible. With a dim sense that he was vexed
she looked steadily ahead as they trotted on near Melbury
Down and Wingreen, till she saw, to her consternation, that
there was yet another descent to be undergone.

6You shall behatndé ber resit
injured tone still remaining, as he flourished the whip

anew. 6Unl ess, t hat i s, you
again, and no handkerchief. 6
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She sighed. 60Very Ovetindget si r
my hat! 6
At the moment of speakinger hat had blown off into
the road, their present speed on the upland being by no
means sl ow. D6Urberville pul
it for her, but Tess was down on the other side.
She turned back and picked up the article.
6You | ookh pirtetafifer wpan my
possible, 6 he said, cont emp
vehicle. ONow then, up a
The hat was in place and tied, but Tess had not stepped
forward.
60No, sir,® she said,ofheeveal
mouth as her eye it in def
know it!o
60 Whéaytou wondét get wup beside

60NoO; I shall wal k. d

06Tis five or six miles yet
6l don6ét care i f o6tis dozen
6You artNowltelm@sesgdghodt you ma
hat blow off on purpose? |061I
Her strategic silence confirmed his suspicion.

Then doéUrberville cursed an

her everything he could think of for the trick. Turning the
horse suddenlfe tried to drive back upon her, and so hem
her in between the gig and the hedge. But he could not do
this short of injuring her.
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6You ought to be ashamed o
wicked words!d cried Tess wi

hedgeintowhih s he had scrambled. 6
I hate and detest you! I 611 (
Dé6Urbervillebs bad temper c
and he laughed heartily.

oWel | , I I'i ke you all the b
be pelanewr do it @y more against your will. My
life upon it now! b

Still Tess could not be induced to remount. She did not,

however, object to his keeping his gig alongside her;

and in this manner, at a slow pace, they advanced

towards the village of Tranttge. From time to time

déUrberville exhibited a so

sight of the tramping he had driven her to undertake by

his misdemeanour. She might in truth have safely

trusted him now; but he had forfeited her confidence for

the time, andfse kept on the ground progressing

thoughtfully, as if wondering whether it would be wiser

to return home. Her resolve, however, had been taken,

and it seemed vacillating even to childishness to

abandon it now, unless for graver reasons. How could

she faceher parents, get back her box, and disconcert

the whole scheme for the rehabilitation of her family on

such sentimental grounds?

A few minutes later the chimneys of The Slopes
appeared in view, and in a snug nook to the right the
poultry-farm and cottagefo Tessd& destinati o

82 Tess of the douUr



IX

The community of fowls to which Tess had been appointed
as supervisor, purveyor, nurse, surgeon, and friend made its
headquarters in an old thatched cottage standing in an
enclosure that had once been a garden, but was now a
trampled and sanded square. The house was overrun with
ivy, its chimney being enlarged by the boughs of the
parasite to the aspect of a ruined tower. The lower rooms
were entirely given over to the birds, who walked about
them with a proprietary air, as thougtetplace had been
built by themselves, and not by certain dusty copyholders
who now lay east and west in the churchyard. The
descendants of these bygone owners felt it almost as a
slight to their family when the house which had so much of
their affection, A d cost so much of
money, and had been in their possession for several
generations before the doéUrhb
was indifferently turned into a fowlhouse by Mrs Steoke
doUrberville as soon as t h
according to | aw. 66Twas goo
grandfatherés time, & they sai
The rooms wherein dozens of infants had wailed at their
nursing now resounded with the tapping of nascent chicks.
Distracted hens in coops occupied spots where formerly
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stood chairs supporting sedate agriculturists. The chimney
corner and oneblazing hearth was now filled with
inverted beehives, in which the hens laid their eggs; while
out of doors the plots that each succeeding householder had
carefully shaped with hispade were torn by the cocks in
wildest fashion.

The garden in which the cottage stood was surrounded
by a wall, and could only be entered through a door.

When Tess had occupied herself about an hour the next
morning in altering and improving the arrangemsen
according to her skilled ideas as the daughter of a professed
poulterer, the door in the wall opened and a servant in
white cap and apron entered. She had come from the
manorhouse.

OMrs doUrberville wants the
but perceivingthat Tess did not quite understand, she
explained, OMi sbess is a old
Tess.

Almost before her misgiving at the news could find time
to shape itself she took, un

two of the most beautiful of thedtnburghs in her arms,
and followed the maidervant, who had likewise taken
two, to the adjacent mansion, which, though ornate and
imposing, showed traces everywhere on this side that some
occupant of its chambers could bend to the love of dumb
creatured feathers floating within view of the front, and
hencoops standing on the grass.
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In a sittingroom on the groundloor, ensconced in an
armchair with her back to the light, was the owner and
mistress of the estate, a whheaired woman of not more
than sixy, or even less, wearing a large cap. She had the
mobile face frequent in those whose sight has decayed by
stages, has been laboriously striven after, and reluctantly let
go, rather than the stagnant mien apparent in persons long
sightless or born blind.&ss walked up to this lady with her
feathered chargésone sitting on each arm.

60Ah, you are the young WwWOo0 me
birds?6 said Mrs doUrbervill
o1 hope you wil/ be kind to

are quitethe proper person. Well, where are they? Ah, this
is Strut! But he is hardly so lively iday, is he? He is
alarmed at being handled by a stranger, | suppose. And
Phena tod yes, they are a little frightendda r e n 6 t y O
dears? But they will soongetusedd you. 0

While the old lady had been speaking Tess and the other
maid, in obedience to her gestures, had placed the fowls
severally in her lap, and she had felt them over from head
to tail, examining their beaks, their combs, the manes of the
cocks, theirwings, and their claws. Her touch enabled her
to recognize them in a moment, and to discover if a single
feather were crippled or draggled. She handled their crops,
and knew what they had eaten, and if too little or too much;
her face enacting a vivid pamhime of the criticisms
passing in her mind.
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The birds that the two girls had brought in were duly
returned to the yard, and the process was repeated till all
the pet cocks and hens had been submitted to the old
womar®d Hamburghs, Bantams, Cochins, Brahmas,
Dorkings, and such other sorts as were in fashion just
therd her perception of each visitor being seldom at fault
as she received the bird upon her knees.

It reminded Tess of a Confirmation, in which Mrs
déUrberville was the bipehop,
presented, and herself and the resédvant the parson and
curate of the parish bringing them up. At the end of the

ceremony Mrs doéUrberville ab
and twitching her face into
OWhi stl e, Madam?6

&es, whistle tunes. d

Tess could whistle like most other coungiyls, though
the accomplishment was one which she did not care to
profess in genteel company. However, she blandly admitted
that such was the fact.

6Then you wil!/l h edayel hada lagp r a c
who did it very well, but he has left. | want you to whistle
to my bullfinches; as | cannot see them, | like to hear them,
and we teach o6em airs that W
are, Elizabeth. You must begin-teorrow, or they will go
back in their piping. They have been neglected these
sever al days. 6

OMr doébUrberville whistled t
said Elizabeth.
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6He! Pooh! d

The old | adybds face creased
and she made no further reply.

Thus the receptionf Tess by her fancied kinswoman
terminated, and the birds were taken back to their quarters.
The girl dés surprise at Mr s ¢
great; for since seeing the size of the house she had
expected no more. But she was far from being awlzae
the old lady had never heard a word of thecaled
kinship. She gathered that no great affection flowed
between the blind woman and her son. But in that, too, she

was mistaken. Mrs doéUrbervil
compelled to love her offspmn resentfully, and to be
bitterly fond.

In spite of the unpleasant initiation of the day before,
Tess inclined to the freedom and novelty of her new
position in the morning when the sun shone, now that she
was once installed there; and she was curiouggb her
powers in the unexpected direction asked of her, so as to
ascertain her chance of retaining her post. As soon as she
was alone within the walled garden she sat herself down on
a coop, and seriously screwed up her mouth for the-long
neglected praate. She found her former ability to have
degenerated to the production of a hollow rush of wind
through the lips, and no clear note at all.

She remained fruitlessly blowing and blowing,
wondering how she could have so grown out of the art
which had come bynature, till she became aware of a
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movement among the ivyoughs which cloaked the
gardenwall no less then the cottage. Looking that way she
beheld a form springing from the coping to the plot. It was
Al ec doéUrbervill e, wh o mhes h e
had conducted her the day before to the door of the
gardenerds cottage where she
6Upon my honour! o6 cried he,
such a beautiful thing in Nature or Art as you look,
6Cousinbé Tess (6Cousinldé had
have been watching you from over the Wadlitting like
IM-patience on a monument, and pouting up that pretty red
mouth to whistling shape, and whooing and whooing, and
privately swearing, and never being able to produce a note.
Why, you are quitecrodse cause you canot
ol may be cross, but | didn
6Ah! I under st andthosehbylliest o u
My mother wants you to carry on their musical education.
How selfish of her! As if attending to these curst cocks and
hens here were not eagh work for any girl. | would flatly
refuse, if | were you. o
6But she wants me particul a
bytomor row morning. 0

6Does shed OWell Igitvheenyou a | ¢

60h no, you wonoé6t!dé said Te
door.
6Nonsense; | dono6dl whhtstan

this side of the wirenetting, and you can keep on the other;
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so you may feel quite safe. Now, look here; you screw up

your | ips toodshmr&hly. There

He suited the action to the word, and silgd a line of
6Take, O take those | ips awa
upon Tess.

ONow try, 6 said doéUrbervildl

She attempted to look reserved; her face put on a
sculptural severity. But he persisted in his demand, and at
last, to get rid of him, shedliput up her lips as directed for
producing a clear note; laughing distressfully, however, and
then blushing with vexation that she had laughed.

He encouraged her with o6Try

Tess was quite serious, painfully serious by this time;
and she tried ultimately and unexpectedly emitting a real
round sound. The momentary pleasure of success got the
better of her; her eyes enlarged, and she involuntarily
smiled in his face.

6That 6s i t! Now 0y ouhbéalvle gsot
beautifully. Theré | said | would notcome near you; and,
in spite of such temptation as never before fell to mortal

man, I 61 1| keep my word. .. Te
qgueer ol d soul ?6

6l dono6ét know much of her vy
6Youodl |l find her so; she mu

whistle toher bullfinches. | am rather out of her books just
now, but you will be quite in favour if you treat her
livestock well. Good morning. If you meet with any
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di fficulties and want help h
to me. 0

It was in the economy of thigégime that Tess
Durbeyfield had undertaken t
experiences were fairly typical of those which followed
through many succeeding days. A familiarity with Alec
doéUr ber vi |dwehighsthapyouns ream cazefully
cultivated in her by playful dialogue, and by jestingly
calling her his cousin when they were alénemoved
much of her original shyness of him, without, however,
implanting any feeling which could engender shyness of a
new and tenderer kind. But she was more pliablgeu his
hands than a mere companionship would have made her,
owing to her unavoidable dependence upon his mother,

and, through that | adybés col
him.

She soon found that whistling to the bullfinches in Mrs
doUr ber vi | | mo&wh anerausnbusinass when

she had regained the art, for she had caught from her
musical mother numerous airs that suited those songsters
admirably. A far more satisfactory time than when she
practised in the garden was this whistling by the cages each
mor ni ng. Unrestrained by the
threw up her mouth, put her lips near the bars, and piped
away in easeful grace to the attentive listeners.

Mrs doUr ber vi | | gostsbédstgatl hungn a
with heavy damask curtains, and thellfinches occupied
the same apartment, where they flitted about freely at

90 Tess of the douUr



certain hours, and made little white spots on the furniture
and upholstery. Once while Tess was at the window where
the cages were ranged, giving her lesson as usual, she
thought ie heard a rustling behind the bed. The old lady
was not present, and turning round the girl had an
impression that the toes of a pair of boots were visible
below the fringe of the curtains. Thereupon her whistling
became so disjointed that the listenérsuch there were,
must have discovered her suspicion of his presence. She
searched the curtains every morning after that, but never
found anybody wi t hin t hem.
evidently thought better of his freak to terrify her by an
ambush of thakind.

X

Every village has its idiosyncrasy, its constitution, often its
own code of morality. The levity of some tife younger
women in and about Trantridge was marked, and was
perhaps symptomatic of the choice spirit who ruled The
Slopes in that vicinity. The place had also a more abiding
defect; it drank hard. The staple conversation on the farms
around was on the selessness of saving money; and
smockfrocked arithmeticians, leaning on their ploughs or
hoes, would enter into calculations of great nicety to prove
that parish relief was a fuller provision for a man in his old
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age than any which could result from sasdnout of their
wages during a whole lifetime.

The chief pleasure of these philosophers lay in going
every Saturday night, when work was done, to
Chaseborough, a decayed mattoetn two or three miles
distant; and, returning in the small hours of the next
morning, to spend Sunday in sleeping off the dyspeptic
effects of the curious compounds sold to them as beer by
the monopolizers of the ondedependent inns.

For a long time Tess did not join in the weekly
pilgrimages. But under pressure from matrons maoich
older than herseldf for a fieldmanés wages bei |
at twentyone as at forty, marriage was early liefeess at
length consented to go. Her first experience of the journey
afforded her more enjoyment than she had expected, the
hilariousness of thethers being quite contagious after her
monotonous attention to the poulfiarm all the week. She
went again and again. Being graceful and interesting,
standing moreover on the momentary threshold of
womanhood, her appearance drew down upon her some sly
regards from loungers in the streets of Chaseborough;
hence, though sometimes her journey to the town was made
independently, she always searched for her fellows at
nightfall, to have the protection of their companionship
homeward.

This had gone on for aanth or two when there came a
Saturday in September, on which a fair and a market
coincided; and the pilgrims from Trantridge sought double
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delights at the inns on tha
made her late in setting out, so that her comrades reached
the town long before her. It was a fine September evening,
just before sunset, when yellow lights struggle with blue
shades in hairlike lines, and the atmosphere itself forms a
prospect without aid from more solid objects, except the
innumerable winged irgts that dance in it. Through this
low-lit mistiness Tess walked leisurely along.

She did not discover the coincidence of the market with
the fair till she had reached the place, by which time it was
close upon dusk. Her limited marketing was soon
compleed; and then as usual she began to look about for
some of the Trantridge cottagers.

At first she could not find them, and she was informed
that most of them had gone to what they called a private
little jig at the house of a hayusser and peatealer who
had transactions with their farm. He lived in an-ofithe-
way nook of the townlet, and in trying to find her course
thither her eyes fell upon
street corner.

6 Whoamty Beauty? You here so |

She told him that shwas simply waiting for company
homeward.

61 611 see you again,d said
went on down the back lane.

Approaching the hajrussers, she could hear the fiddled
notes of a reel proceeding from some building in the rear;
but no sound fodancing was audibée an exceptional state
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of things for these parts, where as a rule the stamping
drowned the music. The front door being open she could
see straight through the house into the garden at the back as
far as the shades of night would allomnd nobody
appearing to her knock, she traversed the dwelling and
went up the path to the outhouse whence the sound had
attracted her.

It was a windowless erection used for storage, and from
the open door there floated into the obscurity a mist of
yellow radiance, which at first Tess thought to be
illuminated smoke. But on drawing nearer she perceived
that it was a cloud of dust, lit by candles within the
outhouse, whose beams upon the haze carried forward the
outline of the doorway into the wide night dietgarden.

When she came close and looked in she beheld indistinct
forms racing up and down to the figure of the dance, the
silence of their footfalls arising from their being overshoe
i n 6 8 that & ftofsdy, the powdery residuum from the
storage of pat and other products, the stirring of which by
their turbulent feet created the nebulosity that involved the
scene. Through this floating, fusty debris of peat and hay,
mixed with the perspirations and warmth of the dancers,
and forming together a sort @kegetehuman pollen, the
muted fiddles feebly pushed their notes, in marked contrast
to the spirit with which the measure was trodden out. They
coughed as they danced, and laughed as they coughed. Of
the rushing couples there could barely be discerned mor
than the high lights the indistinctness shaping them to
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satyrs clasping nympBsa multiplicity of Pans whirling a
multiplicity of Syrinxes; Lotis attempting to elude Priapus,
and always failing.
At intervals a couple would approach the doorway for
air, ard the haze no longer veiling their features, the
demigods resolved themselves into the homely
personalities of her own negbor neighbours. Could
Trantridge in two or three short hours have metamorphosed
itself thus madly!
Some Sileni of the throng sat benches and hayusses
by the wall; and one of them recognized her.
060The maids donot think it |
FlowerdeL uc e, 6 he explained. 6T
everybody see which be their fanmen. Besides, the
house sometimes shuts st when their jints begin to get
greased. So we come here and
6But when be any of you goi
some anxiety.
ON®dwmoOédmost directly. This is
She waited. The reel drew to a close, and sontleeoparty
were in the mind of starting. But others would not, and
another dance was formed. This surely would end it,
thought Tess. But it merged in yet another. She became
restless and uneasy; yet, having waited so long, it was
necessary to wait longewsn account of the fair the roads
were dotted with roving characters of possibly ill intent;
and, though not fearful of measurable dangers, she feared
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the unknown. Had she been near Marlott she would have
had less dread.
6Dondét ye be nerowdys, emypodd
between his coughs, a young man with a wet face and his
straw hat so far back upon his head that the brim encircled

it l' i ke the ni mbus of-maronws ai ni
is Sunday, thank God, and we can sleep it off in
churchtimeN o w, have a turn with me

She did not abhor dancing, but she was not going to
dance here. The movement grew more passionate: the
fiddlers behind the luminous pillar of cloud now and then
varied the air by playing on the wrong side of the bridge or
with the back of the bow. But it did not matter; the panting
shapes spun onwards.

They did not vary their partners if their inclination were
to stick to previous ones. Changing partners simply meant
that a satisfactory choice had not as yet been arrived at by
one or other of the pair, and by this time every couple had
been suitably matched. It was then that the ecstasy and the
dream began, in which emotion was the matter of the
universe, and matter but an adventitious intrusion likely to
hinder you from spinningvhere you wanted to spin.

Suddenly there was a dull thump on the ground: a couple

had fallen, and lay in a mixed heap. The next couple,

unable to check its progress, came toppling over the
obstacle. An inner cloud of dust rose around the prostrate

figuresamid the general one of the room, in which a
twitching entanglement of arms and legs was discernible.
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6You shall catch it for thi
home! & burst in femal e daccerl
those of the unhappy partner of the man whdamsiness
had caused the mishap; she happened also to be his recently
married wife, in which assortment there was nothing
unusual at Trantridge as long as any affection remained
between wedded couples; and, indeed, it was not
uncustomary in their lateivies, to avoid making odd lots of
the single people between whom there might be a warm
understanding.

A | oud |l augh from behind Te
the garden, united with the titter within the room. She
looked round, and saw the red coal of a cigalec

déUrberville was standing th
and she reluctantly retreated towards him.
o6Wel | | my Beauty, what are

She was so tired after her long day and her walk that she
confided her trouble to hitnthat she had beewaiting
ever since he saw her to have their company home, because
the road at night was strang

never | eave off, and | reall)\
6Certainly do not-horselherhtav e
day; but core to The FlowedeL u c e, and 0611

and drive you home with me. 6
Tess, though flattered, had never quite got over her
original mistrust of him, and, despite their tardiness, she
preferred to walk home with the wefélk. So she
answered that sh@as much obliged to him, but would not
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troubl e him. o | have said th
will expect me to now.d

6Very well, Miss Independen
shall not hurry... My good Lord, what a kitlp they are
having there! b

He had not put himself forward into the light, but some
of them had perceived him, and his presence led to a slight
pause and a consideration of how the time was flying. As
soon as he had & a cigar and walked away the
Trantridge people began to collatiemselves from amid
those who had come in from other farms, and prepared to
leave in a body. Their bundles and baskets were gathered
up, and half an hour later, when the clatime sounded a
quarter past eleven, they were straggling along the lane
whichled up the hill towards their homes.

It was a threamile walk, along a dry white road, made
whiter to-night by the light of the moon.

Tess soon perceived as she walked in the flock,
sometimes with this one, sometimes with that, that the fresh
night air wasproducing staggerings and serpentine courses
among the men who had partaken too freely; some of the
more careless women also were wandering in theid gait
wit, a dark virago, Car Darch, dubbed Queen of Spades, till
l ately a favour iNamy, lef sis@érd Ur b
nicknamed the Queen of Diamonds; and the young married
woman who had already tumbled down. Yet however
terrestrial and lumpy their appearance just now to the mean
unglamoured eye, to themselves the case was different.
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They followed the @ad with a sensation that they were
soaring along in a supporting medium, possessed of
original and profound thoughts, themselves and
surrounding nature forming an organism of which all the
parts harmoniously and joyously interpenetrated each other.
They were as sublime as the moon and stars above them,
and the moon and stars were as ardent as they.

Tess, however, had undergone such painful experiences
of this kind in her fatheros
condition spoilt the pleasure she was baugig to feel in
the moonlight journey. Yet she stuck to the party, for
reasons above given.

In the open highway they had progressed in scattered
order; but now their route was through a figlate, and the
foremost finding a difficulty in opening it, theslosed up
together.

This leading pedestrian was Car the Queen of Spades,
who carried a wickeb a s k e t containing
groceries, her own draperies, and other purchases for the
week. The basket being large and heavy, Car had placed it
for conveniencef porterage on the top of her head, where
it rode on in jeopardized balance as she walked with arms
akimbo.

0 We Iwhatever is that-areeping down thy back, Car
Darch?6é said one of the grouj

All looked at Car. Her gown was a light cotton preatd

from the back of her head a kind of rope could be seen
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descending to some distance below her waist, like a
Chinamands ¢
0660Tis her hair falling down

No; it was not her hair: it was a black stream of
something oozing from her baskeind it glistened like a
slimy snake in the cold still rays of the moon.

00Tis treacle, 6 said an obs

Treacl e it was . Car 6s poor
weakness for the sweet stuff. Honey she had in plenty out
of her own hives, but treacle waat her soul desired, and
Car had been about to give her a treat of surprise. Hastily
lowering the basket the dark girl found that the vessel
containing the syrup had been smashed within.

By this time there had arisen a shout of laughter at the
extraordhnary appearance of Car 6s
dark queen into getting rid of the disfigurement by the first
sudden means available, and independently of the help of
the scoffers. She rushed excitedly into the field they were
about to cross, and flingg herself flat on her back upon
the grass, began to wipe her gown as well as she could by
spinning horizontally on the herbage and dragging herself
over it upon her elbows.

The laughter rang louder; they clung to the gate, to the
posts, rested on theirastes, in the weakness engendered by
their convulsions at the spectacle of Car. Our heroine, who
had hitherto held her peace, at this wild moment could not
help joining in with the rest.

It was a misfortun@ in more ways than one. No seon
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er did the dark geen hear the soberer richer note of Tess
among those of the other wepeople than a long
smouldering sense of rivalry inflamed her to madness. She
sprang to her feet and closely faced the object of her
dislike.

O0How darest tho Ilcdedgh at me

6l couldndét really help it
Tess, still tittering.

60Ah, thdést think thé beest
beest first favourite with He just now! But stop a bit, my
l ady, stop a bit! ILoak heads g 0 O
herebs at o6ee! 0

To Tessds horror the dark g
bodice of her gowé which for the added reason of its
ridiculed condition she was only too glad to be fre® aill
she had bared her plump neck, shoulders, and arms to the
moonshine, under which they looked as luminous and
beautiful as some Praxitelean creation, in their possession
of the faultless rotundities of a lusty coungyl. She
closed her fists and squared up at Tess.

6l ndeed, t hen, I s h a ltef n o
majestically; 6and if I had
woul dnodt have so | et myself
whorage as this is!d

The rather too inclusive speech brought down a torrent
of vituperation from other
unlucky hed, particularly from the Queen of Diamonds,
who having stood in the rela
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had also been suspected of, united with the latter against
the common enemy. Several other women also chimed in,
with an animus which none of them wouldve been so
fatuous as to show but for the rollicking evening they had
passed. Thereupon, finding Tess unfairly browbeaten, the
husbands and lovers tried to make peace by defending her;
but the result of that attempt was directly to increase the
war.

Tess was indignant and ashamed. She no longer minded
the loneliness of the way and the lateness of the hour; her
one object was to get away from the whole crew as soon as
possible. She knew well enough that the better among them
would repent of their passiamext day. They were all now
inside the field, and she was edging back to rush off alone
when a horseman emerged almost silently from the corner
of the hedge that screened t
looked round upon them.

0 What t he deowiaboutiiwerk @ll Ik ? & hih
asked.

The explanation was not readily forthcoming; and, in
truth, he did not require any. Having heard their voices
while yet some way off he had ridden creepingly forward,
and learnt enough to satisfy himself.

Tess was standingoart from the rest, near the gate. He
bent over towards her. 6Jump
6and wedll get shot of the s

She felt almost ready to faint, so vivid was her sense of
the crisis. At almost any other moment of hde Ishe
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would have refused such proffered aid and company, as she
had refused them several times before; and now the
loneliness would not of itself have forced her to do
otherwise. But coming as the invitation did at the particular
juncture when fear andndignation at these adversaries
could be transformed by a spring of the foot into a triumph
over them, she abandoned herself to her impulse, climbed
the gate, put her toe upon his instep, and scrambled into the
saddle behind him. The pair were speedingyaimto the
distant gray by the time that the contentious revellers
became aware of what had happened.

The Queen of Spades forgot the stain on her bodice, and
stood beside the Queen of Diamonds and themewied,
staggering young womanall with a gaze ofixity in the

direction in which the horse
silence on the road.
6 What be ye |l ooking at?6 a

observed the incident.
OHboho! 6 | aughed dar k Car .

OHéeehee! 6 |l aughed t he tipgr
steadied heself on the arm of her fond husband.
O0Héeuheu! 6 | aughed dark Car 6
moustache as she expl ained
fryingpan into the fire!o

Then these children of the open air, whom even excess
of alcohol could scarce injurgpermanently, betook
themselves to the fieldath; and as they went there moved
onward with them, around the
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a circle of opalized Ilight,
the glistening sheet of dew. Each pedestrian could see no
halo but his or her own, which never deserted the head
shadow, whatever its vulgar unsteadiness might be; but
adhered to it, and persistently beautified it; till the erratic
motions seemed an inherent part of the irradiation, and the
fumes of their breathinge o mponent of t he
and the spirit of the scene, and of the moonlight, and of
Nature, seemed harmoniously to mingle with the spirit of
wine.
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Xl

The twain cantered along for some time without speech,
Tess as she clung to him still panting im haumph, yet in
other respects dubious. She had perceived that the horse
was not the spirited one he sometimes rose, and felt no
alarm on that score, though her seat was precarious enough
despite her tight hold of him. She begged him to slow the
animal b a walk, which Alec accordingly did.

6Neatly done, was it not, d
0Yes! d said she. o661 am sure
you. 0

6And are you?b

She did not reply.

6Tess, why do you al ways di
6l soppasse | dondét | ove yo
6You are quite sure?b6

6l am angry with you somet.i
60Ah, I hal f feared as much.

object to that confession. He knew that anything was better
then frigidity. O6Why havenodt
you angry?2o

6You know very well why. Be
here. o6

6l havendét of femihekd nyd?w of t
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6You have someti mes. 0

O0How many times?2d

6You knowddoowenalnyad ilmes. 6

0Every time | have tried?90

She was silent, and the horsenbled along for a
considerable distance, till a faint luminous fog, which had
hung in the hollows all the evening, became general and
enveloped them. It seemed to hold the moonlight in
suspension, rendering it more pervasive than in clear air.
Whether onthis account, or from absentindedness, or
from sleepiness, she did not perceive that they had long ago
passed the point at which the lane to Trantridge branched
from the highway, and that her conductor had not taken the
Trantridge track.

She was inexpssibly weary. She had risen at five
o6clock every morning of tha
whole of each day, and on this evening had in addition
walked the three miles to Chaseborough, waited three hours
for her neighbours without eating or drinking, rhe
impatience to start them preventing either; she had then
walked a mile of the way home, and had undergone the
excitement of the quarrel, till, with the slow progress of
their steed, it wa s now nea
however, was she overcome bgtuml drowsiness. In that
moment of oblivion her head sank gently against him.

DéUrberville stopped the ho
the stirrups, turned sideways on the saddle, and enclosed
her waist with his arm to support her.
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This immediately put heon the defensive, and with one
of those sudden impulses of reprisal to which she was
liable she gave him a little push from her. In his ticklish
position he nearly lost his balance and only just avoided
rolling over into the road, the horse, though a pdueme,
being fortunately the quietest he rode.

0That is devilish wunkiond! &
only to keep you from falling¢
She pondered suspiciously, till, thinking that this might
after al/l be true, she relen
your pardon, sir. o

o1 wonot pardon you unl ess
i n me. Good God!d he burst o

so by a mere chit like you? For near three mortal months
have you trifled with my feelings, eluded me, and snubbed

me;andlwodt stand it! o
61 611 |l maveowpustio. 6
60No, you wi | I-momoatWilllyeualvask me

once more, show your belief in me by letting me clasp you
with my arm? Come, between us two and nobody else,
now. We know each other well; and you knowtthéove
you, and think you the prettiest girl in the world, which you

ar e. Maynét | treat you as a
She drew a quick pettish breath of objection, writhing
uneasily on her seat, |l ooked

d on 6td lkishd Wwow can | say yesr no whed 6
He settled the matter by clasping his arm round her as he
desired, and Tess expressed no further negative. Thus they
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sidled slowly onward till it struck her they had been
advancing for an unconscionable tiin&r longer than was
usually occupid by the short journey from Chaseborough,
even at this walking pace, and that they were no longer on
hard road, but in a mere trackway.

OWhy, where be we?06 she exc

6Passing by a wood. 0

60 A wlowhat wood? Surely we are quite out of the
road??d

60 A df Thée Chasé the oldest wood in England. It is a
lovely night, and why should we not prolong our ride a
littl e?d

60How could you be so treach
archness and real dismay, and getting rid of his arm by
pulling open his fingers one byne, though at the risk of
slipping off herself. 6Just
in you, and obliging you to please you, because | thought |
had wronged you by that push! Please set me down, and let
me wal k home. 6

6You cannot wa |l kn ifithe miewered a r |
clear. We are miles away from Trantridge, if | must tell
you, and in this growing fog you might wander for hours
among these trees.

6Never mind that, she coax
I dondét mind where strjspl eat

6Very wel | ,0 ontdne oonditioh. Hawing |
brought you here to this cuf-the-way place | feel myself
responsible for your safeonduct home, whatever you may

0
0
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yourself feel about it. As to your getting to Trantridge
without assistance, it is quite impossible; for, to tell the
truth, dear, owing to this fog, which so disguises
everything,[donoét quite know where
if you will promise to wait beside the horse while | walk
through the bushes till | come to some road or house, and
ascertain exactly our wher es
willingly. Wh e n | u foallodiregtions,a ¢ k
and if you insist upon walking you may; or you may éde
at your pleasure. 6

She accepted these terms, and slid off on the near side,
though not till he had stolen a cursory kiss. He sprang
down on the other side.

60l supposeel hmuse?bobdi thsh
60h no; itos not necessary
panting creature. OmMedlst h@ad

He turned the horsef6s head
on to a bough, and made a sort of couch or nest for her in
the deep rass of dead leaves.

O0Now, you sit there, 6 he sa
damp as yet. Just give an eye to the hbiisevill be quite
sufficient.

He took a few steps away from her, but, returning, said,
6By the bye, Tess, yoday. f at
Somebody gave it to him.& 06S

Dé6Urberville nodded.
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60 how very good of you tha
painful sense of the awkwardness of having to thank him

just then.
06And the children have some
01 di d®ddu edernsernww thm anyt hi ng!
mur mur ed, much moved. 04ds, al m
| al most wish it!é

OWhy, dear ?5o
66bhampers me so. 6
06 Teddoyndt you | ove me ever
0l d&m grateful, & she relucta
notd 6 The s ud dis mpasswn far heosealf awa

factor in this result so distressed her that, beginning with

one slow tear, and then following with another, she wept

outright.

6Dondét cry, dear , dear one!
till I come. 6 She heleases hevhadl y
heaped, and shivered slightl)

ONotodaelriyttl e. 6
He touched her with his fingers, which sank into her as
into down. 6You have omly ¢t
howés that?6

6l tds my best s umnmerwheo h e .

started, and | didndét know |
would be night. o
ONi ghts grow <chilly in Sep

pulled off a light overcoat that he had worn, and put it
round her tedqrdew !l wau®dITIh aft el |
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con i nued. O&6Now, my pretty, re
again. 6

Having buttoned the overcoat round her shoulders he
plunged into the webs of vapour which by this time formed
veils between the trees. She could hear the rustling of the
branches as he asden the adjoining slope, till his
movements were no louder than the hopping of a bird, and
finally died away. With the setting of the moon the pale
light lessened, and Tess became invisible as she fell into
reverie upon the leaves where he had left her.

Int he meanti me Alec doéUrberyv
slope to clear his genuine doubt as to the quarter of The
Chase they were in. He had, in fact, ridden quite at random
for over an hour, taking any turning that came to hand in
order to prolong companiohg with her, and giving far
mor e attention to Tessos mo
wayside object. A little rest for the jaded animal being
desirable, he did not hasten his search for landmarks. A
clamber over the hill into the adjoining vale brought him to
the fence of a highway whose contours he recognized,
which settled the question of their whereabouts.
Dé6Urberville thereupon turne
moon had quite gone down, and partly on account of the
fog The Chase was wrapped in thick darlsealthough
morning was not far off. He was obliged to advance with
outstretched hands to avoid contact with the boughs, and
discovered that to hit the exact spot from which he had
started was at first entirely beyond him. Roaming up and
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down, round and mnd, he at length heard a slight
movement of the horse close at hand; and the sleeve of his
overcoat unexpectedly caught his foot.

06Tess! 6 said doéUrberville.

There was no answer. The obscurity was now so great
that he could see absolutely nothing but aepal
nebulousness at his feet, which represented the white
muslin figure he had left upon the dead leaves. Everything
el se was bl ackness alike. D6 |
gentle regular breathing. He knelt and bent lower, till her
breath warmed his fa¢ and in a moment his cheek was in
contact with hers. She was sleeping soundly, and upon her
eyelashes there lingered tears.

Darkness and silence ruled everywhere around. Above
them rose the primeval yews and oaks of The Chase, in
which there poised geetlroosting birds in their last nap;
and about them stole the hopping rabbits and hares. But,
mi ght some say, where was Te
was the providence of her simple faith? Perhaps, like that
other god of whom the ironical Tishbite spoke, \was
talking, or he was pursuing, or he was in a journey, or he
was sleeping and not to be awaked.

Why it was that upon this beautiful feminine tissue,
sensitive as gossamer, and practically blank as snow as yet,
there should have been traced such a coarse pattern as it
was doomed to receive; why so often the coarse
appropriates the finer thus, the wgoman the woman, the
wrong woman the man, many thousand years of analytical
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philosophy have failed to explain to our sense of order. One
may, indeed, admit the possibility of a retribution lurking in

the present catastrophe. Doubtless some of Tess
déUriblelrevds mail ed ancestors r
had dealt the same measure even more ruthlessly towards
peasant girls of their time. But though to visit the sins of

the fathers upon the children may be a morality good
enough for divinities, it is scoed by average human
nature; and it therefore does not mend the matter.

As Tessbs own people down i
tired of saying among each o
was to be.6 There | ay the pi-
chasmwa to divide our heroine:q
from that previous self of hers who stepped from her
mot her s door to try hfarm. f or t

END OF PHASE THE FIRST

Phase the Second:
Maiden No More
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Xl

The basket was heavy and the thenwas large, but she
lugged them along like a person who did not find her
especial burden in material things. Occasionally she
stopped to rest in a mechanical way by some gate or post;
and then, giving the baggage another hitch upon her full
round arm, vent steadily on again.

It was a Sunday morning in late October, about four
mont hs after Tess Durbeyfiel
some few weeks subsequent to the night ride in The Chase.
The time was not long past daybreak, and the yellow
luminosity yon the horizon behind her back lighted the
ridge towards which her face was &ehe barrier of the
vale wherein she had of late been a strahgehnich she
would have to climb over to reach her birthplace. The
ascent was gradual on this side, and the sull scenery
differed much from those within Blakemore Vale. Even the
character and accent of the two peoples had shades of
difference, despite the amalgamating effects of a
roundabout railway; so that, though less than twenty miles
from the place of her sojirn at Trantridge, her native
village had seemed a faway spot. The fieldolk shut in
there traded northward and westward, travelled, courted,
and married northward and westward, thought northward
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and westward; those on this side mainly directed their
energies and attention to the east and south.

The incline was the same do
driven her so wildly on that day in June. Tess went up the
remainder of its length without stopping, and on reaching
the edge of the escarpment gazed overfétmiliar green
world beyond, now halfeiled in mist. It was always
beautiful from here; it was terribly beautiful to Tesslty,
for since her eyes last fell upon it she had learnt that the
serpent hisses where the sweet birds sing, and her views of
life had been totally changed for her by the lesson. Verily
another girl than the simple one she had been at home was
she who, bowed by thought, stood still here, and turned to
look behind her. She could not bear to look forward into
the Vale.

Ascending byhte long white road that Tess herself had
just laboured up, she saw a twheeled vehicle, beside
which walked a man, who held up his hand to attract her
attention.

She obeyed the signal to wait for him with unspeculative
repose, and in a few minutes mar dorse stopped beside
her.

O0Why did you slip away by
déUrberville, with upbraidin
morning, too, when people were all in bed! | only
discovered it by accident, and | have been driving like the
deuce toovertake you. Just look at the mare. Why go off
like this? You know that nobody wished to hinder your
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going. And how unnecessary it has been for you to toll
along on foot, and encumber yourself with this heavy load!
I have followed like a madman, simply tirive you the rest

of the distance, i f you won?ot
6l shandét come back, d said
ol t hought o lysaidiso!W\ely thehnpdittup

your basket, and | et me help

She listlessly placed her basket and bundle within the
dogcart, andstepped up, and they sat side by side. She had
no fear of him now, and in the cause of her confidence her
sorrow lay.

Dé6Urberville mechanically |
was continued with broken unemotional conversation on
the commonplace objects byettwayside. He had quite
forgotten his struggle to kiss her when, in the early
summer, they had driven in the opposite direction along the
same road. But she had not, and she sat now, like a puppet,
replying to his remarks in monosyllables. After some miles
they came in view of the clump of trees beyond which the
village of Marlott stood. It was only then that her still face
showed the least emotion, a tear or two beginning to trickle
down.

O60What are you crying for?5o

ol was onl yt tlthiwks ndportma o)
murmured Tess.

O Wa&lwle must all be born some
6l wish | hadtheverobeamy Wl
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6Pooh! Wel | i f you didnot
why did you come?9

She did not reply.

6You didnét wmemet hatr I ol o

06Ti s quite true. | f I had
ever sincerely loved you, if | loved you still, | should not so
loathe and hate myself for my weakness as | do now! ... My
eyes were dazed by you for a little, and that was all

He shrugged his shoulders. She resuined

6l didnoét understand your m

0That 6s what every woman sa

6How can you dare to use
turning impetuously upon him, her eyes flashing as the
latent spirit (ofwhich he was to see more some day) awoke
in her. O6My God! I could kno
never strike your mind that what every woman says some
women may feel ?26

6Very well, 6 he said, | augl
you. | did wron@ | a d mi tdropped intd sorhe little
bitterness as he continued:
everlastingly flinging it in my face. | am ready to pay to the
uttermost farthing. You know you need not work in the
fields or the dairies again. You know you may clothe
yourselfwith the best, instead of in the bald plain way you
have | ately affected, as i f
than you earn. d

Her lip lifted slightly, though there was little scorn, as a
rule, in her large and impulsive nature.
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01 have s akednythingworé from gyoa,tandt a
| will notd | cannot! | SHOULD be your creature to go on

doing that, and | wondét! 6
60ne woul d t hink you wer e
manner, in addition todla tr u

ha! Well, Tess, dear, | can say nom. | suppose | am a
bad fellowd a damn bad fellow. | was born bad, and | have
lived bad, and | shall die bad in all probability. But, upon
my | ost soul, I wonét be bad
if certain circumstances should afisgou understand in
which you are in the least need, the least difficulty, send me
one line, and you shall have by return whatever you
require. | may not be at Trantridgyd am going to London
foratméd| candt stand the ol d w
be forwarded. 6

She saidhat she did not wish him to drive her further,
and they stopped just under the clump of trees.
Dé6Ur berville alighted, and |
arms, afterwards placing her articles on the ground beside
her. She bowed to him slightly, her eye jlisgjering in his;
and then she turned to take the parcels for departure.

Al ec doéUrberville removed h
and said

6You are not going to turn

ol f you wish,6 she answere
youobwd emad me! 6

She thereupon turned round and lifted her face to his,
and remained like a marble term while he imprinted a kiss
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upon her cheek half perfunctorily, half as if zest had not
yet quite died out. Her eyes vaguely rested upon the
remotest trees inhe lane while the kiss was given, as
though she were nearly unconscious of what he did.
O6Now the other side, for ol
She turned her head in the same passive way, as one
might turn at the request of a sketcher or hairdresser, and
he kised the other side, his lips touching cheeks that were
damp and smoothly chill as the skin of the mushrooms in
the fields around.
6You dondét give me your mou
never willinglydothad y ou 6 | | never | ove |
ol h a v e tem.dtiisdruesl|dave rever really and
truly l oved vyou, and I t hin
mournfully, O6Perhaps, of all
do the most good to me now; but | have honour enough
l eft, l'ittl e as ldidloveyou, hnay t o
have the best 006 causes for |
He emitted a laboured breath, as if the scene were
getting rather oppressive to his heart, or to his conscience,
or to his gentility.
o6Wel |, you ar e albss.uhalé o me |
reason for flattering you now, and | can say plainly that you
need not be so sad. You can hold your own for beauty
against any woman of these parts, gentle or simple; | say it
to you as a practical man and wefisher. If you are wise
you will show it to the world more than you do before it
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fades... And yet, Tess, will you come back to me! Upon my

soul, | donét I|like to | et yol
O6Never, never! I ma d ed what my
I ought to have sceeme.sbooner ;
6Then good morning, iy f o

goodbye! 6

He leapt up lightly, arranged the reins, and was gone
between the tall rederried hedges.

Tess did not look after him, but slowly wound along the
crooked lane. It was still early, and thoughthe n 6 s | ow
limb was just free of the hill, his rays, ungenial and
peering, addressed the eye rather than the touch as yet.
There was not a human soul near. Sad October and her
sadder self seemed the only two existences haunting that
lane.

As she walked, dwever, some footsteps approached
behind her, the footsteps of a man; and owing to the
briskness of his advance he was close at her heels and had
said 6Good morningd before s
propinquity. He appeared to be an artisan of somt aod
carried a tin pot of red paint in his hand. He asked in a
businesdike manner if he should take her basket, which
she permitted him to do, walking beside him.

61t i s early to be astir |
cheerfully.

0Yes, 0 said Tess.

OWhemnst people are at rest

She also assented to this.
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6Though | d o ndayrtlen all ¢ha Wweekw o r k
besides. 6
6Do you?b
e
0

6AIl I t h week | wor k for t
Sunday for the glory of God
othe® hey? | have a little to d
turned, as he spoke, to an opening at the roadside leading
into a pasture. 6l f youdll w
not be Il ong. 0

As he had her basket she could not well do otherwise;
and sle waited, observing him. He set down her basket and
the tin pot, and stirring the paint with the brush that was in
it began painting large square letters on the middle board of
the three composing the stile, placing a comma after each
word, as if to give ause while that word was driven well
home to the readero6s heart

THY, DAMNATION, SLUMBERETH, NOT.
2 Pet. ii. 3.

Against the peaceful landscape, the pale, decaying tints
of the copses, the blue air of the horizon, and the lichened
stile-boards, these stag vermilion words shone forth.
They seemed to shout themselves out and make the
atmosphere ring. Some peopl e
Theol ogy! 6 at t hoethe fast gretesgus d e
phase of a creed which had served mankind well in its time.
But the words entered Tess with accusatory horror. It was
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as if this man had known her recent history; yet he was a
total stranger.

Having finished his text he picked up her basket, and she
mechanically resumed her walk beside him.

6Do you bel ipeavient Wibats hyeo uas k

tones.

6Believe that tex? Do | bel

6But , 6 said she tremulously
your own seeking?6

He shook his head.

ol cannot spl it hairs on tf#F
have walked hungds of miles this past summer, painting
these texes on every wall, gate, and stile the length and
breadth of this district. | leave their application to the hearts
of the people who read 6em. 6

I

o} t hink they ar e horrib
Killing!é
6That 6s what they are meant

voice. OBut you s hothemd r ead
kips for slums and seaports
Not but what this is a very good tex for rural districts. ...
Ahdt her ebds a nialkupbylthattbbarrof bl a
standing to waste. | must put one tiéem@ne that it will
be good for dangerous young females like yerself to
heed. Will ye wait, missy?2d
O6No, &6 said she; and taking
little way forward she turned her head.eTbld gray wall
began to advertise a similar fiery lettering to the first, with
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a strange and unwonted mien, as if distressed at duties it
had never before been called upon to perform. It was with a
sudden flush that she read and realized what was toebe th
inscription he was now halfway through

THOU, SHALT, NOT, COMMA
Her cheerful friend saw her looking, stopped his brush,

and shoutedl
ol f you want to ask for ed

moment, thereds a very earne:.
charity-sermon teday in the parish you are goingdtiMr

Cl are of Emmi nster. Il dm not
heds a good man, and heodl | e

know. &éTwas he began the worl
But Tess did not answer; she throbbingly resurned
wal k, her eyes fidakeddondt hbe
God said such things!d she
when her flush had died away.
A plume of smoke soared up
chimney, the sight of which made her heart ache. The
aspetof the interior, when she reached it, made her heart
ache more. Her mother, who had just come down stairs,
turned to greet her from the fireplace, where she was
kindling barkedoak twigs under the breakfast kettle. The
young children were still above, ams also her father, it
being Sunday morning, when he felt justified in lying an
additional hakfhour.

123



OWedmyl dear Tess! d excl ai mec
jumping up and kissing the g
you till you was in upon me! Have yourme home to be
married?0

6No, I have not come for th
060Then for a holiday?66
6Yésor a holiday; for a 1 on
6What, i snot your cousin g
thing?o

O0Heds not my cousi n, and he
Her maher eyed her narrowly.

6Come, you have not told me
Then Tess went up to her mother, put her face upon
Joands neck, and tol d.

60And yet thést not got him
mot her . 6Any woman would ha\
that 6

6Perhaps any woman woul d ex
6l't would have been somet hi

wi t h, i f y ou had! 6 continue
bur st into tears of vexation
and him which has reached us here, who wadude

expected it to end like this
some good for your family i
yoursel f? See how | dé6dve got t

poor weak father with his heart clogged like a dripping
pan. | did hope for sométhn g t o come out o
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what a pretty pair you and he made that day when you
drove away together four months ago! See what he has
given u® all, as we thought, because we were his kin. But

i f heds not, it mu st have be
6ee. And yet youdbve not got |
Get Al ec déUrberville in t

marry HER! On matrimony he had never once said a word.
And what if he had? How a convulsive snatching at social
salvation might have impelled her to answer hira sbuld
not say. But her poor foolish mother little knew her present
feeling towards this man. Perhaps it was unusual in the
circumstances, unlucky, unaccountable; but there it was;
and this, as she had said, was what made her detest herself.
She had nevewholly cared for him; she did not at all care
for him now. She had dreaded him, winced before him,
succumbed to adroit advantages he took of her
helplessness; then, temporarily blinded by his ardent
manners, had been stirred to confused surrender awhile:
had suddenly despised and disliked him, and had run away.
That was all. Hate him she did not quite; but he was dust
and ashes to her, and even f
wished to marry him.

6You ought to have been mo
meantoget him to make you his w

60 mot her, my mother! é& crie
passionately upon her parent as if her poor heart would
break. 6How coul d | be expec

when | | eft this house flour |
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me there was danger in méno | k? Why di dnot
me? Ladies know what to fend hands against, because they
read novels that tell them of these tricks; but | never had

the chance 006 | earning in th
me! d& Her mother was subdued
6l thought if | spoke of hi
mi ght | ead to, you would be
chance, 6 she mur mured, Wi pin
oWel | | we must make the best

after all, and whatdoplas e God! 6
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X1

The event of Tess Durbeyfiel
her bogus kinsfolk was rumoured abroad, if rumour be not
too large a word for a space of a square mile. In the
afternoon several young girls of Marlott, former
schoolfellows and ac@intances of Tess, called to see her,
arriving dressed in their best starched and ironed, as
became visitors to a person who had made a transcendent
conquest (as they supposed), and sat round the room
looking at her with great curiosity. For the fact thtalvas
this said thirtyfirst cousin
in love with her, a gentleman not altogether local, whose
reputation as a reckless gallant and heartbreaker was
beginning to spread beyond the immediate boundaries of
Trantridge, lent Tes6 s supposed posi
fearsomeness, a far higher fascination that it would have
exercised if unhazardous.

Their interest was so deep that the younger ones
whispered when her back was turded

OHow pretty she i s; and hov
off! | believe it cost an immense deal, and that it was a gift
from him. d

Tess, who was reaching up to get thettéags from the
cornercupboard, did not hear these commentaries. If she

127



had heard them, she might soon have set her friends right
on the matte . But her mot her hear
vanity, having been denied the hope of a dashing marriage,
fed itself as well as it could upon the sensation of a dashing
flirtation. Upon the whole she felt gratified, even though
such a limited and evanescerittnph should involve her
daughterds reputation; it mi
the warmth of her responsiveness to their admiration she
invited her visitors to stay to tea.

Their chatter, their laughter, their gebdmoured
innuendoes, above all, ihélashes and flickerings of envy,
revived Tessbs spirits al so;
caught the infection of their excitement, and grew almost
gay. The marble hardness left her face, she moved with
something of her old bounding step, and feashn all her
young beauty.

At moments, in spite of thought, she would reply to their
inquiries with a manner of superiority, as if recognizing
that her experiences in the field of courtship had, indeed,
been slightly enviable. But so far was she from gein
the words of Robert South, 0
the illusion was transient as lightning; cold reason came
back to mock her spasmodic weakness; the ghastliness of
her momentary pride would convict her, and recall her to
reserved listles®ss again.

And the despondency of the
it was no longer Sunday, but Monday; and no best clothes;
and the laughing visitors were gone, and she awoke alone
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in her old bed, the innocent younger children breathing
softly around her. Iplace of the excitement of her return,
and the interest it had inspired, she saw before her a long
and stony highway which she had to tread, without aid, and
with little sympathy. Her depression was then terrible, and
she could have hidden herself in antm

In the course of a few weeks Tess revived sufficiently to
show herself so far as was necessary to get to church one
Sunday morning. She liked to hear the chardtisgch as it
wad and the old Psalms, and to join in the Morning
Hymn. That innate love of elody, which she had inherited
from her ballaesinging mother, gave the simplest music a
power over her which could wetligh drag her heart out of
her bosom at times.

To be as much out of observation as possible for reasons
of her own, and to escape thallgntries of the young men,
she set out before the chiming began, and took a back seat
under the gallery, close to the lumber, where only old men
and women came, and where the bier stood on end among
the churchyard tools.

Parishioners dropped in by twosdithrees, deposited
themselves in rows before her, rested thqearters of a
minute on their foreheads as if they were praying, though
they were not; then sat up, and looked around. When the
chants came on, one of her favourites happened to be
chosen amog theresit he ol d doubl& cha
but she did not know what it was called, though she would
much have liked to know. She thought, without exactly
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wording the thought, how strange and dik@ was a
composerds power , wh o hrbugho m t
sequences of emotion, which he alone had felt at first, a girl
like her who had never heard of his name, and never would
have a clue to his personality.

The people who had turned their heads turned them
again as the service proceeded; and at lasérging her,
they whispered to each other. She knew what their
whispers were about, grew sick at heart, and felt that she
could come to church no more.

The bedroom which she shared with some of the
children formed her retreat more continually than ever.
Here, under her few square yards of thatch, she watched
winds, and snows, and rains, gorgeous sunsets, and
successive moons at their full. So close kept she that at
length almost everybody thought she had gone away.

The only exercise that Tess took at thimet was after
dark; and it was then, when out in the woods, that she
seemed least solitary. She knew how to hit to a
hairb6sbreadth that mo me nt of
the darkness are so evenly balanced that the constraint of
day and the suspenserofiht neutralize each other, leaving
absolute mental liberty. It is then that the plight of being
alive becomes attenuated to its least possible dimensions.
She had no fear of the shadows; her sole idea seemed to be
to shun mankind or rather that cold acetion called the
world, which, so terrible in the mass, is so unformidable,
even pitiable, in its units.
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On these lonely hills and dales her quiescent glide was
of a piece with the element she moved in. Her flexuous and
stealthy figure became an integradrp of the scene. At
times her whimsical fancy would intensify natural
processes around her till they seemed a part of her own
story.

Rather they became a part of it; for the world is only a
psychological phenomenon, and what they seemed they
were. The mdnight airs and gusts, moaning amongst the
tightlywrapped buds and bark of the winter twigs, were
formulae of bitter reproach. A wet day was the expression
of irremediable grief at her weakness in the mind of some
vague ethical being whom she could nosslaefinitely as

the God of her childhood, and could not comprehend as any
other.

But this encompassment of her own characterization,
based on shreds of convention, peopled by phantoms and
voices antipathetic to her, was a sorry and mistaken
creation of Te s 6 s 0 & elaua of moral hobgoblins by
which she was terrified without reason. It was they that
were out of harmony with the actual world, not she.
Walking among the sleeping birds in the hedges, watching
the skipping rabbits on a moonlit warren, omstiag under
a pheasantladen bough, she looked upon herself as a figure
of Guilt intruding into the haunts of Innocence. But all the
while she was making a distinction where there was no
difference. Feeling herself in antagonism, she was quite in
accord. Sh had been made to break an accepted social law,
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but no law known to the environment in which she fancied
herself such an anomaly.

X1V

It was a hazy sunrise in August. The denser nocturnal
vapours, attacked by the warm beams, were dividing and
shrinking irto isolated fleeces within hollows and coverts,
where they waited till they should be dried away to
nothing.

The sun, on account of the mist, had a curious sentient,
personal look, demanding the masculine pronoun for its
adequate expression. His presergeas, coupled with the
lack of all human forms in the scene, explained the old
time heliolatries in a moment. One could feel that a saner
religion had never prevailed under the sky. The luminary
was a goldetaired, beaming, mileyed, Godike
creature, gzing down in the vigour and intentness of youth
upon an earth that was brimming with interest for him.

His light, a little later, broke though chinks of cottage
shutters, throwing stripes like rduwt pokers upon
cupboards, chests of drawers, and othenifure within;
and awakening harvesters who were not already astir.

But of all ruddy things that morning the brightest were
two broad arms of painted wood, which rose from the
margin of yellow cornfield hard by Marlott village. They,
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with two others belowformed the revolving Maltese cross
of the reapingmachine, which had been brought to the
field on the previous evening to be ready for operations this
day. The paint with which they were smeared, intensified in
hue by the sunlight, imparted to them akad having been
dipped in liquid fire.

The field had already been
lane a few feet wide had been hand through the wheat
along the whole circumference of the field for the first
passage of the horses and machine.

Two groups,one of men and lads, the other of women,
had come down the lane just at the hour when the shadows
of the eastern hedgep struck the west hedge midway, so
that the heads of the groups were enjoying sunrise while
their feet were still in the dawn. They dpgpeared from the
lane between the two stone posts which flanked the nearest
field-gate.

Presently there arose from within a ticking like the
lovemaking of the grasshopper. The machine had begun,
and a moving concatenation of three horses and the
aforesaidong rickety machine was visible over the gate, a
driver sitting upon one of the hauling horses, and an
attendant on the seat of the implement. Along one side of
the field the whole wain went, the arms of the mechanical
reaper revolving slowly, till it pssed down the hill quite
out of sight. In a minute it came up on the other side of the
field at the same equable pace; the glistening brass star in
the forehead of the fore horse first catching the eye as it
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rose into view over the stubble, then the brights, and
then the whole machine.

The narrow lane of stubble encompassing the field grew
wider with each circuit, and the standing corn was reduced
to a smaller area as the morning wore on. Rabbits, hares,
snakes, rats, mice, retreated inwards as int@asanéss,
unaware of the ephemeral nature of their refuge, and of the
doom that awaited them later in the day when, their covert
shrinking to a more and more horrible narrowness, they
were huddled together, friends and foes, till the last few
yards of uprifpt wheat fell also under the teeth of the
unerring reaper, and they were every one put to death by
the sticks and stones of the harvesters.

The reapingmachine left the fallen corn behind it in
little heaps, each heap being of the quantity for a sheaf; and
upon these the active binders in the rear laid their ands
mainly women, but some of them men in print shirts, and
trousers supported round their waists by leather straps,
rendering useless the two buttons behind, which twinkled
and bristled with sunbeamat every movement of each
wearer, as if they were a pair of eyes in the small of his
back.

But those of the other sex were the most interesting of
this company of binders, by reason of the charm which is
acquired by woman when she becomes part and pafcel
outdoor nature, and is not merely an object set down
therein as at ordinary times. A fiefdan is a personality
afield; a fieldwoman is a portion of the field; she had
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somehow lost her own margin, imbibed the essence of her
surrounding, and assimilaténerself with it.

The wome® or rather girls, for they were mostly
youngd wore drawn cotton bonnets with great flapping
curtains to keep off the sun, and gloves to prevent their
hands being wounded by the stubble. There was one
wearing a pale pink jackegnother in a creasooloured
tight-sleeved gown, another in a petticoat as red as the arms
of the reapingmachine; and others, older, in the brewn
rough &6 wr o ldehe Oldestablished asma most
appropriate dress of the fieldoman, which the young
ones were abandoning. This morning the eye returns
involuntarily to the girl in the pink cotton jacket, she being
the most flexuous and finelydrawn figure of them all. But
her bonnet is pulled so far over her brow that none of her
face is disclosed whilshe binds, though her complexion
may be guessed from a stray twine or two of dark brown
hair which extends below the curtain of her bonnet.
Perhaps one reason why she seduces casual attention is that
she never courts it, though the other women often gaze
around them.

Her binding proceeds with clodike monotony. From
the sheaf last finished she draws a handful of ears, patting
their tips with her left palm to bring them even. Then,
stooping low, she moves forward, gathering the corn with
both hands againster knees, and pushing her left gloved
hand under the bundle to meet the right on the other side,
holding the corn in an embrace like that of a lover. She
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brings the ends of the bond together, and kneels on the
sheaf while she ties it, beating back hdrtsknow and then
when lifted by the breeze. A bit of her naked arm is visible
between the buff leather of the gauntlet and the sleeve of
her gown; and as the day wears on its feminine smoothness
becomes scarified by the stubble and bleeds.

At intervals sk stands up to rest, and to retie her
disarranged apron, or to pull her bonnet straight. Then one
can see the oval face of a handsome young woman with
deep dark eyes and long heavy clinging tresses, which
seem to clasp in a beseeching way anything thely fal
against. The cheeks are paler, the teeth more regular, the
red lips thinner than is usual in a countmed girl.

I't is Tess Durbeyfield, oth
changed the same, but not the same; at the present stage
of her existence living as stranger and an alien here,
though it was no strange land that she was in. After a long
seclusion she had come to a resolve to undertake outdoor
work in her native village, the busiest season of the year in
the agricultural world having arrived, and hiotg that she
could do within the house being so remunerative for the
time as harvesting in the fields.

The movements of the other women were more or less
similar to Tessds, the whole
like dancers in a quadrille at the cometof a sheaf by
each, every one placing her sheaf on end against those of
the rest, till a shock, or O
or a dozen was formed.
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They went to breakfast, and came again, and the work
proceeded as before. As the hour adveh drew near a
person watching her might have noticed that every now and
then Tessds glance flitted w
though she did not pause in her sheafing. On the verge of
the hour the heads of a group of children, of ages ranging
from six to fourteen, rose over the stubbly convexity of the
hill.

The face of Tess flushed slightly, but still she did not
pause.

The eldest of the comers, a girl who wore a triangular
shawl, its corner draggling on the stubble, carried in her
arms what afirst sight seemed to be a doll, but proved to
be an infant in long clothes. Another brought some lunch.
The harvesters ceased working, took their provisions, and
sat down against one of the shocks. Here they fell to, the
men plying a stone jar freely, apdssing round a cup.

Tess Durbeyfield had been one of the last to suspend her
labours. She sat down at the end of the shock, her face
turned somewhat away from her companions. When she
had deposited herself a man in a raiskih cap, and with a
red handkrchief tucked into his belt, held the cup of ale
over the top of the shock for her to drink. But she did not
accept his offer. As soon as her lunch was spread she called
up the big girl, her sister, and took the baby of her, who,
glad to be relieved of éhburden, went away to the next
shock and joined the other children playing there. Tess,
with a curiously stealthy yet courageous movement, and
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with a still rising colour, unfastened her frock and began
suckling the child.

The men who sat nearest considelsaturned their faces
towards the other end of the field, some of them beginning
to smoke; one, with abseninded fondness, regretfully
stroking the jar that would no longer yield a stream. All the
women but Tess fell into animated talk, and adjusted th
disarranged knots of their hair.

When the infant had taken its fill, the young mother sat
it upright in her lap, and looking into the far distance,
dandled it with a gloomy indifference that was almost
dislike; then all of a sudden she fell to violenkigsing it
some dozens of times, as if she could never leave off, the
child crying at the vehemence of an onset which strangely
combined passionateness with contempt.

06Sheds fond of that there c
to hate en, and say she wishes blaby and her too were in
the churchyard, 8 observed t hi

6Shedl | soon |l eave off sayi
buff. 6Lor d, 6tis wonder ful
that sort in timel!d

60A little mor e ot hdaon wpiebr stuhaed
o6t , I reckon. There were t|
night | ast year in The Chase:
certain party if folks had c
6Wel |, a |little more, or a
pities that it shouldhave happened to she, of all others. But
6tis always the comeliest! )
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churched h ey, Jenny?06 The speakel
group who certainly was not-tlefined as plain.

It was a thousand pities, indeed; it was impossibte fo
even an enemy to feel otherwise on looking at Tess as she
sat there, with her flowdike mouth and large tender eyes,
neither black nor blue nor grey nor violet; rather all those
shades together, and a hundred others, which could be seen
if one looked mto their irised shade behind shadéint
beyond tind around pupils that had no bottom; an almost
standard woman, but for the slight incautiousness of
character inherited from her race.

A resolution which had surprised herself had brought her
into the fields this week for the first time during many
months. After wearing and wasting her palpitating heart
with every engine of regret that lonely inexperience could
devise, common sense had illuminated her. She felt that she
would do well to be useful agdinto taste anew sweet
independence at any price. The past was past; whatever it

had been, it was no more at hand. Whatever its
consequences, time would close over them; they would all
in a few years be as if they had never been, and she herself
grassed down andifgotten. Meanwhile the trees were just
as green as before; the birds sang and the sun shone as
clearly now as ever. The familiar surroundings had not
darkened because of her grief, nor sickened because of her
pain.

She might have seen that what had boWwed head so

profoundydt he t hought of the wor
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situatio® was founded on an illusion. She was not an
existence, an experience, a passion, a structure of
sensations, to anybody but herself. To all humankind
besides, Tess was only a passihgught. Even to friends

she was no more than a frequently passing thought. If she
made herself miserable the livelong night and day it was
only thismuchtothedh 6 Ah, she makes her
If she tried to be cheerful, to dismiss all care, to take
pleasure in the daylight, the flowers, the baby, she could
only be this idea to theiné A h she bears i
Moreover, alone in a desert island would she have been
wretched at what had happened to her? Not greatly. If she
could have been but just cted, to discover herself as a
spouseless mother, with no experience of life except as the
parent of a nameless child, would the position have caused
her to despair? No, she would have taken it calmly, and
found pleasure therein. Most of the misery had been
generated by her conventional aspect, and not by her innate
sensations.

What ever Tessb6s reasoning,
to dress herself up neatly as she had formerly done, and
come out into the fields, harvesands being greatly in
demand just thn. This was why she had borne herself with
dignity, and had looked people calmly in the face at times,
even when holding the baby in her arms.

The harvesimen rose from the shock of corn, and
stretched their limbs, and extinguished their pipes. The
horses which had been unharnessed and fed, were again
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attached to the scarlet machine. Tess, having quickly eaten
her own meal, beckoned to her eldest sister to come and
take away the baby, fastened her dress, put on the buff
gloves again, and stooped anew tavd a bond from the
last completed sheaf for the tying of the next.

In the afternoon and evening the proceedings of the
morning were continued, Tess staying on till dusk with the
body of harvesters. Then they all rode home in one of the
largest wagons, ithe company of a broad tarnished moon
that had risen from the ground to the eastwards, its face
resembling the outworn goleaf halo of some worreaten
Tuscan saint. Tessds femal e
showed themselves very sympathetic and glad et h
reappearance out of doors, though they could not refrain
from mischievously throwing in a few verses of the ballad
about the maid who went to the merry green wood and
came back a changed state. There are counterpoises and
compensations in life; and tent which had made of her
a social warning had also for the moment made her the
most interesting personage in the village to many. Their
friendliness won her still farther away from herself, their
lively spirits were contagious, and she became almost gay

But now that her moral sorrows were passing away a
fresh one arose on the natural side of her which knew no
social law. When she reached home it was to learn to her
grief that the baby had been suddenly taken ill since the
afternoon. Some such collapsadhbeen probable, so tender
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and puny was its frame; but the event came as a shock
nevertheless.

The babyds offence against
world was forgotten by the girhot her ; her S 0
was to continue that offence by preserving fife of the
child. However, it soon grew clear that the hour of
emancipation for that little prisoner of the flesh was to
arrive earlier than her worst misgiving had conjectured.
And when she had discovered this she was plunged into a
misery which transcemdd t h a't of the <chi
Her baby had not been baptized.

Tess had drifted into a frame of mind which accepted
passively the consideration that if she should have to burn
for what she had done, burn she must, and there was an end
of it. Like all village girls, she was well grounded in the
Holy Scriptures, and had dutifully studied the histories of
Aholah and Aholibah, and knew the inferences to be drawn
therefrom. But when the same question arose with regard to
the baby, it had a very different loar. Her darling was
about to die, and no salvation.

It was nearly bedtime, but she rushed downstairs and
asked if she might send for the parson. The moment
happened to be one at whi ch
antique nobility of his family was highestand his
sensitiveness to the smudge which Tess had set upon that
nobility most pronounced, for he had just returned from his
weekly booze at Rolliverds |
inside his door, he declared, prying into his affairs, just
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then, when, by heshame, it had become more necessary
than ever to hide them. He locked the door and put the key
in his pocket.

The household went to bed, and, distressed beyond
measure, Tess retired also. She was continually waking as
she lay, and in the middle of theght found that the baby
was still worse. It was obviously dyidgquietly and
painlessly, but none the less surely.

In her misery she rocked herself upon the bed. The clock
struck the solemn hour of one, that hour when fancy stalks
outside reason, and mal@mt possibilities stand rodikm
as facts. She thought of the child consigned to the
nethermost corner of hell, as its double doom for lack of
baptism and lack of legitimacy; saw the afignd tossing
it with his threepronged fork, like the one they ubkdor
heating the oven on baking days; to which picture she
added many other quaint and curious details of torment
sometimes taught the young in this Christian country. The
lurid presentment so powerfully affected her imagination in
the silence of the slpéng house that her nightgown
became damp with perspiration, and the bedstead shook
with each throb of her heart.

The infantés breathing gr e

mot her 6s ment al tension incr

the little thing with kissesshe could stay in bed no longer,
and walked feverishly about the room.
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60 merci ful God, have pity;
baby!d she cried. 6Heap as m
me, and welcome; but pity t he

She leant against the chest of drawensd murmured
incoherent supplications for a long while, till she suddenly
started up.

0Ah! perhaps baby can be sa
the same! o

She spoke so brightly that it seemed as though her face
might have shone in the gloom surrounding. I&me lit a
candle, and went to a second and a third bed under the wall,
where she awoke her young sisters and brothers, all of
whom occupied the same room. Pulling out the washing
stand so that she could get behind it, she poured some
water from a jug, ath made them kneel around, putting
their hands together with fingers exactly vertical. While the
children, scarcely awake, avetricken at her manner, their
eyes growing larger and larger, remained in this position,
she took the baby from her k@& ¢ h childd éos
immature as scarce to seem a sufficient personality to
endow its producer with the maternal title. Tess then stood
erect with the infant on her arm beside the basin; the next
sister held the Praydook open before her, as the clerk at
church heldt before the parson; and thus the girl set about
baptizing her child.

Her figure looked singularly tall and imposing as she
stood in her long white nightgown, a thick cable of twisted
dark hair hanging straight down her back to her waist. The
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kindly dimness of the weak candle abstracted from her
form and features the little blemishes which sunlight might
have revealadl the stubble scratches upon her wrists, and
the weariness of her eyeder high enthusiasm having a
transfiguring effect upon the face whidad been her
undoing, showing it as a thing of immaculate beauty, with a
touch of dignity which was almost regal. The little ones
kneeling round, their sleepy eyes blinking and red, awaited
her preparations full of a suspended wonder which their
physical leaviness at that hour would not allow to become
active.

The most impressed of them said:

6Be you really going to chr

The girkmother replied in a grave affirmative.

6What 6s his name going to b

She had not thought of that, but a namegssted by a
phrase in the book of Genesis came into her head as she
proceeded with the baptismal service, and now she
pronounced it:

0SORROW, | baptize thee in
of the Son, and of the Holy

She sprinkled the water, and teavas silence.

6Say O0OAmen, 6 children. 6

The tiny voices piped in ob

Tess went on:

OWe recei WandtsdhfortB 6ahdl dé si g
with the sign of the Cross. 6
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Here she dipped her hand into the basin, and fervently
drew an immase cross upon the baby with her forefinger,
continuing with the customary sentences as to his manfully
fighting against sin, the world, and the devil, and being a
faithful sol di er and servant
went on wit h thaehildlerlispihg isaftd? r a y
her in a thin gnalike walil, till, at the conclusion, raising
their voices to clerkbds pitc
6Amen! 6

Then their sister, with much augmented confidence in
the efficacy of the sacrament, pouredticirom the bottom
of her heart the thanksgiving that follows, uttering it boldly
and triumphantly in the stomliapason note which her
voice acquired when her heart was in her speech, and
which will never be forgotten by those who knew her. The
ecstasy offaith almost apotheosized her; it set upon her
face a glowing irradiation, and brought a red spot into the
middle of each cheek; while the miniature carithene
inverted in her eypupils shone like a diamond. The
children gazed up at her with more andren reverence,
and no longer had a will for questioning. She did not look
like Sissy to them now, but as a being large, towering, and
awfuld a divine personage with whom they had nothing in
common.

Poor Sorrowb6s campaign agai
devi was doomed to be of limited brillianéyluckily
perhaps for himself, considering his beginnings. In the blue
of the morning that fragile soldier and servant breathed his
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last, and when the other children awoke they cried bitterly,
and begged Sissy to haarother pretty baby.

The calmness which had possessed Tess since the
christening remained with he
daylight, indeed, she felt her terrors about his soul to have
been somewhat exaggerated; whether well founded or not,
she had a uneasiness now, reasoning that if Providence
would not ratify such an act of approximation she, for one,

did not value the kind of heaven lost by the irreguldrity
either for herself or for her child.

So passed away Sorrow the Undesiredat intrusive
creature, that bastard gift of shameless Nature, who
respects not the social law; a waif to whom eternal Time
had been a matter of days merely, who knew not that such
things as years and centuries ever were; to whom the
cottage interior was the universe, thee e k 6 s we at
climate, newborn babyhood human existence, and the
instinct to suck human knowledge.

Tess, who mused on the christening a good deal,
wondered if it were doctrinally sufficient to secure a
Christian burial for the child. Nobody could tell this but the
parson of the parish, and he was a ft®mer, and did not
know her. She went to his house aftieisk, and stood by
the gate, but could not summon courage to go in. The
enterprise would have been abandoned if she had not by
accident met him coming homeward as she turned away. In
the gloom she did not mind speaking freely.

6l should Im&ehitowogasgi yod s
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He expressed his willingness to listen, and she told the

story of the babyés illness
6And now, sir,®6 she addéd ea
wi || it be just the same for

Having the natural feelings of a tradesman at finding
that a job he should have been called in for had been
unskilfully botched by his customers among themselves, he
was disposed to say no. Yet the dignity of the girl, the
strange tenderness in her voicembined to affect his
nobler impulsed or rather those that he had left in him
after ten years of endeavour to graft technical belief on
actual scepticism. The man and the ecclesiastic fought
within him, and the victory fell to the man.

OMy dear igirlojé@ weldabe jus

6Then will you give him a (
quickly.

The Vicar felt hi mself corn
illness, he had conscientiously gone to the house after
nightfall to perform the rite, and, unaware thia¢ refusal
to admit him had come from
Tess, he could not allow the plea of necessity for its
irregular administration.

O0ANt hat 6s another matter, 6

0Anot hedrwhnya?tét ears ked Tess, r a

6 Wé Il would willingly do so if only we two were
concerned. But Imustmdtf or certain reaso

6Just for once, sirl!o

6Really | must not. 6
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60 sir!d She seized his han
He withdrew it, shaking his head.

06Then | donot l'ike you! 6 sl
comet o your church no more!d
6Donét talk so rashly. 6
6Perhaps it wildl be just th
Wi | | it be just the same? D
saint to sinner, but as you yourself to me mysglbor
me! &

How the Vicar reconciled his amer with the strict
notions he supposed himself to hold on these subjects it is

beyond a | aymands power to t
Somewhat moved, he said in this case @lso

ol t wildl be just the same. 6
So the baby was carried in a small deal box, urahe
ancient womanoés shawl, to th
buried by lanterdight, at the cost of a shilling and a pint of
beer to the sexton, in that

where He lets the nettles grow, and where all unbaptized
infants, ndorious drunkards, suicides, and others of the
conjecturally damned are laid. In spite of the untoward
surroundings, however, Tess bravely made a little cross of
two laths and a piece of string, and having bound it with
flowers, she stuck it up at the heaftthe grave one evening
when she could enter the churchyard without being seen,
putting at the foot also a bunch of the same flowers in a
little jar of water to keep them alive. What matter was it
that on the outside of the jar the eye of mere observatio
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noted the words 6Keel well 6s
maternal affection did not see them in its vision of higher
things.

XV

6By experience, 6 says Roger
way by a |l ong wandering. 6 No!
unfits us for furber travel, and of what use is our
experience to us then? Tess
of this incapacitating kind. At last she had learned what to

do; but who would now accept her doing?

I f before going to the doéuUr
moved under the guidance of sundry gnomic texts and
phrases known to her and to the world in general, no doubt
she would never have been imposed on. But it had not been
in Tessdnsorpaweri t i m toafeeltheo dy 6
whole truth of golden opinions whileis possible to profit
by them. Shé& and how many mofe might have
ironically said to God with
counselled a better course t|

She remained at her fat her
months, plucking fowls, rocramming turkeys and geese, or
making clothes for her sisters and brothers out of some
finery which doéUrberville hat
with contempt. Apply to him she would not. But she would
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often clasp her hands behind her head and musa sl
was supposed to be working hard.

She philosophically noted dates as they came past in the
revolution of the year; the disastrous night of her undoing
at Trantridge with its dark background of The Chase; also
the dates of t he  blsobhgréosn bi r
birthday; and every other day individualized by incidents in
which she had taken some share. She suddenly thought one
afternoon, when looking in the glass at her fairness, that
there was yet another date, of greater importance to her
than thosgthat of her own death, when all these charms
would have disappeared; a day which lay sly and unseen
among all the other days of the year, giving no sign or
sound when she annually passed over it; but not the less
surely there. When was it? Why did she fel the chill of
each yearly encounter with such a cold relation? She had
Jeremy Taylords thought that
who had known her 0wthutheddays avy :
t hat poor Tess Durbeyfield
nothing singlar to their minds in the statement. Of that
day, doomed to be her terminus in time through all the
ages, she did not know the place in month, week, season or
year.

Almost at a leap Tess thus changed from simple girl to
comgdex woman. Symbols of reflectiveness passed into her
face, and a note of tragedy at times into her voice. Her eyes
grew larger and more eloquent. She became what would
have been called a fine creature; her aspect was fair and
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arresting; her soul that of woman whom the turbulent
experiences of the last year or two had quite failed to
demorali ze. But for the worl
would have been simply a liberal education.

She had held so aloof of late that her trouble, never
generally known, wa nearly forgotten in Marlott. But it
became evident to her that she could never be really
comfortable again in a place which had seen the collapse of
her familyds add and thptghhenevénc | a
closer uniod wi t h 't he rich edsdtshe ber
could not be comfortable there till long years should have
obliterated her keen consciousness of it. Yet even now Tess
felt the pulse of hopeful life still warm within her; she
might be happy in some nook which had no memories. To
escape the pasind all that appertained thereto was to
annihilate it, and to do that she would have to get away.

Was once lost always lost really true of chastity? she
would ask herself. She might prove it false if she could veil
bygones. The recuperative power whichvagled organic
nature was surely not denied to maidenhood alone.

She waited a long time without finding opportunity for a
new departure. A particularly fine spring came round, and
the stir of germination was almost audible in the buds; it
moved her, as it oved the wild animals, and made her
passionate to go. At last, one day in early May, a letter
reached her from a former fr
she had addressed inquiries long bedoseperson whom
she had never se@rthat a skilful milkmaid was ragred at
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a dairyhouse many miles to the southward, and that the
dairyman would be glad to have her for the summer
months.

It was not quite so far off as could have been wished; but
it was probably far enough, her radius of movement and
repute having beerosmall. To persons of limited spheres,
miles are as geographical degrees, parishes as counties,
counties as provinces and kingdoms.

On one point she was resolved: there should be no more
d 6 Ur b e r-cadtlds in¢he @éams and deeds of her new
life. She would be the dairymaid Tess, and nothing more.
Her mot her knew Tessos feel
though no words had passed between them on the subject,
that she never alluded to the knightly ancestry now.

Yet such is human inconsistency that on¢hefinterests
of the new place to her was the accidental virtues of its
l'ying near her forefathersd
Blakemore men, though her mother was Blakemore to the
bone). The dairy called Talbothays, for which she was
bound, stood not rentely from some of the former estates

of the déUrbervilles, near t
granddames and their powerful husbands. She would be
able to |l ook at them, and th

like Babylon, had fallen, but that the individianocence

of a humble descendant could lapse as silently. All the
while she wondered if any strange good thing might come
of her being in her ancestral land; and some spirit within
her rose automatically as the sap in the twigs. It was
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unexpected youthsurging up anew after its temporary
check, and bringing with it hope, and the invincible instinct
towards seHdelight.

END OF PHASE THE SECOND

Phase the Third: The Rally
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XVI

On a thymescented, biréhatching morning in May,
between two and three yearsteaf the return from
Trantridg® silent, reconstructive years for Tess
Durbeyfield she left her home for the second time.

Having packed up her luggage so that it could be sent to
her later, she started in a hired trap for the little town of
Stourcastle, thnegh which it was necessary to pass on her
journey, now in a direction almost opposite to that of her
first adventuring. On the curve of the nearest hill she
|l ooked back regretfully at \Y
although she had been so anxious tcegety.

Her kindred dwelling there would probably continue
their daily lives as heretofore, with no great diminution of
pleasure in their consciousness, although she would be far
off, and they deprived of her smile. In a few days the
children would engage itheir games as merrily as ever,
without the sense of any gap left by her departure. This
leaving of the younger children she had decided to be for
the best; were she to remain they would probably gain less
good by her precepts than harm by her example.

She went through Stourcastle without pausing and
onward to a junction of highways, where she could await a
carriero6s van tweshtfor thearmlwayso t |
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which engirdled this interior tract of country had never yet
struck across it. While waitindiowever, there came along

a farmer in his spring cart, driving approximately in the
direction that she wished to pursue. Though he was a
stranger to her she accepted his offer of a seat beside him,
ignoring that its motive was a mere ftribute to her
counenance. He was going to Weatherbury, and by
accompanying him thither she could walk the remainder of
the distance instead of travelling in the van by way of
Casterbridge.

Tess did not stop at Weatherbury, after this long drive,
further than to make a sligimondescript meal at noon at a
cottage to which the farmer recommended her. Thence she
started on foot, basket in hand, to reach the wide upland of
heath dividing this district from the lelying meads of a
further valley in which the dairy stood that wiag aim and
end of her daybés pilgrimage.

Tess had never before visited this part of the country,
and yet she felt akin to the landscape. Not so very far to the
left of her she could discern a dark patch in the scenery,
which inquiry confirmed her in suppimg to be trees
marking the environs of Kingsbhé&ydn the church of which
parish the bones of her ancestofser useless ancestodrs
lay entombed.

She had no admiration for them now; she almost hated
them for the dance they had led her; not a thing of atl tha
had been theirs did she retain but the old seal and spoon.
6P®dh have as much of mot her
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said. O6AIlI my prettiness ¢co0m
dairymaid. 6

The journey over the intervening uplands and lowlands
of Egdon, whershe reached them, was a more troublesome
walk than she had anticipated, the distance being actually
but a few miles. It was two hours, owing to sundry wrong
turnings, ere she found herself on a summit commanding
the longsoughtfor vale, the Valley of theGreat Dairies,
the valley in which milk and butter grew to rankness, and
were produced more profusely, if less delicately, than at her
home) the verdant plain so well watered by the river Var
or Froom.

It was intrinsically different from the Vale of Little
Dairies, Blackmoor Vale, which, save during her disastrous
sojourn at Trantridge, she had exclusively known till now.
The world was drawn to a larger pattern here. The
enclosures numbered fifty acres instead of ten, the
farmsteads were more extended, theugs of cattle
formed tribes hereabout; there only families. These myriads
of cows stretching under her eyes from the far east to the
far west outnumbered any she had ever seen at one glance
before. The green lea was speckled as thickly with them as
a cawas by Van Alsloot or Sallaert with burghers. The ripe
hue of the red and dun kine absorbed the evening sunlight,
which the whitecoated animals returned to the eye in rays
almost dazzling, even at the distant elevation on which she
stood.
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The beyer @répsctive before her was not so
luxuriantly beautiful, perhaps, as that other one which she
knew so well; yet it was more cheering. It lacked the
intensely blue atmosphere of the rival vale, and its heavy
soils and scents; the new air was clear, braaitigereal.

The river itself, which nourished the grass and cows of
these renowned dairies, flowed not like the streams in
Blackmoor. Those were slow, silent, often turbid; flowing
over beds of mud into which the incautious wader might
sink and vanish unawes. The Froom waters were clear as
the pure River of Life shown to the Evangelist, rapid as the
shadow of a cloud, with pebbly shallows that prattled to the
sky all day long. There the watlower was the lily; the
crow-foot here.

Either the change in thguality of the air from heavy to
light, or the sense of being amid new scenes where there
were no invidious eyes upon her, sent up her spirits
wonderfully. Her hopes mingled with the sunshine in an
ideal photosphere which surrounded her as she bounded
along against the soft south wind. She heard a pleasant
voice in every breeze, and
lurk a joy.

Her face had latterly changed with changing states of
mind, continually fluctuating between beauty and
ordinariness, according as tteughts were gay or grave.
One day she was pink and flawless; another pale and
tragical. When she was pink she was feeling less than when
pale; her more perfect beauty accorded with her less
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elevated mood; her more intense mood with her less perfect
beady. It was her best face physically that was now set
against the south wind.

The irresistible, universal, automatic tendency to find
sweet pleasure somewhere, which pervades all life, from
the meanest to the highest, had at length mastered Tess.
Being evennow only a young woman of twenty, one who
mentally and sentimentally had not finished growing, it was
impossible that any event should have left upon her an
impression that was not in time capable of transmutation.

And thus her spirits, and her thankfubse and her

hopes, rose higher and higher. She tried several ballads, but
found them inadequate; till, recollecting the psalter that her
eyes had so often wandered over of a Sunday morning
before she had eaten of the tree of knowledge, she chanted:
60 O wreand3Moon ... O ye Stars ... ye Green Things upon
the Earth ... ye Fowls of the Air ... Beasts and Cattle ...
Children of Men ... bless ye the Lord, praise Him and
magni fy Him for ever!

She suddenly stopped and m
don6t guheelLbndwas yet. o

And probably the halfinconscious rhapsody was a
Fetishistic utterance in a Monotheistic setting; women
whose chief companions are the forms and forces of
outdoor Nature retain in their souls far more of the Pagan
fantasy of their remotéorefathers than of the systematized
religion taught their race at later date. However, Tess found
at least approximate expression for her feelings in the old
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Benedicite that she had lisped from infancy; and it was
enough. Such high contentment with sucklight initial
performance as that of having started towards a means of
independent living was a part of the Durbeyfield
temperament. Tess really wished to walk uprightly, while
her father did nothing of the kind; but she resembled him in
being content vih immediate and small achievements, and
in having no mind for laborious effort towards such petty
social advancement as could alone be effected by a family

so heavily handicapped as th
were now.

There was, it might be saidegh ener gy of h e
unexpended family, as well a

years, rekindled after the experience which had so
overwhelmed her for the time. Let the truth be dold
women do as a rule live through such humiliations, and
regain their pirits, and again look about them with an
interested eye. Whi | e ther e
conviction not so entirely 1
some amiable theorists would have us believe.

Tess Durbeyfield, then, in good heart, and full of zest for
life, descended the Egdon slopes lower and lower towards
the dairy of her pilgrimage.

The marked difference, in the final particular, between
the rival vales now showed itself. The secret of Blackmoor
was best discovered from the heights around; to reghdta
the valley before her it was necessary to descend into its
midst. When Tess had accomplished this feat she found
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herself to be standing on a carpeted level, which stretched
to the east and west as far as the eye could reach.

The river had stolen frorthe higher tracts and brought
in particles to the vale all this horizontal land; and now,
exhausted, aged, and attenuated, lay serpentining along
through the midst of its former spoils.

Not quite sure of her direction, Tess stood still upon the
hemmed exagnse of verdant flatness, like a fly on a
billiardtable of indefinite length, and of no more
consequence to the surroundings than that fly. The sole
effect of her presence upon the placid valley so far had
been to excite the mind of a solitary heron, whiafter
descending to the ground not far from her path, stood with
neck erect, looking at her.

Suddenly there arose from all parts of the lowland a
prolonged and repeated éalb Wa o w! waow! wao

From the furthest east to the furthest west the cries
spreadas if by contagion, accompanied in some cases by
the barking of a dog. It was not the expression of the

vall eybéds consciousness that
the ordinary announcement of milkitigned half-past four
ob6cl ock, when tutgettingliathercowsie n s ¢

The red and white herd nearest at hand, which had been
phlegmatically waiting for the call, now trooped towards
the steading in the background, their great bags of milk
swinging under them as they walked. Tess followed slowly
in ther rear, and entered the barton by the open gate
through which they had entered before her. Long thatched
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sheds stretched round the enclosure, their slopes encrusted
with vivid green moss, and their eaves supported by
wooden posts rubbed to a glossy smaoe#ts by the flanks

of infinite cows and calves of bygone years, now passed to
an oblivion almost inconceivable in its profundity. Between
the post were ranged the milchers, each exhibiting herself
at the present moment to a whimsical eye in the rear as a
circle on two stalks, down the centre of which a switch
moved pendulurwise; while the sun, lowering itself
behind this patient row, threw their shadows accurately
inwards upon the wall. Thus it threw shadows of these
obscure and homely figures every evenimith as much
care over each contour as if it had been the profile of a
court beauty on a palace wall; copied them as diligently as
it had copied Olympian shapes on marble facades long ago,
or the outline of Alexander, Caesar, and the Pharaohs.

They werethe less restful cows that were stalled. Those
that would stand still of their own will were milked in the
middle of the yard, where many of such better behaved
ones stood waiting nadvall prime milchers, such as were
seldom seen out of this valley, and rabvays within it;
nourished by the succulent feed which the wateads
supplied at this prime season of the year. Those of them
that were spotted with white reflected the sunshine in
dazzling brilliancy, and the polished brass knobs of their
horns glitteed with something of military display. Their
largeveined udders hung ponderous as sandbags, the teats
sticking out l'i ke the | egs ¢
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animal lingered for her turn to arrive the milk oozed forth
and fell in drops to the ground.

XVII

The dairymaids and men had flocked down from their
cottages and out of the daihpuse with the arrival of the
cows from the meads; the maids walking in pattens, not on
account of the weather, but to keep their shoes above the
mulch of the barton. Eacgirl sat down on her thrdegged
stool, her face sideways, her right cheek resting against the
cow, and |l ooked musingly alo
as she approached. The male milkers, witkdhighs turned
down, resting flat on their foreheads agdzing on the
ground, did not observe her.

One of these was a sturdy middlged maé whose
l ong white Opinnerd was some
the wraps of the others, and whose jacket underneath had a
presentable marketing asp&dhe mastedairyman, of
whom she was in quest, his double character as a working
milker and butter maker here during six days, and on the
seventh as a man in shining breaddth in his family pew
at church, being so marked as to have inspired a rhyme:

Dairyman Dick
All the weekd
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On Sundays Mister Richard Crick.

Seeing Tess standing at gaze he went across to her.

The majority of dairymen have a cross manner at
milking time, but it happened that Mr Crick was glad to get
a new hand for the days were busy ones ribwand he
received her warmly; inquiring for her mother and the rest
of the familyd (though this as a mattef form merely, for
i n real ity he had not been
existence till apprised of the fact by a brief busideger
about Tess).

6Chay, as a | ad | knowed you
well , & he said ter mi mentherg el y
since. And a aged woman of ninety that use to live nigh
here, but is dead and gone long ago, told me that a family
of some such name as yours in Blackmoor Vale came

originally from these parts,
race that had all bytterished off the earéhthough the new
generations didnot know it.
the old womands r @mhbl iimgsnotm
said Tess.

Then the talk was of business only.

6You can milk 6éem cl ean, my

cows going azew at this time o

She reassured him on that point, and he surveyed her up
and down. She had been staying indoors a good deal, and
her complexion had grown delicate.
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60Quite sure you can stand i
here for rough folk b u't we dondt i ve
frame. 0

She declared that she could stand it, and her zest and
willingness seemed to win him over.

owel I, |l suppose youbll wan
some sort, hey? Not yet? Well, do as ye like about it. But
fath, 1 f o&6twas |, I should be
far. o
ol 61 | begin milking now, to

She drank a little milk as temporary refreshndetd the
surpris® indeed, slight contem@tof Dairyman Crick, to
whose mind it had appently never occurred that milk was
good as a beverage.

60h, i f y e can swal l er th
indifferently, while holding up the pail that she sipped
from. 06Ti s what I10ndthRohtbe t o
stuff; it would lie in my innerds ke lead. You can try your
hand upon she, 6 he pursued,
ONot but what she do mil k rq
and webve easy ones, l'i ke ot
out that soon enough. 6

When Tess had changed her bonnetaftvood, and was
really on her stool under the cow, and the milk was
squirting from her fists into the pail, she appeared to feel
that she really had laid a new foundation for her future. The
conviction bred serenity, her pulse slowed, and she was
able tolook about her.
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The milkers formed quite a little battalion of men and
maids, the men operating on the hegdted animals, the
maids on the kindlier natures. It was a large dairy. There
were nearly a hundred mil chei
all told; ard of the herd the masteiairyman milked six or
eight with his own hands, unless away from home. These
were the cows that milked hardest of all; for his
journeymilkmen being more or less casually hired, he
would not entrust this hallozen to their treatnmg, lest,
from indifference, they should not milk them fully; nor to
the maids, lest they should fail in the same way for lack of
finger-grip; with the result that in course of time the cows
woul d O6d@tbatis dreup.dt was not the loss for the
moment that made slack milking so serious, but that with
the decline of demand there came decline, and ultimately
cessation, of supply.

After Tess had settled down to her cow there was for a
time no talk in the barton, and not a sound interfered with
the purrof the milkjets into the numerous pails, except a
momentary exclamation to one or other of the beasts
requesting her to turn round or stand still. The only
movements were those of the
and the swing of t dlevorlkedons 6 t
encompassed by the vast flat mead which extended to
either slope of the valléya level landscape compounded
of old landscapes long forgotten, and, no doubt, differing in
character very greatly from the landscape they composed
now.
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6To mynwkthg,d said the dair
from a cow he had just finished off, snatching up his
threelegged stool in one hand and the pail in the other, and
moving on to the next hargi el der i n his v
thinking, t he ¢ o wsmikdmdaydbds g i ¢
usual. Upon my life, if Winker do begin keeping back like
this,

sheodol | not be worth going unt¢

66Ti s because thereds a ne\

Jonat han Kail . 6l 6ve noticed
t

060To be suse. Itdmawndbet hink
6l 6ve been told that it g o ¢
times, 6 said a dairymaid.
6Well, as to going up into
Crick dubiously, as though even witchcraft might be

i mited by anat olmi caul dpnobsts i
certainly could not. But as nott cows will keep it back as

we |l | as the horned ones, I (
know that riddle about the nott cows, Jonathan? Why do
nott cows give |l ess milk in

61 dontsled itrhteermp | kmai d, &W

6Because there baindt s o |
dairyman. OHowsomever, these
back their milk teday. Folks, we must lift up a stave or
twodt hat 6s the only cure forét

Songs were often resortéd in dairies hereabout as an
enticement to the cows when they showed signs of
withholding their usual yield; and the band of milkers at
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this request burst into melodyin purely businestike
tones, it is true, and with no great spontaneity; the result,
acacording to their own belief, being a decided improvement
during t he songbs continuan
through fourteen or fifteen verses of a cheerful ballad about
a murderer who was afraid to go to bed in the dark because
he saw certain brimstone ffifees around him, one of the
male milkers said
6l wish singing on the stoo
manés wind! You should get vy
fiddle is best. o
Tess, who had given ear to this, thought the words were
addressed to the dairgm, but she was wrong. A reply, in
the shape of 6Why?6 came as
dun cow in the stalls; it had been spoken by a milker
behind the animal, whom she had not hitherto perceived.

6 0Oh yes,; thereos not hing
dar yman. 6Though | do think t
atunethancovisat | east thatds my ex

was an old aged man over at MellstdcWilliam Dewy by
nameé one of the family that used to do a good deal of
business as tranters over ther@mnathan, do ye mind?I
knowed the man by sight as well as | know my own
brother, in a manner of speaking. Well, this man was a
coming home along from a wedding, where he had been
playing his fiddle, one fine moonlight night, and for
shortnessd aswalaossHhertgctes a Keld
lying that way, where a bull was out to grass. The bull seed
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William, and took after him, horns aground, begad; and

though William runned his be
in him (considering Otwelds a
of f ), he found hebéd never re

time to save himself. Well, as a last thought, he pulled out

his fiddle as he runned, and struck up a jig, turning to the
bull, and backing towards the corner. The bull softened
down, and stoodtill, looking hard at William Dewy, who
fiddled on and on; til!]l a so
face. But no sooner did William stop his playing and turn

to get over hedge than the bull would stop his smiling and
lower his horns towards the seatf Wil liambds |
Well, William had to turn about and play on, wilhly;

and 6twas only three o06clock
that nobody would come that way for hours, and he so

|l eery and tired that 6éa didn:i

scrapgd til |l about four o6cl ock
have to give over soon, and
only this last tune between me and eternal welfare! Heaven

save me, or 1 6m a done man. 6
how hedéd semaelt hedc&htl et tkhas
dead o6 night. It was not Ch
into his head to play a trick upon the bull. So he broke into

the O6Tivity Hy mm, j usnging;a s e
when, lo and behold, down went the bull on his bende

knees, in his ignorance, j us

night and hour. As soon as his horned friend were down,
William turned, clinked off like a longlog, and jumped
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safe over hedge, before the praying bull had got on his feet
again to take afterihm. Wi I I i am used t o
man look a fool a good many times, but never such a fool
as that bull looked when he found his pious feelings had
been played wupon, and o6t was
William Dewy, that wangellyolhe m
t o a f oot -lyinghineMelstdck Chiurehyaad at this
very momend just between the second ydmee and the
north aisle. b
6l tds a curious story; it
when faith was a | iving thi
The remark, singuldor a dairyyard, was murmured by
the voice behind the dun cow; but as nobody understood
the reference, no notice was taken, except that the narrator
seemed to think it might imply scepticism as to his tale.

C
n (

O6Well, 6tis quite adwedtlemansi r ,

wel |l . 6
60h yes; I have no doubt of
the dun cow.

Tessds attention was thus
interlocutor, of whom she could see but the merest patch,
owing to his burying his head so persistently in ta@Kl of
the milcher. She could not understand why he should be
addressed as O0siré6 even by t
explanation was discernible; he remained under the cow
long enough to have milked three, uttering a private
ejaculation now and then, dhie could not get on.
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6Take it gentl e, sir; take

060Tis knack, not strength, t|
6So | find,d said the othe
stretching his ar ms. ol t hin

thoughshe mademyfnger s ache. 6

Tess could then see him at full length. He wore the
ordinary white pinner and leather leggings of a dairy
farmer when milking, and his boots were clogged with the
mulch of the yard; but this was all his local livery. Beneath
it was somethingducated, reserved, subtle, sad, differing.

But the details of his aspect were temporarily thrust
aside by the discovery that he was one whom she had seen
before. Such vicissitudes had Tess passed through since
that time that for a moment she could not eember where
she had met him; and then it flashed upon her that he was
the pedestrian who had joined in the chldnce at
Marlottd the passing stranger who had come she knew not
whence, had danced with others but not with her, and
slightingly left her, andjone on his way with his friends.

The flood of memories brought back by this revival of
an incident anterior to her troubles produced a momentary
dismay lest, recognizing her also, he should by some means
discover her story. But it passed away when shedaw
sign of remembrance in him. She saw by degrees that since
their first and only encounter his mobile face had grown
more thoughtful, and had acaq
moustache and bedrdhe latter of the palest straw colour
where it began uponi$icheeks, and deepening to a warm
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brown farther from its root. Under his linen milkipgnner

he wore a dark velveteen jacket, cord breeches and gaiters,
and a starched white shirt. Without the milkiggar
nobody could have guessed what he was. He nvigtit
equal probability have been an eccentric landowner or a
gentlemanly ploughman. That he was but a novice at dairy
work she had realized in a moment, from the time he had
spent upon the milking of one cow.

Meanwhile many of the milkmaids had said to one
another of t he newcomer , ot
something of real generosity and admiration, though with a
half hope that the auditors would qualify the assedtion
which, strictly speaking, they might have done, prettiness
being an inexact definition afhat struck the eye in Tess.
When the milking was finished for the evening they
straggled indoors, wheré& Mrs
who was too respectable to go out milking herself, and
wore a hot stuff gown in warm weather because the
dairymaids woe print® was giving an eye to the leads and
things.

Only two or three of the maids, Tess learnt, slept in the
dairy-house besides herself, most of the helpers going to
their homes. She saw nothing at supte of the superior
milker who had commented othe story, and asked no
guestions about him, the remainder of the evening being
occupied in arranging her place in the {ob&mber. It was
a large room over the mikouse, some thirty feet long; the
sleepingcots of the other three indoor milkmaids being
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the same apartment. They were blooming young women,
and, except one, rather older than herself. By bedtime Tess
was thoroughly tired, and fell asleep immediately.

But one of the girls, who occupied an adjoining bed, was
more wakeful than Tess, and woultsist upon relating to
the latter various particulars of the homestead into which
she had just entered. The gi
with the shades, and, to Tes
to be generated by the darkness in which they floated.

6 MAngel Claré® he that is learning milking, and that
plays the hapne v er says much to wus

son, and is too much taken
notice girls. He 0 leaning farmingd a i r
in all its branches. He has learnt shéarming at another

pl ace, and hedos -work.w Yemahs tser i |

quite the gentlemahorn. His father is the Reverent Mr
Clare at Emminst&ra good many mil es fr
6 Gonl have heard of him, 6 sa
awake. 6 A cvleerryg yemaarnn,e sits he no
0 Y é that he i§ the earnestest man in all Wessex, they
sayd the last of the old Low Church sort, they telldnfor
all about here be what they call High. All his sons, except
our Mr Cl ar e, be made padson:
Tess had not at this hothe curiosity to ask why the
present Mr Clare was not made a parson like his brethren,
and gradually fell asleep again, the words of her informant
coming to her along with the smell of the cheeses in the
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adjoining cheeseloft, and the measured drippingthef
whey from the wrings downstairs.
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XVIII

Angel Clare rises out of the past not altogether as a distinct
figure, but as an appreciative voice, a long regard of fixed,
abstracted eyes, and a mobility of mouth somewhat too
small and delicately lined for ma n 6 s , t hough
unexpectedly firm close of the lower lip now and then;
enough to do away with any inference of indecision.
Nevertheless, something nebulous, preoccupied, vague, in
his bearing and regard, marked him as one who probably
had no very dinite aim or concern about his material
future. Yet as a lad people had said of him that he was one
who might do anything if he tried.

He was the youngest son of his father, a poor parson at
the other end of the county, and had arrived at Talbothays
Daryas a six monthso®6 pupil, af
other farms, his object being to acquire a practical skill in
the various processes of farming, with a view either to the
Colonies or the tenure of a hoffagm, as circumstances

might decide.
His entryinto the ranks of the agriculturists and breeders
was a step in the young man

anticipated neither by himself nor by others.
Mr Clare the elder, whose first wife had died and left
him a daughter, married a second late in life. Tédly had
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somewhat unexpectedly brought him three sons, so that
between Angel, the youngest, and his father the Vicar there
seemed to be almost a missing generation. Of these boys
the aforesaid Angel, the child of his old age, was the only
son who had notaken a University degree, though he was
the single one of them whose early promise might have
done full justice to an academical training.

Some two or three years bef
the Marlott dance, on a day when he had left school and
was pursing his studies at home, a parcel came to the
Vi car age from the |l ocal b oc
Reverend James Clare. The Vicar having opened it and
found it to contain a book, read a few pages; whereupon he
jumped up from his seat and went straightite shop with
the book under his arm.

0 Why has t his been sent t
peremptorily, holding up the volume.

6l't was ordered, sir.o
6Not by me, or any one belo
say. 6

The shopkeeper looked into his ordrok.

6 O ht, has been mi sdirected,
ordered by Mr Angel Clare, and should have been sent to
hi m. 6

Mr Clare winced as if he had been struck. He went home
pale and dejected, and called Angel into his study.

6Look into this b&oWhkat nd/o by
know about iit?6
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6l ordered it,d said Angel
6What for 2?50
06To read. 0
O60How can you think of readi
0 How c anmitlisa sygtényof philosophy. There
is no more moral, or even rel
6Yémor al e n o uemhthat. But religioudd t  d
and for YOU, who intend to b
6Since you have alluded to
son, with anxious thought up
say, once for all, that | should prefer not to take Gyder
fear | could not conscientiously do so. | love the Church as
one loves a parent. | shall always have the warmest
affection for her. There is no institution for whose history |
have a deeper admiration; but | cannot honestly be ordained
her minister, a my brothers are, while she refuses to
l' i berate her mind from an unt
It had never occurred to the straightforward and simple
minded Vicar that one of his own flesh and blood could
come to this! He was stultified, shocked, pysad. And if
Angel were not going to enter the Church, what was the use
of sending him to Cambridge? The University as a step to
anything but ordination seemed, to this man of fixed ideas,
a preface without a volume. He was a man not merely
religious, butdevout; a firm believér not as the phrase is
now elusively construed by theological thimibiggers in
the Church and out of it, but in the old and ardent sense of
the
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Evangelical school: one who could

Indeed opine
That the Eternal and Divine
Did, eighteen centuries ago
In very truth...

Angel 6s father tried ar gume

6No, father; I cannot unde
alone the rest), taking it

sensebd6 as required hkey etfloeg eDe
be a parson in the present s

whole instinct in matters of religion is towards
reconstruction; to quote your favorite Epistle to the
Hebr ews, 6the removing of th
of things th& are made, that those things which cannot be
shaken may remain. 606

His father grieved so deeply that it made Angel quite ill
to see him.

6 What is the good of your n
and stinting ourselves to give you a University education, if
itisnot to be used for the hon
father repeated.

6 Why, that it may be wused f
man, father. o6

Perhaps if Angel had persevered he might have gone to
Cambridge | ike his brothers.

seat of learning as a steppistpne to Orders alone was
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quite a family tradition; and so rooted was the idea in his
mind that perseverance beg@ appear to the sensitive son
akin to an intent to misappropriate a trust, and wrong the
pious heads of the household, who had been and were, as
his father had hinted, compelled to exercise much thrift to
carry out this uniform plan of education for ttieee young
men.

6l  wi Il do without Cambridg

that | have no right to gc¢

The effects of this decisive debate were not long in
showing themselves. He spent years and years in desultory
studies, undrtakings, and meditations; he began to evince
considerable indifference to social forms and observances.
The material distinctions of rank and wealth he
increasingly despised. Even
favourite phrase of a late local worthyddhno aroma for
him unless there were good new resolutions in its
representatives. As a balance to these austerities, when he
went to live in London to see what the world was like, and
with a view to practising a profession or business there, he
was carrid off his head, and nearly entrapped by a woman
much older than himself, though luckily he escaped not
greatly the worse for the experience.

Early association with country solitudes had bred in him
an unconquerable, and almost unreasonable, aversion to
modern town life, and shut him out from such success as he
might have aspired to by following a mundane calling in
the impracticability of the spiritual one. But something had
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to be done; he had wasted many valuable years; and having
an acquaintance who watasing on a thriving life as a
Colonial farmer, it occurred to Angel that this might be a
lead in the right direction. Farming, either in the Colonies,
America, or at homi farming, at any rate, after becoming
well qualified for the business by a careful
apprenticeship that was a vocation which would probably
afford an independence without the sacrifice of what he
valued even more than a competehdgtellectual liberty.

So we find Angel Clare at siandtwenty here at
Talbothays as a student of kine, and, there were no
houses near at hand in which he could get a comfortable
l odging, a boarder at the dai

His room was an immense attic which ran the whole
length of the dainhouse. It could only be reached by a
ladder from the cheedeft, and had ben closed up for a
long time till he arrived and selected it as his retreat. Here
Clare had plenty of space, and could often be heard by the
dairyfolk pacing up and down when the household had
gone to rest. A portion was divided off at one end by a
curtain behind which was his bed, the outer part being
furnished as a homely sittirpom.

At first he lived up above entirely, reading a good deal,
and strumming upon an old harp which he had bought at a
sale, saying when in a bitter humour that he might have t
get his living by it in the streets some day. But he soon
preferred to read human nature by taking his meals
downstairs in the general dinikgtchen, with the dairyman
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and his wife, and the maids and men, who all together
formed a lively assembly; forhobugh but few milking
hands slept in the house, several joined the family at meals.
The longer Clare resided here the less objection had he to
his company, and the more did he like to share quarters
with them in common.

Much to his surprise he took, indeeal real delight in
their companionship. The conventional fafoik of his
imaginatio® personified in the newspappress by the
pitiable dummy known as Hod@ewere obliterated after a
few daysd residence. At <cl os
seen. At firs it is true, when CIl a
from a contrasting society, these friends with whom he now
hobnobbed seemed a little strange. Sitting down as a level
member of the dairymands hou
an undignified proceeding. Tha&leas, the modes, the
surroundings, appeared retrogressive and unmeaning. But
with living on there, day after day, the acute sojourner
became conscious of a new aspect in the spectacle. Without
any objective change whatever, variety had taken the place
ofmonotonousness. Hi s host an
men and his maids, as they became intimately known to
Clare, began to differentiate themselves as in a chemical

process. The thought of Pasc:
0A mesure quobdéonoa plrosvdobdegsi(
débhommes originaux. Les gens
de diff®rence entre | es homm

Hodge ceased to exist. He had been disintegrated into a
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number of varied fellovereatured beings of many minds,

beings infinite in difference; some happy, many serene, a
few depressed, one here and there bright even to genius,
some stupid, others wanton, others austere; some mutely
Miltonic, some potentially Cromwellidgninto men who

had private views of each other, las had of his friends;

who could applaud or condemn each other, amuse or
sadden themselves by the cor
foibles or vices; men every one of whom walked in his own
individual way the road to dusty death.

Unexpectedly he began to likiee outdoor life for its own

sake, and for what it brought, apart from its bearing on his
own proposed career. Considering his position he became
wonderfully free from the chronic melancholy which is
taking hold of the civilized races with the decline efiéf
in a beneficent Power. For the first time of late years he
could read as his musings inclined him, without any eye to
cramming for a profession, since the few farming
handbooks which he deemed it desirable to master
occupied him but little time.

He gew away from old associations, and saw something
new in life and humanity. Secondarily, he made close
acquaintance with phenomena which he had before known
but darkhd the seasons in their moods, morning and
evening, night and noon, winds in their differeampers,
trees, waters and mists, shades and silences, and the voices
of inanimate things.
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The early mornings were still sufficiently cool to render
a fire acceptable in the large room wherein they
breakfasted,; and, by Mr e Cri
was too genteel to mess at t
custom to sit in the yawning chimneprner during the
meal, his cupandaucer and plate being placed on a hinged
flap at his elbow. The light from the long, wide, mullioned
window opposite shae in upon his nook, and, assisted by a
secondary light of cold blue quality which shone down the
chimney, enabled him to read there easily whenever
disposed to do so. Between Clare and the window was the
table at which his companions sat, their munchirgfiles
rising sharp against the panes; while to the side was the
milk-house door, through which were Vvisible the
rectangular leads in rows, full to the brim with the
morningés mil k. At the furth
seen revolving, and its sliglopping heard the moving
power being discernible through the window in the form of
a spiritless horse walking in a circle and driven by a boy.

For sever al days after Te:s
abstractedly reading from some book, periodical, or piece
of music just come by post, hardly noticed that she was
present at table. She talked so little, and the other maids
talked so much, that the babble did not strike him as
possessing a new note, and he was ever in the habit of
neglecting the particulars of aoutward scene for the
general impression. One day, however, when he had been
conning one of his musiscores, and by force of
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imagination was hearing the tune in his head, he lapsed into
listlessness, and the musheet rolled to the hearth. He
looked atthe fire of logs, with its one flame pirouetting on
the top in a dying dance after the breakfambking and
boiling, and it seemed to jig to his inward tune; also at the
two chimney crooks dangling down from the cotterel, or
crossbar, plumed with sootwhich quivered to the same
melody; also at the halfempty kettle whining an
accompaniment. The conversation at the table mixed in
with his phantasmal orchestr.
voice one of those milkmaids has! | suppose it is the new
one. 0

Clare looked round upon her, seated with the others.

She was not looking towards him. Indeed, owing to his
long silence, his presence in the room was almost forgotten.

o} donot know about ghost s,
know that our souls can be madegm outside our bodies
when we are alive. 0

The dairyman turned to her with his mouth full, his eyes
charged with serious inquiry, and his great knife and fork
(breakfasts were breakfasts here) planted erect on the table,
like the beginning of a gallows.

OWdtdr eal |l y now? And is it soc

0A very easy way to feel 0e
lie on the grass at night and look straight up at some big
bright star; and, by fixing your mind upon it, you will soon
find that you are hundreds andrhdr eds 06 mi |
from your body, which you do1
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The dairyman removed his hard gaze from Tess, and
fixed it on his wife.

ONow thatoés a rameythi hag,t ICih
the miles | 6ve vamped otp st a
year, courting, or trading, or for doctor, or for nurse, and
yet never had the | east not.i
soul rise so much as aninch above my shig | | ar . 6

The general attention being drawn to her, including that
of t he d@upily Vessaflushed, and remarking
evasively that it was only a fancy, resumed her breakfast.

Clare continued to observe her. She soon finished her
eating, and having a consciousness that Clare was
regarding her, began to trace imaginary patterns on the
tablecloth with her forefinger with the constraint of a
domestic animal that perceives itself to be watched.

6 What a fresh and virginal
mil kmaid is!é& he said to hi m:
And then he seemed to discern in her something that was
familiar, something which carried him back into a joyous
and unforeseeing past, before the necessity of taking
thought had made the heavens gray. He concluded that he
had beheld her before; where he could not tell. A casual

encounter during some country ramblecgrtainly had
been, and he was not greatly curious about it. But the
circumstance was sufficient to lead him to select Tess in
preference to the other pretty milkmaids when he wished to
contemplate contiguous womankind.
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XIX

In general the cows were milkeds they presented
themselves, without fancy or choice. But certain cows will
show a fondness for a particular pair of hands, sometimes
carrying this predilection so far as to refuse to stand at all
except to their favourite, the pail of a stranger being
unceremoniously kicked over.

I't was Dairyman Crickds rul
these partialities and aversions by constant interchange,
since otherwise, in the event of a milkman or maid going
away from the dairy, he was placed in a difficulty. The
mai dsé private ai ms, however
dairymands rul e, the daily s
eight or ten cows to which she had grown accustomed
rendering the operation on their willing udders surprisingly
easy and effortless.

Tess, likeher compeers, soon discovered which of the
cows had a preference for her style of manipulation, and
her fingers having become delicate from the long
domiciliary imprisonments to which she had subjected
herself at intervals during the last two or threergeahe
would have been glad to meet
respect. Out of the whole ninefiye there were eight in
particula® Dumpling, Fancy, Lofty, Mist, Old Pretty,
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Young Pretty, Tidy, and Loudwho, though the teats of
one or two were as hard earrots, gave down to her with a
readiness that made her work on them a mere touch of the
fingers. Knowi ng, however,
endeavoured conscientiously to take the animals just as
they came, expecting the very hard yielders which she
coud not yet manage.

But she soon found a curious correspondence between
the ostensibly chance position of the cows and her wishes
in this matter, till she felt that their order could not be the
result of accident. The dair
geting the cows together of late, and at the fifth or sixth
time she turned her eyes, as she rested against the cow, full
of sly inquiry upon him.

0 Mr Cl ar e, you have range
blushing; and in making the accusation, symptoms of a
smile genly lifted her upper lip in spite of her, so as to
show the tips of her teeth, the lower lip remaining severely
still.

6WwWel | , it makes no differen
be here to milk them.
6Do you think so? | HOPE |
KNOW. 6

Shewas angry with herself afterwards, thinking that he,
unaware of her grave reasons for liking this seclusion,
might have mistaken her meaning. She had spoken so
earnestly to him, as if his presence were somehow a factor
in her wish. Her misgiving was suthat at dusk, when the
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milking was over, she walked in the garden alone, to
continue her regrets that she had disclosed to him her
discovery of his considerateness.

It was a typical summer evening in June, the atmosphere
being in such delicate equilibriuand so transmissive that
inanimate objects seemed endowed with two or three
senses, if not five. There was no distinction between the
near and the far, and an auditor felt close to everything
within the horizon. The soundlessness impressed her as a
positive entity rather than as the mere negation of noise. It
was broken by the strumming of strings.

Tess had heard those notes in the attic above her head.
Dim, flattened, constrained by their confinement, they had
never appealed to her as now, when they waatter the
still air with a stark quality like that of nudity. To speak
absolutely, both instrument and execution were poor; but
the relative is all, and as she listened Tess, like a fascinated
bird, could not leave the spot. Far from leaving she drew up
towards the performer, keeping behind the hedge that he
might not guess her presence.

The outskirt of the garden in which Tess found herself
had been left uncultivated for some years, and was now
damp and rank with juicy grass which sent up mists of
pollen & a touch; and with tall blooming weeds emitting
offensive smelld weeds whose red and yellow and purple
hues formed a polychrome as dazzling as that of cultivated
flowers. She went stealthily as a cat through this profusion
of growth, gathering cuckespitlle on her skirts, cracking
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snails that were underfoot, staining her hands with
thistlemilk and slugslime, and rubbing off upon her naked
arms sticky blights which, though snemhite on the apple
tree trunks, made madder stains on her skin; thus she drew
quite near to Clare, still unobserved of him.
Tess was conscious of neither time nor space. The
exaltation which she had described as being producible at
will by gazing at a star came now without any
determination of hers; she undulated upon the thin radtes
the seconéhand harp, and their harmonies passed like
breezes through her, bringing tears into her eyes. The
floating pollen seemed to be his notes made visible, and the
dampness of the garden t
sensibility. Though near niglat, the ranksmelling weed
flowers glowed as if they would not close for intentness,
and the waves of colour mixed with the waves of sound.
The light which still shone was derived mainly from a
large hole in the western bank of cloud; it was like a piece
of day left behind by accident, dusk having closed in
elsewhere. He concluded his plaintive melody, a very
simple performance, demanding no great skill, and she
waited, thinking another might be begun. But, tired of
playing, he had desultorily come rourtgetfence, and was
rambling up behind her. Tess, her cheeks on fire, moved
away furtively, as if hardly moving at all.
Angel, however, saw her light summer gown, and he
spoke; his low tones reaching her, though he was some
distance off.
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6 What makesf fyoiun dtr aavt way,
0Are you afraid?6

6 Oh ndonpt ofoutdoor things; especially just now
when the appkblooth is falling, and everything is so
green. 0

6But you havedgh2d indoor f

0 Welyles, sir. o

O60What of 2?6

6l coulgdaytdquite

0The mil k turning sour?5o
O0No. 6

6Life in general?6

6Yes, sir. o

0 Adhso have I, very often. This hobble of being alive is
rather serious, dond6t you thi
6l dnow you put it that way.
60AI'l the same, I shoul dnodt
ikkyou to see it so just yet.
maintained a hesitating silence.

6Come, Tess, tell me in con

She thought that he meant what were the aspects of
things to her, and replied shgly

0The trees have inqathaisti ve
seem as if they had. And the river sédy, Why do vy
trouble me with your | ooks?5

of to-morrows just all in a line, the first of them the biggest
and clearest, the others getting smaller and smaller as they
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stand farther away; but they all seem very fierce and cruel

and as if they said, 61 6m c
me! 6 . .. But YOU, sir, can
and drive all such horrid f

He was surprised to find this young wordawho
thoughbut a milkmaid had just that touch of rarity about
her which might make her the envied of her houserdates
shaping such sad imaginings. She was expressing in her
own native phrasésassisted a little by her Sixth Standard
training feelings which might almoshave been called
those of the agethe ache of modernism. The perception
arrested him less when he reflected that what are called
advanced ideas are really in great part but the latest fashion
in definitiond a more accurate expression, by words in
logy andism, of sensations which men and women have
vaguely grasped for centuries.

Still, it was strange that they should have come to her
while yet so young; more than strange; it was impressive,
interesting, pathetic. Not guessing the cause, there was
nothing toremind him that experience is as to intensity, and
not as to duration. TessoOs
her mental harvest.

Tess, on her part, could not understand why a man of
clerical family and good education, and above physical
want, should lok upon it as a mishap to be alive. For the
unhappy pilgrim herself there was very good reason. But
how could this admirable and poetic man ever have
descended into the Valley of Humiliation, have felt with
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the man of Ud as she herself had felt two or thrgears
ag®@ 6 My soul chooseth strangl
my | ife. I |l oathe it; I woul

It was true that he was at present out of his class. But she
knew that was only because, like Peter the Great in a
shi pwright 6s yiagrwhat hehveanted dos s
know. He did not milk cows because he was obliged to
milk cows, but because he was learning to be a rich and
prosperous dairyman, landowner, agriculturist, and breeder
of cattle. He would become an American or Australian
Abraham, commanding like a monarch his flocks and his
herds, his spotted and his risgaked, his meservants
and his maids. At times, nevertheless, it did seem
unaccountable to her that a decidedly bookish, musical,
thinking young man should have chosen delibeyatilbe
a farmer, and not a clergyman, like his father and brothers.

Thus, neither having the cl
were respectively puzzled at what each revealed, and
awaited new knowl edge of ea
mood without attempting o pry into each o

Every day, every hour, brought to him one more little
stroke of her nature, and to her one more of his. Tess was
trying to lead a repressed life, but she little divined the
strength of her own vitality.

At first Tess seentk to regard Angel Clare as an
intelligence rather than as a man. As such she compared
him with herself; and at every discovery of the abundance
of his illuminations, of the distance between her own
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modest mental standpoint and the unmeasurable, Andean
altitude of his, she became quite dejected, disheartened
from all further effort on her own part whatever.

He observed her dejection one day, when he had
casually mentioned something to her about pastoral life in
ancient Greece. She was gathering the bude call 61 or d

and | adiesd from the bank whi
OWhy do you |l ook so woebegc
asked.

60h, O&taibsouanlimy own self, 6 s
| augh of sadness, fitfully
meanwhi | e. 6 J u dghthave beennvishenelo f

My life looks as if it had been wasted for want of chances!
When | see what you know, what you have read, and seen,

and thought, I feel wha't a n
Queen of Sheba who lived in the Bible. There is no more
spirit in me.?d

6Bl ess my soul , dondét go tr
said with some enthusi asm, 0

dear Tess, to help you to anything in the way of history, or
any line of reading you would like to takedud

6lt is aodladyeagaphed she,
she had peeled.
6What ?6
ol me a nt t hat there are al
when you come to peel them. o
ONever mind about the 1 ords

to take up any course of stiliyn i st ory, for ex:
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6Someti mes | feel I donodt w
about it than | know already.
OWhy not 2?60

6Because whatoés the use of
long row only®d finding out that there is set down in some

old book somebody just like me, and to know thahall

only act her part,; maki ng me
to remember that your nature and your past doings have
been just |l i ke thousandso6 ai
comi ng Iife and doings ol |l
thousandsd. 6

6Whatl,y,retahlen, you dono6t war

61 shoul dnoét onmwhytlde sinel@ashimei n g
on the just and the unjust al
guaver in her voice. 6But t !
me . 0

6Tess, fi e f dOfcowse hetspokeiwtthtae r n
conventional sense of duty only, for that sort of wondering
had not been unknown to himself in bygone days. And as
he looked at the unpracticed mouth and lips, he thought that
such a daughter of the soil could only have caughthep
sentiment by rote. She went on peeling the lords and ladies
till Clare, regarding for a moment the wallee curl of her
lashes as they dropped with her bent gaze on her soft
cheek, lingeringly went away. When he was gone she stood
awhile, thoughtfuy peeling the last bud; and then,
awakening from her reverie, flung it and all the crowd of
floral nobility impatiently on the ground, in an ebullition of
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displeasure with herself for her niaiserie, and with a
quickening warmth in her heart of hearts.

How stupid he must think her! In an access of hunger for
his good opinion she bethought herself of what she had
latterly endeavoured to forget, so unpleasant had been its
issued the identity of her family with that of the knightly
déUrbervil l ete as itBvas, disastrousdstits i b
discovery had been in many ways to her, perhaps Mr Clare,
as a gentleman and a student of history, would respect her
sufficiently to forget her childish conduct with the lords
and ladies if he knew that those Purbetkrble and
alabaster people in Kingsbere Church really represented her
own lineal forefathers; that she was no spurious
déUrberville, compounded of
those at Trantridge, but tr ud

But, before venturing to make thewvelation, dubious
Tess indirectly sounded the dairyman as to its possible
effect upon Mr Clare, by asking the former if Mr Clare had
any great respect for old county families when they had lost
all their money and land.

6 Mr Clare, 6 saiditchhel gai Oy n
the most rebellest rozums you ever knodvett a bit like
the rest of his family; and
hate more than another O6tis
old family. He says that it stands to reason that old famili
have done their spurt of wor
anything l eft i n 6em now. T
Drenkhards and the Greys and the St Quintins and the
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Hardys and the Goulds, who used to own the lands for

miles down this valley; youcouduy éem al | up
an old song a6ébmost. Why, our
know, is one of the Paridell@she old family that used to

own | ots 06 the I ands out by
the Ear/| 06 Wessex, afore e
Well, Mr Clare found this out, and spoke quite scornful to

the poor girl for days. 6Ah!

make a good dairymaid! All your skill was used up ages

ago in Palestine, and you must lie fallow for a thousand
years to git strength fomor e deeds! d A bo
tdother day asking for a job
and when we asked him his s
heard that 6a had any surnam
said he supposed his fol ks
enal g h . 6Ah! youdbre the very |
jumping up and shaking hands
you; 6 and gewvewmi mOhaof he ¢
old families!d

After hearing this <caricat:
Tess was glad thathe had not said a word in a weak
moment about her famiy even though it was so unusually

old almost to have gone round the circle and become a new
one. Besides, another diagyrl was as good as she, it
seemed, in that respect. She held her tongue abeut th
doUrberville vault and the K
name she bore. The insight a
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suggested to her that it was largely owing to her supposed
untraditional newness that she had won interest in his eyes.
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XX

The season devl oped and matur ed.
instalment of flowers, leaves, nightingales, thrushes,
finches, and such ephemeral creatures, took up their
positions where only a year ago others had stood in their
place when these were nothing more than germs and
inorganic particles. Rays from the sunrise drew forth the
buds and stretched them into long stalks, lifted up sap in
noiseless streams, opened petals, and sucked out scents in
invisible jets and breathings.

Dairyman Crickds househol d
comfortably, placidly, even merrily. Their position was
perhaps the happiest of all positions in the social scale,
being above the line at which neediness ends, and below
the line at which the convenances begin to cramp natural
feelings, and the stress tdiréadbare modishness makes too
little of enough.

Thus passed the leafy time when arborescence seems to
be the one thing aimed at out of doors. Tess and Clare
unconsciously studied each other, ever balanced on the
edge of a passion, yet apparently keepiagad it. All the
while they were converging, under an irresistible law, as
surely as two streams in one vale.
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Tess had never in her recent life been so happy as she
was now, possibly never would be so happy again. She
was, for one thing, physically and mntally suited among
these new surroundings. The sapling which had rooted
down to a poisonous stratum on the spot of its sowing had
been transplanted to a deeper soil. Moreover she, and Clare
also, stood as yet on the debatable land between
predilection andlove; where no profundities have been
reached; no reflections have set in, awkwardly inquiring,
OWhit her does this new curre
does it mean to my future? How does it stand towards my
past ?0

Tess was the merest stray phenomenon tgeRRlare
as yed a rosy, warming apparition which had only just
acquired the attribute of persistence in his consciousness.
So he allowed his mind to be occupied with her, deeming
his preoccupation to be no
regard of an exceedinglnovel, fresh, and interesting
specimen of womankind.

They met continually; they could not help it. They met
daily in that strange and solemn interval, the twilight of the
morning, in the violet or pink dawn; for it was necessary to
rise early, so very ely, here. Milking was done betimes;
and before the milking came the skimming, which began at
a little past three. It usually fell to the lot of some one or
other of them to wake the rest, the first being aroused by an
alarmclock; and, as Tess was theelstt arrival, and they
soon discovered that she could be depended upon not to
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sleep though the alarm as others did, this task was thrust
most frequently upon her. No sooner had the hour of three
struck and whizzed, than she left her room and ran to the
day mands door; then up the | a
in a loud whisper; then woke her fellewilkmaids. By the

time that Tess was dressed Clare was downstairs and out in
the humid air. The remaining maids and the dairyman
usually gave themselves anotiem on the pillow, and did

not appear till a quarter of an hour later.

The gray haltones of daybreak are not the gray
hal ftones of the daybs cl osc¢
shade may be the same. In the twilight of the morning, light
seems activejarkness passive; in the twilight of evening it
is the darkness which is active and crescent, and the light
which is the drowsy reverse.

Being so ofted possibly not always by chan&ehe
first two persons to get up at the dalirguse, they seemed
to themsaeles the first persons up of all the world. In these
early days of her residence here Tess did not skim, but
went out of doors at once after rising, where he was
generally awaiting her. The spectral, hadimpounded,
aqueous light which pervaded the openatheémpressed
them with a feeling of isolation, as if they were Adam and
Eve. At this dim inceptive stage of the day Tess seemed to
Clare to exhibit a dignified largeness both of disposition
and physique, an almost regnant power, possibly because
he knew tlat at that preternatural time hardly any woman
so well endowed in person as she was likely to be walking
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in the open air within the boundaries of his horizon; very
few in all England. Fair women are usually asleep at mid
summer dawns. She was close at haar the rest were
nowhere.

The mixed, singular, luminous gloom in which they
walked along together to the spot where the cows lay often
made him think of the Resurrection hour. He little thought
that the Magdalen might be at his side. Whilst all the
lands cape was in neutr al shad
which was the focus of his eyes, rising above the mist
stratum, seemed to have a sort of phosphorescence upon it.
She looked ghostly, as if she were merely a soul at large. In
reality her face, without appeag to do so, had caught the
cold gleam of day from the nortkast; his own face, though
he did not think of it, wore the same aspect to her.

It was then, as has been said, that she impressed him
most deeply. She was no longer the milkmaid, but a
visionaly essence of woména whole sex condensed into
one typical form. He called her Artemis, Demeter, and
other fanciful names half teasingly, which she did not like
because she did not understand them.

6Call me Tess, 6 she would s

Then it would grow lighter, and her features would
become simply feminine; they had changed from those of a
divinity who could confer bliss to those of a being who
craved it.

At these norhuman hours they could get quite close to
the waterfowl. Herons came, withgaeat bold noise as of
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opening doors and shutters, out of the boughs of a
plantation which they frequented at the side of the mead;
or, if already on the spot, hardily maintained their standing
in the water as the pair walked by, watching them by
moving their heads round in a slow, horizontal, passionless
wheel, like the turn of puppets by clockwork.
They could then see the faint summer fogs in layers,
woolly, level, and apparently no thicker than counterpanes,
spread about the meadows in detached remoéistaall
extent. On the gray moisture of the grass were marks where
the cows had lain through the nightlark-green islands of
dry herbage the size of their carcasses, in the general sea of
dew. From each island proceeded a serpentine trail, by
which the ow had rambled away to feed after getting up,
at the end of which trail they found her; the snoring puff
from her nostrils, when she recognized them, making an
intenser little fog of her own amid the prevailing one. Then
they drove the animals back to tharton, or sat down to
milk them on the spot, as the case might require.
Or perhaps the summer fog was more general, and the
meadows lay like a white sea, out of which the scattered
trees rose like dangerous rocks. Birds would soar through it
into the uppe radiance, and hang on the wing sunning
themselves, or alight on the wet rails subdividing the mead,
which now shone like glass rods. Minute diamonds of
moi sture from the mist hung,
and drops upon her hair, like seed pearls.eWkthe day
grew quite strong and commonplace these dried off her;
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moreover, Tess then lost her strange and ethereal beauty;
her teeth, lips, and eyes scintillated in the sunbeams and
she was again the dazzlingly fair dairymaid only, who had
to hold her owragainst the other women of the world.

About this time they would
voice, lecturing the nonesident milkers for arriving late,
and speaking sharply to old Deborah Fyander for not
washing her hands.

O0For Heavends s atder,the pump, t h
Deb! Upon my soul, if the London folk only knowed of
thee and thy slovenly ways,
butter more mincing than the)
a good deal . 6

The milking progressed, till towards the end Tess and
Clare, in common with the rest, could hear the heavy
breakfast table dragged out from the wall in the kitchen by
Mrs Crick, this being the invariable preliminary to each
meal; the same horrible scrape accompanying its return
journey when the table had bedrared.
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XXI

There was a great stir in the mitlouse just after breakfast.
The churn revolved as usual, but the butter would not
come. Whenever this happened the dairy was paralyzed.
Squish, squash echoed the milk in the great cylinder, but
never arosehe sound they waited for.

Dairyman Crick and his wife, the milkmaids Tess,
Marian, Retty Priddle, 1zz Huett, and the married ones from
the cottages; also Mr Clare, Jonathan Kail, old Deborah,
and the rest, stood gazing hopelessly at the churn; and the
boy who kept the horse going outside put on mbbkae
eyes to show his sense of the situation. Even the
melancholy horse himself seemed to look in at the window
in inquiring despair at each walk round.

66Tis years since | we nt t
Egdobyears! 6 said the dairyma
nothing to what his father had been. | have said fifty times,

i f I have said once, t hat I
do cast folksd waters very t
if heds abhuakbkl Davestolgo to
thing continnys!®d

Even Mr Clare began to feel
desperation.
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6Conjuror Fal |, toot her i

s
used to -@G&a,) | waoWiaevery good
6s r

boy, 6 sandKdiohat @aBut he o
now. 6

O60My grandfather used to go
Owl scombe, and a clever ma n

grandfoéer say, 6 continued Mr

genuine folk about nowadays!
Mr s Cr inctkkpdrearanto the matter in hand.
OPerhaps somebody in the hi

tentativel y. 61l 6ve heard tel

will cause it. Why, CricR that maid we had years ago, do

ye mind, and how the butter
0 A yes, yessbut t hat i sndt t he

nothing to do with the lowenaking. | can mind all about

itd 6t was the damage to the chu
6Jack Dol |-krgof a fallowwedhadenére as

milker at one time, sir, courted a yay woman over at

Mellstock, and deceived her as he had deceived many

afore. But he had another so

time, and it was not the girl herself. One Holy Thursday of

all days in the almanack, we was here as we mid be now,

onlytherevws no churning in hand,
mot her coming up to -mbusteddoor
umbrell a in her hand that w

saying O0Do Jac ldbé&aubell oagnt hwmblr k |
have a big bone to pick with he, lcanassy 6 n! 6 And
way behind her mot her wal ke
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crying bitterly into her h a
time!dé said Jack, l ooking o
murder me! Where shall | getwhere shalld ? Dondt t
her wher e iththédi lee!ls@dambledinto the churn
through the traqgoor, and shut himself inside, just as the
young womandés mot helolwues.t edT
vilainb where is he?dd says she. 6
me only catch hi m! deveWeHere,, s
ball yragging Jack by side an
stifled inside the churn, and the poor ndidr young

woman rathed standing at the door crying her eyes out. |
shall never forget it never
stone! Butsheaol dnét find him nowhert

The dairyman paused, and one or two words of comment
came from the listeners.

Dairyman Crickds stories o
when they were not really so, and strangers were betrayed
into premature interjections of finality; though old friends
knew
better. The narrator went én

o6Wel | | how the old woman st
guess it | could never tell, but she found out tha was
inside that there churn. Without saying a word she took
hold of the winch (it was turned by handpower then), and
round she swung him, and Jack began to flop about inside.

60 Lard! stop the churn! | et
his heald.be&lchkthraned i nto a g
cowardly chap in his heart,
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till ye make amends for rav :
says the old woman. 6Stop t
screams he. 6You call me ! @l d
says she, O6when ye ought to
l aw these | ast five mont hs! o6
Jackds bones rattled round a:
to interfere; and at |l ast ©6a
0Yéko6l | gmedasas my word! é he
ended that day. 6

While the listeners were smiling their comments there
was a quick movement behind their backs, and they looked
round. Tess, paliaced, had gone to the door.

O0How wardmay'té sshe adblyd, al m

It was warm, and none of them connected her
withdrawal with the reminiscences of the dairyman. He
went forward and opened the door for her, saying with
tender raillerg

6 Why, mai dyd (he frequentl.y
gave her thihe petetnames)t, mé | k
dairy; you mustndt get so f a
summer weather, or we shall be finely put to for want of
6ee bdyaydso,g shanét we, Mr CIl ar

60l wasandai bhi nk | am better
saidmechanically; and disappeared outside.

Fortunately for her the milk in the revolving churn at
that moment changed its squashing for a decided-flick
flack.
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66Tis coming!d6 cried Mrs Cr
was called off from Tess.

That fair suffere soon recovered herself externally; but
she remained much depressed all the afternoon. When the
evening milking was done she did not care to be with the
rest of them, and went out of doors, wandering along she
knew not whither. She was wretclide® so wretbed at
the perception that to her c
had been rather a humorous narration than otherwise; none
of them but herself seemed to see the sorrow of it; to a
certainty, not one knew how cruelly it touched the tender
place in her exgéence. The evening sun was now ugly to
her, like a great inflamed wound in the sky. Only a solitary
crackedvoice reedsparrow greeted her from the bushes by
the river, in a sad, machifmade tone, resembling that of a
past friend whose friendship she radworn.

In these long June days the milkmaids, and, indeed, most
of the household, went to bed at sunset or sooner, the
morning work before milking being so early and heavy at a
time of full pails. Tess usually accompanied her fellows
upstairs. Tenight, however, she was the first to go to their
common chamber; and she had dozed when the other girls
came in. She saw them undressing in the orange light of the
vanished sun, which flushed their forms with its colour; she
dozed again, but she was reawakengdheir voices, and
quietly turned her eyes towards them.

Neither of her three chambeompanions had got into
bed. They were standing in a group, in their nightgowns,
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barefooted, at the window, the last red rays of the west still

warming their faces andenks and the walls around them.

All were watching somebody in the garden with deep

interest, their three faces close together: a jovial and round

one, a pale one with dark hair, and a fair one whose tresses
were auburn.

6Dondét push! You ,darm ad ale Raed
auburnhaired and youngest girl, without removing her
eyes from the window.

606Tis no use for you to be |

me, Retty Pr-fackdlMaean,dhe sldest,d |
slily.

O0Hi s thoughts bd hofnedtbher ¢ h
Retty Priddle still looked, and the others looked again.
6There he is again!oé6 cried

dark damp hair and keenly cut lips.
6You needndt say anything,

zid you kissing his shade. d
OWHAT dseeybar doing?d aske
6 Wb yhe was standing over the whtypb to let off the

whey, and the shade of his face came upon the wall behind,

close to 1zz, who was standing there filling a vat. She put

her mouth against the wall and kissed the shadeiof h

mout h; I zid her, though he ¢
60 | zz Huett!d said Mari an.
A rosy spot came into the m
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6Wel | , ther e wa s n o har m i

attempted cool ness. 6And i f

too;and sobeyoMar i an, come to that.
Mari ands full face coul d n
pinkness.

61! 6 she said. O0What a tal e
eyed dearfacB dear Mr Cl are! 6

06 Theyeudve owned it! o

6S0o0 hadvseo yhoawe we all, 6 sai
dyfrankness of complete indi
silly to pretend otherwise amongst ourselves, though we

need not own it to other¥ fol
morrow! o6 d&5wmd woal e, & mur mur ec
6And | too, 6 whiReyered t he

The listener grew warm.

6We cano6t all marry him, 8 s
O6We shanodt, either of us; v
el dest. O0There he is again!®b

They all three blew him a silent kiss.
OWhy?06 asked Retty quickly.

6Because he | ikessitT,e® ss Diud b
| owering her voice. o | have
have found it out . o

There was a reflective silence.
6But she donét care anythin

Retty.
O6Wa&Illl someti mes think that t

210 Tess of the douUr



60But how sisldiyd allzZz tHuest ti siln
course he wonot marry @aay Ol
gentl emanés son, who6és going
far mer abroad! More |ikely t
farmhands at so much a year! ¢

One sighed, and another sighe and Mari anbé
figure sighed biggest of all. Somebody in bed hard by
sighed too. Tears came into the eyes of Retty Priddle, the
pretty redhaired youngesét the last bud of the Paridelles,
so important in the county annals. They watched silently a
little longer, their three faces still close together as before,
and the triple hues of their hair mingling. But the
unconscious Mr Clare had gone indoors, and they saw him
no more; and, the shades beginning to deepen, they crept
into their beds. In a few mirtes they heard him ascend the
ladder to his own room. Marian was soon snoring, but Izz
did not drop into forgetfulness for a long time. Retty
Priddle cried herself to sleep.

The deepepassioned Tess was very far from sleeping
even then. This conversatiovas another of the bitter pills
she had been obliged to swallow that day. Scarce the least
feeling of jealousy arose in her breast. For that matter she
knew herself to have the preference. Being more finely
formed, better educated, and, though the youngesept
Retty, more woman than either, she perceived that only the
slightest ordinary care was necessary for holding her own
in Angel Clareds heart again
the grave question was, ought she to do this? There was, to
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be surehardly a ghost of a chance for either of them, in a
serious sense; but there was, or had been, a chance of one
or the other inspiring him with a passing fancy for her, and
enjoying the pleasure of his attentions while he stayed here.
Such unequal attachntsrhad led to marriage; and she had
heard from Mrs Crick that Mr Clare had one day asked, in a
laughing way, what would be the use of his marrying a fine
lady, and all the while ten thousand acres of Colonial
pasture to feed, and cattle to rear, and caorrrelap. A
farmwoman would be the only sensible kind of wife for
him. But whether Mr Clare had spoken seriously or not,
why should she, who could never conscientiously allow
any man to marry her now, and who had religiously
determined that she never would tempted to do so, draw

of f Mr Cl areds attention fro
happiness of sunning herself in his eyes while he remained
at Talbothays?

XXII

They came downstairs yawning next morning; but
skimming and milking were proceeded with as lisaad

they went indoors to breakfast. Dairyman Crick was
discovered stamping about the house. He had received a
letter, in which a customer had complained that the butter
had a twang.
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6And begad, so 6t have! 6 sa
his left hand avooden slice on which a lump of butter was
st uc kot adsvtees f or yoursel fl1 6

Several of them gathered round him; and Mr Clare
tasted, Tess tasted, also the other indoor milkmaids, one or
two of the milkingmen, and last of all Mrs Crick, who
came out fronthe waiting breakfadable. There certainly
was a twang.

The dairyman, who had thrown himself into abstraction
to better realize the taste, and so divine the particular
species of noxious weed to which it appertained, suddenly
exclaimed

06Ti s garltihomluganhdthere wasrt
that mead! 0

Then all the old hands remembered that a certain dry
mead, into which a few of the cows had been admitted of
late, had, in years gone by, spoilt the butter in the same
way. The dairyman had not recogniztte taste at that
time, and thought the butter bewitched.

0 We mu st over haul t hat me
mustndédt continny! o

All having armed themselves with old pointed knives,
they went out together. As the inimical plant could only be
present in very tgroscopic dimensions to have escaped
ordinary observation, to find it seemed rather a hopeless
attempt in the stretch of rich grass before them. However,
they formed themselves into line, all assisting, owing to the
importance of the search; the dairymainthe upper end
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with Mr Clare, who had volunteered to help; then Tess,
Marian, 1zz Huett, and Retty; then Bill Lewell, Jonathan,
and the married dairywomdnBeck Knibbs, with her
wooly black hair and rolling eyes; and flaxen Frances,
consumptive from the inter damps of the watenead$

who lived in their respective cottages.

With eyes fixed upon the ground they crept slowly
across a strip of the field, returning a little further down in
such a manner that, when they should have finished, not a
single inchof the pasture but would have fallen under the
eye of some one of them. It was a most tedious business,
not more than half a dozen shoots of garlic being
di scoverable in the whole fi
pungency that probably one bite of it by axww had been
sufficient to season the whol

Differing one from another in natures and moods so
greatly as they did, they yet formed, bending, a curiously
uniform rowd automatic, noiseless; and an alien observer
passing down theeighbouring lane might well have been
excused for massing them as
stooping low to discern the plant, a soft yellow gleam was
reflected from the buttercups into their shaded faces, giving
them an elfish, moonlit aspect, thoutjle sun was pouring
upon their backs in all the strength of noon.

Angel Clare, who communistically stuck to his rule of
taking part with the rest in everything, glanced up now and
then. It was not, of course, by accident that he walked next
to Tess.
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O6Wel lhow are you?d he mur mur

6Very well, thank you, sir,

As they had been discussing a score of personal matters
only halfanhour before, the introductory style seemed a
little superfluous. But they got no further in speech just
then. They crept and crept, the hem of her petticoat just
touching his gaiter, and his elbow sometimes brushing hers.
At last the dairyman, who came next, could stand it no
longer.

6Upon my soul and body, t hi
make my back openand¢hti 6 he excl ai med,
himself slowly with an excruciated look till quite upright.

6And you, mai dy Tess, yodu wa:
this wildl make your head achi
you feel fainty; |l eave the r

Dairyman Crick withdrew, and Tess dropped behind. Mr
Clare also stepped out of line, and began privateering about
for the weed. When she found him near her, her very
tension at what she had heard the night before made her the
first to speak.

6Dondét kt pepettgy® 6 she said.

O0Who?5o

6l zzy Huett and Retty. o

Tess had moodily decided that either of these maidens
would make a good farmer 6s v
recommend them, and obscure her own wretched charms.

OPr ettty d th&yealelpretty gids $resh looking.

I have often thought so. 6
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6Though, poor dears, pretti
60 no, unfortunately.
06They are excellent d
6Yes: though not bett
60They skim better tha
6Do they?56
Clare remained observing thémmot without their
observing him.
6She is colouring up,® cont
O0Who?5o
ORetty Priddle. d
60h! Why it that?5o
6Because you are |l ooking at
Self-sacrificing as her mood might be, Tess could not
we |l | go further and ourgaly 6 Ma
do want a dairywoman and not
marrying me!d She foll owed D
mournful satisfaction of seeing that Clare remained behind.
From this day she forced herself to take pains to avoid
himd never allowingherself, as formerly, to remain long in
his company, even if their juxtaposition were purely
accidental. She gave the other three every chance.
Tess was woman enough to realize from their avowals
to herself that Angel Clare had the honour of all the
dairymaids in his keeping, and her perception of his care to
avoid compromising the happiness of either in the least
degree bred a tender respect in Tess for what she deemed,
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rightly or wrongly, the settontrolling sense of duty shown

by him, a quality wkch she had never expected to find in
one of the opposite sex, and in the absence of which more
than one of the simple hearts who were his henates
might have gone weeping on her pilgrimage.
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XX

The hot weather of July had crept upon them unawanes, a
the atmosphere of the flat vale hung heavy as an opiate
over the dairyfolk, the cows, and the trees. Hot steaming
rains fell frequently, making the grass where the cows fed
yet more rank, and hindering the late fmagking in the
other meads.

It was Suday morning; the milking was done; the
outdoor milkers had gone home. Tess and the other three
were dressing themselves rapidly, the whole bevy having
agreed to go together to Mellstock Church, which lay some
three or four miles distant from the daigus. She had
now been two months at Talbothays, and this was her first
excursion.

All the preceding afternoon and night heavy
thunderstorms had hissed down upon the meads, and
washed some of the hay into the river; but this morning the
sun shone out all thmore brilliantly for the deluge, and the
air was balmy and clear.

The crooked lane leading from their own parish to
Mellstock ran along the lowest levels in a portion of its
length, and when the girls reached the most depressed spot
they found that the re# of the rain had been to flood the
lane overshoe to a distance of some fifty yards. This would
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have been no serious hindrance on a wasek they would

have clicked through it in their high patterns and boots
quite unconcerned; but on this day of v@njt t hi-s Su
day, when flesh went forth to coquet with flesh while
hypocritically affecting business with spiritual things; on

this occasion for wearing their white stockings and thin
shoes, and their pink, white, and lilac gowns, on which
every mud spotvould be visible, the pool was an awkward
impediment. They could hear the chuindll calling as

yet nearly a mile off.

O0Who would have expected s
summest i me! 86 sai d Mari an, from
bank on which they hadlimbed, and were maintaining a
precarious footing in the hope of creeping along its slope
till they were past the pool.

OWe canobt get there anyhow
through it, or else going round the Turnpike way; and that
would make us so very ldted said Retty,

hopelessly.
6And | do colour wup so hot,
al |l the people staring round

cool down again till we get into the Thiatmay-please
Thees. d

While they stood clinging to the banketh heard a
splashing round the bend of the road, and presently
appeared Angel Clare, advancing along the lane towards
them through the water.

Four hearts gave a big throb simultaneously.
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His aspect was probably as-8abbatarian a one as a
dogmat i s sop eftenspeesedted; his attire being his
dairy clothes, long wading boots, a cabb#gd inside his
hat to keep his head cool, with a thistleud to finish him
of f. OHeds not going to chur

O0Nol wish he was!d mur mured

Angel, in fact, rightly or wrongly (to adopt the safe
phrase of evasive controversialists), preferred sermons in
stones to sermons in churches and chapels on fine summer
days. This morning, moreover, he had gone out to see if the
damage to the hay by the flood wamsiderable or not. On
his walk he observed the girls from a long distance, though
they had been so occupied with their difficulties of passage
as not to notice him. He knew that the water had risen at
that spot, and that it would quite check their progr&o he
had hastened on, with a dim idea of how he could help
thend one of them in particular.

The rosycheeked, brigheyed quartet looked so
charming in their light summer attire, clinging to the
roadside bank like pigeons on a rabdpe, that he stopde
a moment to regard them before coming close. Their gauzy
skirts had brushed up from the grass innumerable flies and
butterflies which, unable to escape, remained caged in the
transparent ti ssue as in an
upon Tess, the himost of the four; she, being full of
suppressed laughter at their dilemma, could not help
meeting his glance radiantly.
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He came beneath them in the water, which did not rise
over his long boots; and stood looking at the entrapped flies
and butterflies.

60Ae you trying to get to ¢
who was in front, including the next two in his remark, but
avoiding Tess.

6Yes, sir; and o6tis getting
s 0
61 611 carry yooeuv etrhyr oJuiglhl tohfe

The whole far flushed as if one heart beat through
them.

6l think you candét, sir, o6 s
01l t is the only way for y «
Nonsenseyou are not too heavy!
toget her . No w, Mar i an, atten
ams round my shoulder s, s o.
done. 0

Marian had lowered herself upon his arm and shoulder
as directed, and Angel strode off with her, his slim figure,
as viewed from behind, looking like the mere stem to the
great nosegay suggested lhers. They disappeared round
the curve of the road, and only his sousing footsteps and
the top ribbon of Mariands b
a few minutes he reappeared. Izz Huett was the next in
order upon the bank.

OHere he comes , ndtheyltald hearr mu
that her | ips were dry with
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arms round his neck and | ook

060Thereds nothing in that, o6 s:
06Thereds a ti me for ever)
unheeding. tade, and antime td refraia fron
embracing; the first is now
O0Fdiet is Scripture, |l zz!bo
6Yes, 6 said I|zz, 60l 6ve al wa

verses. 0

Angel Clare, to whom thregquarters of this performance
was a commonplace act of kindness, now approached Izz.
She quietly and dreamily lowered herself into his arms, and
Angel methodically marched off with her. When he was
heard returning for the thirdmie Rettyés t hr o
could be almost seen to shake her. He went up to the
redhaired girl, and while he was seizing her he glanced at
Tess. His |ips could not hav
wi || soon be you and | .6 Hel
herface; she could not help it. There was an understanding
between them.

Poor little Retty, though by far the lightest weight, was
the most troublesome of Cl ar
like a sack of meal, a dead weight of plumpness under
which he has lgrally staggered. 1zz had ridden sensibly
and calmly. Retty was a bunch of hysterics.

However, he got through with the disquieted creature,
deposited her, and returned. Tess could see over the hedge
the distant three in a group, standing as he had plaeed t
on the next rising ground. It was now her turn. She was
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embarrassed to discover that excitement at the proximity of
Mr Cl areb6s breath and eyes,
her companions, was intensified in herself; and as if fearful
of betraying her s@et, she paltered with him at the last
moment.

ol may be able to cldilead al c
climé better than they. You 1
606No, no, Tess,6 said he qui

was aware, she was seated in his arms asiting against

his shoulder.
6Three Leahs to get one Rac

6They are better women
magnanimously sticking to her resolve.

O0Not to me, 6 said Angel
He saw her grow warm at this; and they went some steps

in silence.

6lophe | am not too heavy?d s
60 no. You should [Iift Mar i
like an undulating billow warmed by the sun. And all this
fluff of muslin about you is
6l t i s odviefryl psreeetn yl i ke t hat
6 Do vy o uhatk havemundergone thrg@arters of
this |l abour entirely for the
O0No. 6

6l did not expekayw. uch an e

6Nor |1 ... The water came up
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That the rise in the water was what she understood him
to refer to, thestate of breathing belied. Clare stood still
and inclinced his face towards hers.

600 Tessy!d he exclai med.

The girl s cheeks burned to
look into his eyes for her emotion. It reminded Angel that
he was somewhat unfairly takingdvantage of an
accidental position; and he went no further with it. No
definite words of love had crossed their lips as yet, and
suspension at this point was desirable now. However, he
walked slowly, to make the remainder of the distance as
long as possib; but at last they came to the bend, and the
rest of their progress was in full view of the other three.
The dry land was reached, and he set her down.

Her friends were looking with round thoughtful eyes at

her and him, and she could see that they had be

talking of her. He hastily bade them farewell, and

splashed back along the stretch of submerged road.

The four moved on together as before, till Marian broke
the silence by sayirdg

ONoi n all trut h; we have no
looked joylesslyat Tess.

6What do you mean?06 asked t

O0He | i k & she ey bestbVescduld see it as he
brought Oee. He woul d have
encouraged him to do it, evel

The gaiety with which they had set outdhaomehow
vanished; and yet there was no enmity or malice between
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them. They were generous young souls; they had been
reared in the lonely country nooks where fatalism is a
strong sentiment, and they did not blame her. Such
supplanting was to be.

Tes s @s achect There was no concealing from
herself the fact that she loved Angel Clare, perhaps all the
more passionately from knowing that the others had also
lost their hearts to him. There is contagion in this
sentiment, especially among women. And yett thame
hungry nature had fought against this, but too feebly, and
the natural result had followed.

6l  wi l |l never stand in your
of you!d she declared to Ret
(her tears runni ngis, mhyodear!)l. o1
donot think marrying is in h
ever to ask me | should refuse him, as | should refuse any
man. 6 60Oh! would you? Why?6
6l't cannot be! But | will b
oneside,ldnét think he wil!/l chooc
6l have ned%ehoeghbecokdi ito
6But O! I wish | was dead! 6

The poor child, torn by a feeling which she hardly
understood, turned to the other two girls who came upstairs
just then.

OWe fbe ends with her again, (
thinks no more of his choosi:i
So the reserve went off, and they were confiding and

warm.
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ol donot seem to care what
whose mood was turnedoingbo it s
marry a dairyman at Stickl ef

butd my soub | woul d put an end to
his wife now! Why dondét ye s|
6To confess, then, 6 mdaymur e

that he was going to kiss me as he held md;lday still
against his breast, hoping and hoping, and never moved at
al | . But he did not. I donot
any |l onger! I shall go hwome.
The air of the sleepinghamber seemed to palpitate with
the hopeless passion of the girlhel writhed feverishly
under the oppressiveness of an emotion thrust on them by
cruel N ad an remdiien which they had neither
expected nor desired. The incident of the day had fanned
the flame that was burning the inside of their hearts out,
and thetorture was almost more than they could endure.
The differences which distinguished them as individuals
were abstracted by this passion, and each was but portion
of one organism called sex. There was so much frankness
and so little jealousy because theras no hope. Each one
was a girl of fair common sense, and she did not delude
herself with any vain conceits, or deny her love, or give
herself airs, in the idea of outshining the others. The full
recognition of the futility of their infatuation, from adal
point of view; its purposeless beginning; its dmetunded
outlook; its lack of everything to justify its existence in the
eye of civilization (while lacking nothing in the eye of
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Nature); the one fact that it did exist, ecstasizing them to a
killing joyd all this imparted to them a resignation, a
dignity, which a practical and sordid expectation of
winning him as a husband would have destroyed.

They tossed and turned on their little beds, and the
cheesenring dripped monotonously downstairs.

6B06 yaokue ,awlTess?0 whnhauper ed
later.

I't was | zz Huettds voice.

Tess replied in the affirmative, whereupon also Retty
and Marian suddenly flung the bedclothes off them, and
sighed

6So be wel!l d

61 wonder whtketladysheyesayi his fafgili k e

have | ooked out for him!é oI
6Some | ady | ooked out for h
6l have never heard 06 that!
60 Gektsi s whispered; a young
chosen by his family; a Doct
hisf at her 6s parish of Emmi nst
her, they say. But he is sur

They had heard so very little of this; yet it was enough to
build up wretched dolorous dreams upon, there in the shade
of the night. They pictured all the @és of his being won
round to consent, of the wedding preparations, of the
brideds happiness, of her d
home with him, when oblivion would have fallen upon
themselves as far as he and their love were concerned. Thus

227



they talkel, and ached, and wept till sleep charmed their
sorrow away.

After this disclosure Tess nourished no further foolish
thought that there lurked any grave and deliberate import in
Clareds attentions to her. I
her f ac es owr termpordryosalendthing more.
And the thorny crown of this sad conception was that she
whom he really did prefer in a cursory way to the rest, she
who knew herself to be more impassioned in nature,
cleverer, more beautiful than they, was in the eyts o
propriety far less worthy of him than the homelier ones
whom he ignored.

XXIV

Amid the oozing fatness and warm ferments of the Froom
Vale, at a season when the rush of juices could almost be
heard below the hiss of fertilization, it was impossible that
the most fanciful love should not grow passionate. The
ready bosoms existing there were impregnated by their
surroundings.

July passed over their heads, and the Thermidorean
weather which came in its wake seemed an effort on the
part of Nature to match thstate of hearts at Talbothays
Dairy. The air of the place, so fresh in the spring and early
summer, was stagnant and enervating now. Its heavy scents
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weighed upon them, and at rridy the landscape seemed
lying in a swoon. Ethiopic scorchings browned theper
slopes of the pastures, but there was still bright green
herbage here where the watercourses purled. And as Clare
was oppressed by the outward heats, so was he burdened
inwardly by waxing fervour of passion for the soft and
silent Tess.

The rains havig passed, the uplands were dry. The
wheel s of t he-caltaas eppadhordesfrons p r i
market, licked up the pulverized surface of the highway,
and were followed by white ribands of dust, as if they had
set a thin powdetrain on fire. The cows juped wildly
over the fivebarred bartorgate, maddened by the g
Dairyman Crick kept his shidleeves permanently rolled
up from Monday to Saturday; open windows had no effect
in ventilation without open doors, and in the dagarden
the blackbirds and thrushes crept about under the
currantbushes, rather in the manner of quadrupeds than of
winged creatures. The flies in the kitchen were lazy,
teasing, and familiar, crawling about in the unwonted
places, on the floors, into drawers, and over the datk
t he mi | kmai ds 6 hands. Conve
sunstroke; while buttermaking, and still more butter
keeping, was a despair.

They milked entirely in the meads for coolness and
convenience, without driving in the cows. During the day
the animals okequiously followed the shadow of the
smallest tree as it moved round the stem with the diurnal
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roll; and when the milkers came they could hardly stand
still for the flies.

On one of these afternoons four or five unmilked cows
chanced to stand apart fromet general herd, behind the
corner of a hedge, among them being Dumpling and Old
Pretty, who | oved TessOs han
maid. When she rose from her stool under a finished cow,
Angel Clare, who had been observing her for some time,
asked Br if she would take the aforesaid creatures next.

She silently assented, and w
and the pail against her knee, went round to where they
stood. Soon the sound of OId

pail came through the hedgeydathen Angel felt inclined

to go round the corner also, to finish off a hgielding
milcher who had strayed there, he being now as capable of
this as the dairyman himself.

All the men, and some of the women, when milking, dug
their foreheads into the w@ and gazed into the pail. But a
fewd mainly the younger onésrested their heads
sideways. This was Tess Durtkb
pressing the milcherds fl ank
of the meadow with the quiet of one lost in meditation. She
was milking Old Pretty thus, and the sun chancing to be on
the milkingside, it shone flat upon her pigowned form
and her white curtatbonnet, and upon her profile,
rendering it keen as a cameo cut from the dun background
of the cow.
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She did not knowvthat Clare had followed her round, and
that he sat under his cow watching her. The stillness of her
head and features was remarkable: she might have been in
a trance, her eyes open, yet unseeing. Nothing in the picture
moved but Ol d Pr «pink hdnds, thea i |
latter so gently as to be a rhythmic pulsation only, as if they
were obeying a reflex stimulus, like a beating heart.

How very lovable her face was to him. Yet there was
nothing ethereal about it; all was real vitality, real warmth,
real incarnation. And it was in her mouth that this
culminated. Eyes almost as deep and speaking he had seen
before, and cheeks perhaps as fair; brows as arched, a chin
and throat almost as shapely; her mouth he had seen
nothing to equal on the face of the &éarfo a young man
with the least fire in him that little upward lift in the middle
of her red top lip was distracting, infatuating, maddening.
He had never before seen a w
forced upon his mind with such persistent iteration tlde o
Elizabethan simile of roses filled with snow. Perfect, he, as
a lover, might have called them dfand. But né they
were not perfect. And it was the touch of the imperfect
upon the woulebe perfect that gave the sweetness, because
it was that which gavehe humanity.

Clare had studied the curves of those lips so many times
that he could reproduce them mentally with ease: and now,
as they again confronted him, clothed with colour and life,
they sent an aura over his flesh, a breeze through his
nerves, whth well nigh produced a qualm; and actually
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produced, by some mysterious physiological process, a
prosaic sneeze.

She then became conscious that he was observing her;
but she would not show it by any change of position,
though the curious dreatike fixity disappeared, and a
close eye might easily have discerned that the rosiness of
her face deepened, and then faded till only a tinge of it was
left.

The influence that had passed into Clare like an
excitation from the sky did not die down. Resolutions,
reticences, prudences, fears, fell back like a defeated
battalion. He jumped up from his seat, and, leaving his pail
to be kicked over if the milcher had such a mind, went
quickly towards the desire of his eyes, and, kneeling down
beside her, clasped her in lisns.

Tess was taken completely by surprise, and she yielded
to his embrace with unreflecting inevitableness. Having
seen that it was really her lover who had advanced, and no
one else, her lips parted, and she sank upon him in her
momentary joy, with soething very like an ecstatic cry.

He had been on the point of kissing that too tempting
mout h, but he checked hi mself

O0Forgive me, Tess dear!d he
asked. & did not know what | was doing. | do not nmei
as a liberty. | am devoted to you, Tessy, dearest, in all
sincerity! 6

Old Pretty by this time had looked round, puzzled; and
seeing two people crouching under her where, by
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immemorial custom, there should have been only one,
lifted her hind leg crosgl

60She id0shaenglroesnodot kmdocwewhat
kick over the milk!é exclaim
hersel f, her eyes concerned
her heart more deeply concerned with herself and Clare.

She slipped up from her ge@nd they stood together,

his arm stil]l encircling her
began to fill.

OWhy do you cry, my darling
601 dondt know!d she mur mur

As she saw and felt more clearly the position she was in
she became agitated atned to withdraw.
oWel |, |l have betrayed my f
with a curious sigh of desperation, signifying
unconsciously that his heart had outrun his judgement.
6 T halove you dearly and truly | need not say. Baitit
shall go no futher nowd it distresses yad| am as
surprised as you are. You will not think | have presumed
upon your defencelessnésbeen too quick and
unreflecting, will you?5d
oONd candt tell . 0
He had allowed her to free herself; and in a minute or two
the milking ofeach was resumed. Nobody had beheld the
gravitation of the two into one; and when the dairyman
came round by that screened nook a few minutes later,
there was not a sign to reveal that the markedly sundered
pair were more to each other than mere acquaietaret
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in the interval since Crick
had occurred which changed the pivot of the universe for
their two natures; something which, had he known its
quality, the dairyman would have despised, as a practical
man; yet which was bad upon a more stubborn and
resistless tendency than a whole heap afated
practicalities. A veil had been whisked aside; the tract of
each onebés outl ook was
thenceforward for a short time or for a long.
END OF PHASE THE THIRD
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Phase the Fourth:
The Consequence
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XXV

Clare, restless, went out into the dusk when evening drew
on, she who had won him having retired to her chamber.

The night was as sultry as the day. There was no
coolness after dark unless on the grass. Roads, garden
pahs, the houséronts, the bartomwalls were warm as
hearths, and reflected the noontime temperature into the
noctambulistés face.

He sat on the east gate of the dajayd, and knew not
what to think of himself. Feeling had indeed smothered
judgement thatlay.

Since the sudden embrace, three hours before, the twain
had kept apart. She seemed stilled, almost alarmed, at what
had occurred, while the novelty, unpremeditation, mastery
of circumstance disquieted hinpalpitating, contemplative
being that he wasHe could hardly realize their true
relations to each other as yet, and what their mutual bearing
should be before third parties thenceforward.

Angel had come as pupil to this dairy in the idea that his
temporary existence here was to be the merest episode
his life, soon passed through and early forgotten; he had
come as to a place from which as from a screened alcove
he could calmly view the absorbing world without, and,
apostrophizing it with Walt Whitmah
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Crowds of men and women attired in the usustemes,

How curious you are to mé&! resolve upon a plan for
plunging into that world anew. But behold, the absorbing
scene had been imported hither. What had been the
engrossing world had dissolved into an uninteresting outer
dumb-show; while here, in ik apparently dim and
unimpassioned place, novelty had volcanically started up,
as it had never, for him, started up elsewhere.

Every window of the house being open, Clare could hear
across the yard each trivial sound of the retiring household.
The dairyhouse, so humble, so insignificant, so purely to
him a place of constrained sojourn that he had never
hitherto deemed it of sufficient importance to be
reconnoitred as an object of any quality whatever in the
landscape; what was it now? The aged and liathdmmeek
gables breathed forth o6Stay!
coaxed and beckoned, the creeper blushed confederacy. A
personality within it was so fareaching in her influence as
to spread into and make the bricks, mortar, and whole
overhanging skyhrob with a burning sensibility. Whose
was this mighty personality?

It was amazing, indeed, to find how great a matter the
life of the obscure dairy had become to him. And though
new love was to be held partly responsible for this, it was
not solely so. Many besides Angel have learnt that the
magnitude of lives is not as to their external displacements,
but as to their subjective experiences. The impressionable
peasant leads a larger, fuller, more dramatic life than the
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pachydermatous king. loking at it thus, he found that life
was to be seen of the same magnitude here as elsewhere.

Despite his heterodoxy, faults, and weaknesses, Clare
was a man with a conscience. Tess was no insignificant
creature to toy with and dismiss; but a woman livireg h
precious lif® a life which, to herself who endured or
enjoyed it, possessed as great a dimension as the life of the
mightiest to himself. Upon her sensations the whole world
depended to Tess; through her existence all her fellow
creatures existed, to héThe universe itself only came into
being for Tess on the particular day in the particular year in
which she was born.

This consciousness upon which he had intruded was the
single opportunity of existence ever vouchsafed to Tess by
an unsympathetic Firsausé her all; her every and only
chance. How then should he look upon her as of less
consequence than himself; as a pretty trifle to caress and
grow weary of; and not deal in the greatest seriousness with
the affection which he knew that he had awakendtB
so fervid and so impressionable as she was under her
reservé in order that it might not agonize and wreck her?

To encounter her daily in the accustomed manner would
be to develop what had begun. Living in such close
relations, to meet meant to fafito endearment; flesh and
blood could not resist it; and, having arrived at no
conclusion as to the issue of such a tendency, he decided to
hold aloof for the present from occupations in which they
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would be mutually engaged. As yet the harm done was
smal.
But it was not easy to carry out the resolution never to
approach her. He was driven towards her by every heave of
his pulse.

He thought he would go and see his friends. It might be
possible to sound them upon this. In less than five months
his term hee would have ended, and after a few additional
months spent upon other farms he would be fully equipped
in agricultural knowledge and in a position to start on his
own account. Would not a farmer want a wife, and should a
farmer 6s wi freom wa-figare, ar @ svamiam g
who understood farming? Notwithstanding the pleasing
answer returned to him by the silence, he resolved to go his
journey.

One morning when they sat down to breakfast at
Talbothays Dairy some maid observed that she had not
seen anythig of Mr Clare that day.

60 no, 06 said Dai ryman Cric
hwome to Emminster to spend

For four impassioned ones around that table the sunshine
of the morning went out at a stroke, and the birds muffled
their song But neither girl by word or gesture revealed her

bl ankness. 6Heds getting on
me, 0 added t he dai ryman, \
unconsciously was brutal; O6al

to see about his plans el sewl
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O0Homwuwch | onger is he to bid
the only one of the gloosstricken bevy who could trust
her voice with the question.

The others waited for the d
lives hung upon it; Retty, with parted lips, gazing on the
tabledoth, Marian with heat added to her redness, Tess
throbbing and looking out at the meads.

oWel |, I cand6t mind the exa
memorandurb o o k , 6 replied Crick,
intolerable unconcern. OANd
H ellide to get a little practice in the calving out at the
strawyard, for certain. Hedl |
I should say. 6

Four months or so of torturing ecstasy in his soéiaty
O6pl easure girdled about with
of unutterable night.

At this moment of the morning Angel Clare was riding
along a narrow lane ten miles distant from the breakfasters,
in the direction of his fat
carrying, as well as he could, a litle basket which
contained sme blackpuddings and a bottle of mead, sent
by Mrs Crick, with her kind respects, to his parents. The
white lane stretched before him, and his eyes were upon it;
but they were staring into next year, and not at the lane. He
loved her; ought he to marry #feDared he to marry her?

What would his mother and his brothers say? What would
he himself say a couple of years after the event? That
would depend upon whether the germs of staunch
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comradeship underlay the temporary emotion, or whether it
were a sensuoysy in her form only, with no substratum
of everlastingness.

Hi s f at Swroudded little town, the Tudor
churchtower of red stone, the clump of trees near the
Vicarage, came at last into view beneath him, and he rode
down towards the weknown aate. Casting a glance in the
direction of the church before entering his home, he beheld
standing by the vestigoor a group of girls, of ages
between twelve and sixteen, apparently awaiting the arrival
of some other one, who in a moment became visible; a
figure somewhat older than the schgols, wearing a
broadbrimmed hat and hightgtarched cambric morning
gown, with a couple of books in her hand.

Clare knew her well. He could not be sure that she
observed him; he hoped she did not, so as to render it
unnecessary that he should go and speak to her, blameless
creature that she was. An overpowering reluctance to greet
her made him decide that she had not seen him. The young
lady was Miss Mercy Chant, the only daughter of his
fatherds nei ghbwhwrm and warsi emn
quiet hope that he might wed some day. She was great at
Antinomianism and Biblelasses, and was plainly going to
hold a c¢class now. Clareds mi
summersteeped heathens in the Var Vale, their rosy faces
court-patched with cowdroppings; and to one the most
impassioned of them all.
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It was on the impulse of the moment that he had
resolved to trot over to Emminster, and hence had not
written to apprise his mother and father, aiming, however,
to arrive abouthte breakfast hour, before they should have
gone out to their parish duties. He was a little late, and they
had already sat down to the morning meal. The group at the
table jumped up to welcome him as soon as he entered.
They were his father and mother, hiother the Reverend
Felixd curate at a town in the adjoining county, home for
the inside of a fortnigidt and his other brother, the
Reverend Cuthbert, the classical scholar, and Fellow and
Dean of his College, down from Cambridge for the long
vacation. His mother appeared in a cap and silver
spectacles, and his father looked what in fact hedveas
earnest, Godearing man, somewhat gaunt, in years about
sixty-five, his pale face lined with thought and purpose.
Over their heads hungtr,tthhe p
eldest of the family, sixteen years his senior, who had
married a missionary and gone out to Africa.

Old Mr Clare was a clergyman of a type which, within
the last twenty years, has well nigh dropped out of
contemporary life. A spiritual descendan the direct line
from Wycliff, Huss, Luther, Calvin; an Evangelical of the
Evangelicals, a Conversionist, a man of Apostolic
simplicity in life and thought, he had in his raw youth made
up his mind once for all in the deeper questions of
existence, andadmitted no further reasoning on them
thenceforward. He was regarded even by those of his own
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date and school of thinking as extreme; while, on the other
hand, those totally opposed to him were unwillingly won to
admiration for his thoroughness, and fbie tremarkable
power he showed in dismissing all question as to principles
in his energy for applying them. He loved Paul of Tarsus,
liked St John, hated St James as much as he dared, and
regarded with mixed feelings Timothy, Titus, and
Philemon. The New Tetament was less a Christiad then a
Pauliad to his intelligenéeless an argument than an
intoxication. His creed of determinism was such that it
almost amounted to a vice, and quite amounted, on its
negative side, to a renunciative philosophy which had
cowsinship with that of Schopenhauer and Leopardi. He
despised the Canons and Rubric, swore by the Articles, and
deemed himself consistent through the whole catégory
which in a way he might have been. One thing he certainly
wagd sincere.

To the aesthetic, samsus, pagan pleasure in natural life
and lush womanhood which his son Angel had lately been
experiencing in Var Vale, his temper would have been
antipathetic in a high degree, had he either by inquiry or
imagination been able to apprehend it. Once upaoma t
Angel had been so unlucky as to say to his father, in a
moment of irritation, that it might have resulted far better
for mankind if Greece had been the source of the religion
of modern <civilization, and
grief was of thablank description which could not realize
that there might lurk a thousandth part of a truth, much less
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a half truth or a whole truth, in such a proposition. He had
simply preached austerely at Angel for some time after. But
the kindness of his heart wasich that he never resented
anything for long, and welcomed his sonday with a
smile which was as candidly

Angel sat down, and the place felt like home; yet he did
not so much as formerly feel himself one of the family
gathered thereEvery time that he returned hither he was
conscious of this divergence, and since he had last shared
in the Vicarage life it had grown even more distinctly
foreign to his own than wusual. Its transcendental
aspirationd still unconsciously based on the geatric
view of things, a zenithal paradise, a nadiraldhellere as
foreign to his own as if they had been the dreams of people
on another planet. Latterly he had seen only Life, felt only
the great passionate pulse of existence, unwarped,
uncontorted, umammelled by those creeds which futilely
attempt to check what wisdom would be content to
regulate.

On their part they saw a great difference in him, a
growing divergence from the Angel Clare of former times.
It was chiefly a difference in his manner thléy noticed
just now, particularly his brothers. He was getting to
behave like a farmer; he flung his legs about; the muscles
of his face had grown more expressive; his eyes looked as
much information as his tongue spoke, and more. The
manner of the schat had nearly disappeared; still more the
manner of the drawingpom young man. A prig would
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have said that he had lost culture, and a prude that he had
become coarse. Such was the contagion of domiciliary
fellowship with the Talbothays nymphs and swains.

After breakfast he walked with his two brothers,
nonevangelical, weltducated, halinarked young men,
correct to their remotest fibre, such unimpeachable models
as are turned out yearly by the lathe of a systematic tuition.
They were both somewhat shaighted, and when it was
the custom to wear a single eyeglass and string they wore a
single eyeglass and string; when it was the custom to wear
a double glass they wore a double glass; when it was the
custom to wear spectacles they wore spectacles
straightvay, all without reference to the particular variety
of defect in their own vision. When Wordsworth was
enthroned they carried pocket copies; and when Shelley
was belittled they allowed him to grow dusty on their
shel ves. When Corregagdmoedl,s Ho
they admired Correggi obs Ho l
decried in favour of Velasquez, they sedulously followed
suit without any personal objection.

| f these two noticed Angel €
he noticed their growing mental limitationselix seemed
to him all Church; Cuthbert all College. His Diocesan
Synod and Visitations were the mainsprings of the world to
the one; Cambridge to the other. Each brother candidly
recognized that there were a few unimportant score of
millions of outsidersn civilized society, persons who were
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neither University men nor churchmen; but they were to be
tolerated rather than reckoned with and respected.

They were both dutiful and attentive sons, and were
regular in their visits to their parents. Felix, though
offshoot from a far more recent point in the devolution of
theology than his father, was less ssdtrificing and
disinterested. More tolerant than his father of a
contradictory opinion, in its aspect as a danger to its holder,
he was less ready théais father to pardon it as a slight to
his own teaching. Cuthbert was, upon the whole, the more
liberakminded, though, with greater subtlety, he had not so
much heart.

As they wal ked along the hi
revived in hind that whatever heir advantages by
comparison with himself, neither saw or set forth life as it
really was lived. Perhaps, as with many men, their
opportunities of observation were not so good as their
opportunities of expression. Neither had an adequate
conception of thecomplicated forces at work outside the
smooth and gentle current in which they and their
associates floated. Neither saw the difference between local
truth and universal truth; that what the inner world said in
their clerical and academic hearing was et different
thing from what the outer world was thinking.

6l suppose it is farming or
fell ow, 6 Fel i x wa s saying,
youngest brother, as he looked through his spectacles at the
distant fields with sadaust er i t y. 6ANd, tF
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make the best of it. But | do entreat you to endeavour to
keep as much as possible in touch with moral ideals.
Farming, of course, means roughing it externally; but high
thinking may go with plain |i
6 Of course it may, 6 said A
nineteen hundred years &d | may trespass upon your
domain a little? Why should you think, Felix, that | am
Il i kely to drop my high thinki

oWel |, I fanci ed,lettdrg andmourt h e
conversatiol it may be fancy onl that you were
somehow |l osing intellectual
Cut hbert 2?59

6O6NoOw, Felix, 6 said Angel d

friends, you know; each of us treading our allotted circles;
but if it comes to intellectual grasp, | think you, as a
contented dogmatist, had better leave mine alone, and
i nguire what has become of vy
They returned down the hill to dinner, which was fixed
at any time at which their f
work in the parish usually concluded. Convenience as
regarded afternoon callers was the last thing to enter into
the consideration of unselfish Mr and Mrs Clare; though
the three sons were sufficiently in unison on this matter to
wish that their parents would conforanlittle to modern
notions.
The walk had made them hungry, Angel in particular,
who was now an outdoor man, accustomed to the profuse
dapes inemptae of the -ldd@n r y m
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table. But neither of the old people had arrived, and it was
not till the sons were almost tired of waiting that their
parents entered. The selénying pair had been occupied in
coaxing the appetites of some of their sick parishioners,
whom they, somewhat inconsistently, tried to keep
imprisoned in the flesh, their owappetites being quite
forgotten.

The family sat down to table, and a frugal meal of cold
viands was deposited before them. Angel looked round for
Mr s Cr i cpuddmgs,bivhiehché had directed to be
nicely grilled as they did them at the dairy, andvbich he
wished his father and mother to appreciate the marvellous
herbal savours as highly as he did himself.

60Ah! you ar e | opuddings,gny flearr t |
boy, 6 observed Clarebds mot he
mind doing without them as | asure your father and |
shall not, when you know the reason. | suggested to him
t hat we shoul d t ake Mr s Cri
children of the man who can earn nothing just now because
of his attacks of delirium tremens; and he agreed that it
wouldbea great pleasure to them;

60f course, 6 said Angel che
mead.

6l found the mead so extrem
mot her, O6that it was quite u

valuable as rum or brandy in an @mency; so | have put it
inmy medicinec | oset . 0
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O6We never drink spirits at
his father.

6But what shall I tell the

Angel.

6The truth, of course, 6 sai
01 rat her want e the mead andcathie we
blackpuddings very much. She is a kind, jolly sort of body,
and is sure to ask me direct]
6You cannot, i f we did not,
6Ahno; though that mead was
0A what ?706 sndFkelixbathut hbert a
O6héti s an expression they
replied Angel, blushing. He felt that his parents were right
in their practice if wrong in their want of sentiment, and
said no more.

XXVI

It was not till the evening, after family prayetkat Angel
found opportunity of broaching to his father one or two
subjects near his heart. He had strung himself up to the
purpose while kneeling behind his brothers on the carpet,
studying the little nails in the heels of their walking boots.
When theservice was over they went out of the room with
their mother, and Mr Clare and himself were left alone.
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The young man first discussed with the elder his plans
for the attainment of his position as a farmer on an
extensive scake either in England or in th€olonies. His
father then told him that, as he had not been put to the
expense of sending Angel up to Cambridge, he had felt it
his duty to set by a sum of money every year towards the
purchase or lease of land for him some day, that he might
not feel himsglf unduly slighted.

0As far as worldly wealth
6you will no doubt stand far
few years. 6

This considerateness on ol d
onward to the other and dearer subject. He observhis to
father that he was then sindtwenty, and that when he
should start in the farming business he would require eyes
in the back of his head to see to all matieseme one
would be necessary to superintend the domestic labours of
his establishment wist he was afield. Would it not be
well, therefore, for him to marry?

His father seemed to think this idea not unreasonable;
and then Angel put the questin

6What kind of wife do you t
a thrifty hardwor ki ng f ar mer ?26

60 A t r ustiag wodhan, who will be a help and a
comfort to you in your goingsut and your comings.
Beyond that, it really matters little. Such an one can be
found; indeed, my earnestinded friend and neighbour, Dr
Chand 6
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6But ought s he nlotb mikcowsnar i |
churn good butter, make immense cheeses; know how to sit
hens and turkeys and rear chickens, to direct a field of
labourers in an emergency, and estimate the value of sheep
and calves?60

0Yes; a farmer6s wi f e; y e s
desirable.d Mr Clare, the el di
these points before. 61 was
pure and saintly woman you will not find one more to your
true advantage, and certainl
mind and my own,han your friend Mercy, whom you used
to show a certain interest in. It is true that my neighbour
Chant 6s daughter had | ately
younger clergy round about us for decorating the
Communionrtabled altar, as | was shocked to hear hall ¢
it one day with flowers and other stuff on festival
occasions. But her father, who is quite as opposed to such
flummery as |, says that can be cured. It is a mere girlish
out break which, I am sure, Wi

6Yes, yes,; Me r evaut, li keow.gBotp d  a
father, donodt you think that
and virtuous as Miss Chant, but one who, in place of that
| adyo6s ecclesiastical accom
duties of farm life as well as a farmer himself, would suit
meinfini t el y better 2?0

His father persisted in his conviction that a knowledge
of a farmerds wifeds duties
of humanity; and the impulsive Angel, wishing to honour
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his fatherodos feelings and to
the same time, grew specious. He said that fate or
Providence had thrown in his way a woman who possessed
every qualification to be the helpmate of an agriculturist,
and was decidedly of a serious turn of mind. He would not
say whether or not she had attachedsélérto the sound
Low Church School of his father; but she would probably
be open to conviction on that point; she was a regular
churchgoer of simple faith; honesearted, receptive,
intelligent, graceful to a degree, chaste as a vestal, and, in
personabppearance, exceptionally beautiful.

6l s she of a family such a
intoda | ady, in short?d6 asked
come softly into the study during the conversation.

6She is not what i n common
said Angel, unflinchingly, of
as | am proud to say. But she IS a lady, neverth@&less
feeling and nature. 6

6Mercy Chant is of a very g

O0PodwHat 6s the advantage of
gel g ui c kfamily to ava thevwifé &f a man who
has to rough it as | have, al

O0Mercy is accomplished. An
their charm, 8 returned his m
her silver spectacles.

0As to external waithe theysdaof s hm
them in the life | am going to lead?while as to her
reading, I can take that in
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as you would say if you kne
poetryd actualized poetry, if | may use the expression. She
LIVES wha paperpoets only write... And she is an
unimpeachable Christian, | am sure; perhaps of the very

tribe, genus, and species yol
60 Angel, you are mocking!éb
6Mot her , I beg pardon. But

Church almost every Sunglamorning, and is a good
Christian girl, I am sure you will tolerate any social
shortcomings for the sake of that quality, and feel that |
may do worse than choose her
on that rather automatic orthodoxy in his beloved Tess
which (never dreaming that it might stand him in such good
stead) he had been prone to slight when observing it
practised by her and the other milkmaids, because of its
obvious unreality amid beliefs essentially naturalistic.

In their sad doubts as to wheth&eir son had himself
any right whatever to the title he claimed for the unknown
young woman, Mr and Mrs Clare began to feel it as an
advantage not to be overlooked that she at least was sound
in her views; especially as the conjunction of the pair must
hawe arisen by an act of Providence; for Angel never would
have made orthodoxy a condition of his choice. They said
finally that it was better not to act in a hurry, but that they
would not object to see her.

Angel therefore refrained from declaring more
pariculars now. He felt that, singiminded and self
sacrificing as his parents were, there yet existed certain
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latent prejudices of theirs, as middliass people, which it
would require some tact to overcome. For though legally at
liberty to do as he chos@nd though their daughtar-

|l awbs qualifications could m
their lives, in the probability of her living far away from
t hem, he wished for affectic

sentiment in the most important decision of his.lif

He observed his own inconsistencies in dwelling upon
accidents in Tesso6s | ife as
for herself that he loved Tess; her soul, her heart, her
substancé not for her skill in the dairy, her aptness as his
scholar, and certialy not for her simple formal faith
professions. Her unsophisticated o @n existence
required no varnish of conventionality to make it palatable
to him. He held that education had as yet but little affected
the beats of emotion and impulse on which dstit
happiness depends. It was probable that, in the lapse of
ages, improved systems of moral and intellectual training
would appreciably, perhaps considerably, elevate the
involuntary and even the unconscious instincts of human
nature; but up to the presst day, culture, as far as he could
see, might be said to have affected only the mental epiderm
of those lives which had been brought under its influence.
This belief was confirmed by his experience of women,
which, having latterly been extended from thdtivated
middle-class into the rural community, had taught him how
much less was the intrinsic difference between the good
and wise woman of one social stratum and the good and
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wise woman of another social stratum, than between the
good and bad, the wisend the foolish, of the same stratum
or class.

It was the morning of his departure. His brothers had
already left the Vicarage to proceed on a walking tour in
the north, whence one was to return to his college, and the
other to his curacy. Angel might haxaccompanied them,
but preferred to rejoin his sweetheart at Talbothays. He
would have been an awkward member of the party; for,
though the most appreciative humanist, the most ideal
religionist, even the bestrsed Christologist of the three,
there wasalienation in the standing consciousness that his
squareness would not fit the round hole that had been
prepared for him. To neither Felix nor Cuthbert had he
ventured to mention Tess.

His mother made him sandwiches, and his father
accompanied him, on hiswn mare, a little way along the
road. Having fairly well advanced his own affairs, Angel
listened in a willing silence, as they jogged on together
through the shady | anes, to
parish difficulties, and the coldness of brothergyenen
whom he loved, because of his strict interpretations of the
New Testament by the light of what they deemed a
pernicious Calvinistic doctrine.

OPernicious!d said Mr Cl ar e
proceeded to recount experiences which would shaw th
absurdity of that idea. He told of wondrous conversions of
evil livers of which he had been the instrument, not only
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amongst the poor, but amongst the rich and-teetlo; and
he also candidly admitted many failures.

As an instance of the latter, he mentd the case of a
young upstart squire named d
miles off, in the neighbourhood of Trantridge.

6Not one of the ancient doL
ot her pl aces?56 asked his S0
wornout family withits ghostly legend of the coaemd
four?6

00 no. The original déur |
disappeared sixty or eighty years agat least, | believe
so. This seems to be a new family which had taken the
name; for the credit of the former knightly line | hapey
are spurious, | &dm sur e. But
interest in old families. | thought you set less store by them
even than | .6

6You mi sapprehend me , fath
Angel with a |little i mpati en:
to the virtue of their being old. Some of the wise even
among themselves O6exclaim ag
as Hamlet puts it; but lyrically, dramatically, and even
hi storically, I am tenderl vy ¢

This distinction, though by no means a&#e one, was
yet too subtle for Mr Clare the elder, and he went on with
the story he had been about to relate; which was that after
the death of the seniorsocal | ed doéUr ber vil
man developed the most culpable passions, though he had a
blind mother, whose condition should have made him know
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better. A knowledge of his career having come to the ears
of Mr Clare, when he was in that part of the country
preaching missionary sermons, he boldly took occasion to
speak to the delinquent on his spirltsséate. Though he

was a stranger, occupying an
to be his duty, and took for his text the words from St
Luke: 6Thou fool, this night

thee! 6 The young man much r
attack,and in the war of words which followed when they
met he did not scruple publicly to insult Mr Clare, without
respect for his gray hairs.
Angel flushed with distress.
6Dear father, 6 he said sad
expose yourself to such gratuitouspa f r om s c o unc
6Pain?6 said his father, hi
ardour of selabnegati on. 6The only
on his account, poor, foolish young man. Do you suppose
his incensed words could give me any pain, or even his
b | o ws g redilBcewie bless; being persecuted we suffer
it; being defamed we entreat; we are made as the filth of
the world, and as the offscouring of all things unto this
day. 6 Those ancient and nobl
strictly true at this present hou 6
6Not bl ows, father? He did
O6No, he did not. Though |1 h
a mad state of intoxication.
ONo! 6
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60A dozen times, my boy. Whe
from the guilt of murdering their own flesh and blood

theeby; and they have lived t
6 May t his young ma n do t h
fervently. o6But | fear ot her\
OWeodl I hope, neverthel ess,

continue to pray for him, though on this side of grave
we shall probably never meet again. But, after all, one of
those poor words of mine may spring up in his heart as a
good seed some day. 6

Now, as al ways, Cl arebds fat
and t hough t he younger coul
narow dogma, he revered his practice and recognized the
hero wunder the ©pietist. Per
practice even more now than ever, seeing that, in the
question of making Tessy his wife, his father had not once
thought of inquiring whether sheere well provided or
penniless. The same unworldliness was what had
necessitated Angel 6s getting
probably keep his brothers in the position of poor parsons
for the term of their activities; yet Angel admired it none
the les. Indeed, despite his own heterodoxy, Angel often
felt that he was nearer to his father on the human side than
was either of his brethren.
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XXVII

An up-hill and downhill ride of twentyodd miles through

a garish mieday atmosphere brought him in the afteon

to a detached knoll a mile or two west of Talbothays,
whence he again looked into that green trough of sappiness
and humidity, the valley of the Var or Froom. Immediately
he began to descend from the upland to the fat alluvial soil
below, the atmosple grew heavier; the languid perfume
of the summer fruits, the mists, the hay, the flowers,
formed therein a vast pool of odour which at this hour
seemed to make the animals, the very bees and butterflies
drowsy. Clare was now so familiar with the spotttha
knew the individual cows by their names when, a long
distance off, he saw them dotted about the meads. It was
with a sense of luxury that he recognized his power of
viewing life here from its inner side, in a way that had been
quite foreign to him irhis studendays; and, much as he
loved his parents, he could not help being aware that to
come here, as now, after an experience of hlifiee
affected him like throwing off splints and bandages; even
the one customary curb on the humours of English rural
societies being absent in this place, Talbothays having no
resident landlord.
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Not a human being was out of doors at the dairy. The
denizens were all enjoying the usual afternoon nap of an
hour or so which the exceedingly early hours kept in
summertime retlered a necessity. At the door the wood
hooped pails, sodden and bleached by infinite scrubbings,
hung like hats on a stand upon the forked and peeled limb
of an oak fixed there for that purpose; all of them ready and
dry for the evening milking. Angel esrted, and went
through the silent passages of the house to the back
guarters, where he listened for a moment. Sustained snores
came from the catouse, where some of the men were
lying down; the grunt and squeal of sweltering pigs arose
from the still futher distance. The largeaved rhubarb and
cabbage plants slept too, their broad limp surfaces hanging
in the sun like haltlosed umbrellas.

He unbridled and fed his horse, and as hentered the
house the clock struck three. Three was the afternoon
skimming-hour; and, with the stroke, Clare heard the
creaking of the floeboards above, and then the touch of a
descending foot on the stair
moment came down before his eyes.

She had not heard him enter, and hardly realized h
presence there. She was yawning, and he saw the red
interior of her mouth as if
stretched one arm so high above her ceilpccable of hair
that he could see its satin delicacy above the sunburn; her
face was flushed witlsleep, and her eyelids hung heavy
over their pupils. The briffulness of her nature breathed
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from her. I't was a moment wh
incarnate than at any other time; when the most spiritual
beauty bespeaks itself flesh; and sex takes trsdauplace

in the presentation.

Then those eyes flashed brightly through their filmy
heaviness, before the remainder of her face was well
awake. With an oddly compounded look of gladness,
shyness, and surprise, she exclain&@dO Mr CIl ar e!
you frightened
med 10 6

There had not at first been time for her to think of the
changed relations which his declaration had introduced; but
the full sense of the matter rose up in her face when she
encountered Clareds tender |
the bottom stai

6Dear , darling Tessy!d he
round her, and his face to |
Heavends sake, Mi ster me any

SO soon because of you!d
Tessds excitable heart beat
and there they stood upon the 4tk floor of the entry,
the sun slanting in by the window upon his back, as he held
her tightly to his breast; upon her inclining face, upon the
blue veins of hetemple, upon her naked arm, and her
neck, and into the depths of her hair. Having been lying
down in her clothes she was warm as a sunned cat. At first
she would not look straight up at him, but her eyes soon
lifted, and his plumbed the deepness of ther-eagying
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pupils, with their radiating fibrils of blue, and black, and
gray, and violet, while she regarded him as Eve at her
second waking might have regarded Adam.

60l 6ve gestkimmi gg, @ she pl eac
onby ol d Deb-day.dMrs@rek ip gomeeto t o
market with Mr Crick, and Retty is not well, and the others
are gone out somewhere, and

As they retreated to the milkouse Deborah Fyander

appeared on the stairs.

ol have come back, Dwalde. r a h
6So | can help Tess with the
tired, I am sure, you-tnamedmHodt

Possibly the Talbothays milk was not very thoroughly
skimmed that afternoon. Tess was in a dream wherein
familiar objects appeageas having light and shade and
position, but no particular outline. Every time she held the
skimmer under the pump to cool it for the work her hand
trembled, the ardour of his affection being so palpable that
she seemed to flinch under it like a plantdo burning a
sun.

Then he pressed her again to his side, and when she had
done running her forefinger round the leads to cut off the
creame d g e, he cleaned it i n
unconstrained manners of Talbothays dairy came
convenient now.

ol nsa ywea | say it now as | a
gentl y. o | wish to ask you
nature, which | have been thinking of ever since that day
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last week in the meads. | shall soon want to marry, and,
being a farmer, you see | shall vég for my wife a
woman who knows all about the management of farms.
Will you be that woman, Tess)
He put it that way that she might not think he had
yielded to an impulse of which his head would disapprove.
She turned quite careworn. She had bowedédrtevitable
result of proximity, the necessity of loving him; but she had
not calculated upon this sudden corollary, which, indeed,
Clare had put before her without quite meaning himself to
do it so soon. With pain that was like the bitterness of
dissoluion she murmured the words of her indispensable
and sworn answer as an honourable woman.
60 Mr 0 Ichmnmat lee yourwif@l cannot be!
The sound of her own deci si
very heart, and she bowed her face in her grief.

6But , Tsaid, sirhaded at éner reply, and holding
her stildl more greedily <cl os
|l ove me?50

60 yes, yes! And | would ra
in the world,d returned the
di stressed girly @gBut 61 CANNI/
060Tess, 6 he said, hol di ng he
engaged to marry some one el :
6No, no! o

060Then why do you refuse me?

e
I
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01 dondt want to marry! I h
cannot! I only want to | ove \

6But why?5o
Driven to subterfge, she stammerad

6Your father is a parson, a
you to marry such as me. She will want you to marry a

|l ady. 6

6 No n 9 d mgeespoken to them both. That was partly
why | went home. 0

6l feedbnévemnnoever! d she e
O0lts tioo sudden to be asked t
6Yébk did not expect it. o

ol f you wi l|l | et it pass,
time, 6 he said. 6lt was very
to you all at once. I 611 not
She agai took up the shining skimmer, held it beneath

the pump, and began anew. But she could not, as at other
times, hit the exact undasurface of the cream with the
delicate dexterity required, try as she might; sometimes she
was cutting down into the milk, seetimes in the air. She
could hardly see, her eyes having filled with two blurring
tears drawn forth by a grief which, to this her best friend
and dear advocate, she could never explain.

6l cawvwdt cakhidbm! 6 she said, t

Not to agitée and hinder her longer, the considerate
Clare began talking in a more general way:

264 Tess of the douUr



You quite misapprehend my parents. They are the most
simplemannered people alive, and quite unambitious.
They are two of the few remaining Evangelical school.
Tessy,arg¢g ou an Evangelical ?6

6l donét know. o

6You go to church very regu
not very High, they tell me . (

Tessds ideas on the views o
whom she heard every week, seemed to be rather more
vague t han Clewrheaddhimatwlh o had |

o1 wi sh | could fix my minda
firmly than | do, 6 she remar
often a great sorrow to me. 6

She spoke so unaffectedly that Angel was sure in his
heart that his father could not objeto her on religious
grounds, even though she did not know whether her
principles were High, Low or Broad. He himself knew that,
in reality, the confused beliefs which she held, apparently
imbibed in childhood, were, if anything, Tractarian as to
phrasetogy, and Pantheistic as to essence. Confused or
otherwise, to disturb them was his last desire:

Leave thou thy sister, when she prays,

Her early Heaven, her happy

Vi ews; Nor thou with shado
confuse A life that leads melodious

days.
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He hadoccasionally thought the counsel less honest than
musical; but he gladly conformed to it now.

He spoke further of the incidents of his visit, of his
fatherés mode of I ife, of hi:
serener, and the undulations disappearedm frher
skimming; as she finished one lead after another he
followed her, and drew the plugs for letting down the milk.

o1 fancied you | ooked a |it
in,d she ventured to observe,
subject of herself.

0 Ys& well, my father had been talking a good deal to
me of his troubles and difficulties, and the subject always
tends to depress me. He is so zealous that he gets many
snubs and buffetings from people of a different way of
thinking from hlilkentéeaf of suahn d |
humiliations to a man of his age, the more particularly as |
dono6t think earnestness does
He has been telling me of a very unpleasant scene in which
he took part quite recently. He went as the deputy ofeso
missionary society to preach in the neighbourhood of
Trantridge, a place forty miles from here, and made it his
business to expostulate with a lax young cynic he met with
somewhere about théreson of some landowner up that
wayd and who has a mother affted with blindness. My
father addressed himself to the gentleman galemk, and
there was quite a disturbance. It was very foolish of my
father, 1 must say, to intrude his conversation upon a
stranger when the probabilities were so obvious that it
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would be useless. But whatever he thinks to be his duty,
that heol |l do, in season or
makes many enemies, not only among the absolutely
vicious, but among the easygoing, who hate being
bothered. He says he glories in what haggerand that
good may be done indirectly; but | wish he would not wear
himself out now he is getting old, and would leave such

pigs to their wallowing. 6
Tessds | ook had grown hard
mouth tragical; but she no longer showed any
tremulots ne s s . Cl areds revived

prevented his noticing her particularly; and so they went on
down the white row of liquid rectangles till they had
finished and drained them off, when the other maids
returned, and took their pails, and Deb eato scald out
the leads for the new milk. As Tess withdrew to go afield to
the cows he said to her sofily

6And my question, Tessy?b
6000dmm! 6 replied she with gr
who had heard anew the turmoil of her own past in the
allusiontoA ec doéUrberville. 61t C

She went out towards the mead, joining the other
milkmaids with a bound, as if trying to make the open air
drive away her sad constraint. All the girls drew onward to
the spot where the cows were grazing in the farther mead
the bevy advancing with the bold grace of wild anidals
the reckless, unchastened motion of women accustomed to
unlimited spacé in which they abandoned themselves to
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the air as a swimmer to the wave. It seemed natural enough
to him now that Tess was agdmsight to choose a mate
from unconstrained Nature, and not from the abodes of Art.
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XXVIII

Her refusal, though unexpected, did not permanently daunt
Clare. His experience of women was great enough for him
to be aware that the negative often meant ngthitore
than the preface to the affirmative; and it was little enough
for him not to know that in the manner of the present
negative there lay a great exception to the dallyings of
coyness. That she had already permitted him to make love
to her he read asadditional assurance, not fully trowing
t hat in the fields and past
means deemed waste; leneking being here more often
accepted inconsiderately and for its own sweet sake than in
the carking, anxious homes of the ambisou wher e a
craving for an establishment paralyzes her healthy thought
of a passion as an end.

6Tess, why did you say ©6nob
asked her in the course of a few days.

She started.

6Dondét ask meadpartly. |taro hothoog o u
enougd not worthy enough. 0

O60How? Not fine | ady enough?

6Yé@somet hing i ke that, 6 n
friends would scorn me. 6
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6l ndeed, y o & mynfattert amck neothdr.lAs m
for my brothénvs Hel cdaspedca
behind her backat keep her fromads!l i pr
you did not mean it, swe&t? am sure you did not! You
have made me so restless that | cannot read, or play, or do
anything. | am in no hurry, Tess, but | want to kidow
hear from your own warm ligsthat you will some dy be
mnedany time you may choose; l

She could only shake her head and look away from him.

Clare regarded her attentively, conned the characters of
her face as if they had been hieroglyphics. The denial
seemed real.

0Then | 0 U g you in this way tought I?ad | d
have no right to yod no right to seek out where you are,
or walk with you! Honestly, Tess, do you love any other
man?o0

6How <can y Oou ask?6 she sai
suppression.

o} al most know that ywu do
repul se me?59
6l dondt r epulodstedl mgywwlovere; | i k

and you may always tell me so as you go about with me

and never of fend me. 0

6But you will not accept me
60 Aht hat 6s 0 iis fof your gaod, indeed, my
dearestO, believe me, it is only

to give myself the great hap,]
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in that way) becausé because | am SURE | ought not to
do it. o

6But you wild.l make me happy

6Ahyou think so, but you dor

At such tines as this, apprehending the grounds of her

refusal to be her modest sense of incompetence in

matters social and polite, he would say that she was

wonderfully weltinformed and versatie which was

certainly true, her natural quickness and her admiration

for him having led her to pick up his vocabulary, his

accent, and fragments of his knowledge, to a surprising

extent. After these tender contests and her victory she

would go away by herself under the remotest cow, if at

milking-time, or into the sedge ortmher room, if at a

leisure interval, and mourn silently, not a minute after

an apparently phlegmatic negative.

The struggle was so fearful; her own heart was so
strongly on the side of histwo ardent hearts against one
poor little consciena® that she ied to fortify her
resolution by every means in her power. She had come to
Talbothays with a madep mind. On no account could she
agree to a step which might afterwards cause bitter rueing
to her husband for his blindness in wedding her. And she
held thatwhat her conscience had decided for her when her
mind was unbiassed ought not to be overruled now.

OWhy dondt somebody tell hi
6l't was onl whiprhygsmdtd eist off é ¢
Somebody must know! d
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Yet nobody seemed to knp nobody told him.

For two or three days no more was said. She guessed
from the sad countenances of her chamber companions that
they regarded her not only as the favourite, but as the
chosen; but they could see for themselves that she did not
put herselin his way.

Tess had never before known a time in which the thread
of her life was so distinctly twisted of two strands, positive
pleasure and positive pain. At the next chems&ing the
pair were again left alone together. The dairyman himself
had beerending a hand; but Mr Crick, as well as his wife,
seemed latterly to have acquired a suspicion of mutual
interest between these two; though they walked so
circumspectly that suspicion was but of the faintest.
Anyhow, the dairyman left them to themselves.

They were breaking up the masses of curd before putting
them into the vats. The operation resembled the act of
crumbling bread on a large scale; and amid the immaculate
whiteness of the curds Tess
themselves of the pinkness ofetlmose. Angel, who was
filling the vats with his handful, suddenly ceased, and laid
his hands flat upon hers. Her sleeves were rolled far above
the elbow, and bending lower he kissed the inside vein of
her soft arm.

Although the early September weather veastry, her
arm, from her dabbling in the curds, was as cold and damp
to his mouth as a negathered mushroom, and tasted of
the whey. But she was such a sheaf of susceptibilities that
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her pulse was accelerated by the touch, her blood driven to
her finderends, and the cool arms flushed hot. Then, as

though her hear't had said, (
Truth is truth between man and woman, as between man

and man, 6 she |lifted her =eye
into his, as her lip rose in a tender kstfile.

6Do you know why | did that
6Because you |l ove me very m
6Yes, and as a preliminary

O0Not AGAI N! 6

She looked a sudden fear that her resistance might break
down under her own desire.

60CLessy! d he went on, 61 CAl
so tantalizing. Why do you disappoint me so? You seem
almost like a coquette, upon my life youdda coquette of
the first urban water! They blow hot and blow cold, just as
you do, and it is the very last $@f thing to expect to find

in a retreat | i ke Talbothays.
added, observing now the rem
to be the most honest, spotless creature that ever lived. So

how can | suppose ytyaulikathd | i r-
idea of

being my wife, i f you | ove me
o} have never said | donot

sayit;becaugei t i sndét true! 6

The stress now getting beyond endurance, her lip
quivered, and she was obliged to go aw@lare was so
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pained and perplexed that he ran after and caught her in the
passage.

06Tel l me , tell me! & he said
forgetfulness of his curdy he¢
belong to anybody but me! 6

ol will, 116 wiHd dxdIl aiynmeud.
you a complete answer, if you will let me go now. | will tell
you my experiencésall about mysef al | ! 6

6Your experiences, dear; ye
expressed assent in loviyng s

Tess, no doubt, almost as many experiences as that wild
convolvulus out there on the garden hedge, that opened
itself this morning for the first time. Tell me anything, but
donot use that wretched expl
being worthy of me. 0

6l |Imidnot ! And I 611 give y
morrowd ne xt week. 6

6Say on Sunday?6

6Yes, on Sunday. 0o

At last she got away, and did not stop in her retreat till
she was in the thicket of pollard willows at the lower side
of the barton, where she could be quiteseen. Here Tess
flung herself down upon the rustling undergrowth of
speargrass, as upon a bed, and remained crouching in
palpitating misery broken by momentary shoots of joy,
which her fears about the ending could not altogether
suppress.
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In reality, shewas drifting into acquiescence. Every see
saw of her breath, every wave of her blood, every pulse
singing in her ears, was a voice that joined with nature in
revolt against her scrupulousness. Reckless, inconsiderate
acceptance of him; to close with hirhthe altar, revealing
nothing, and chancing discovery; to snatch ripe pleasure
before the iron teeth of pain could have time to shut upon
her: that was what love counselled; and in almost a terror of
ecstasy Tess divined that, despite her many months of
lonely selfchastisement, wrestlings, communings, schemes
to |l ead a future of austere
prevail.

The afternoon advanced, and still she remained among
the willows. She heard the rattle of taking down the pails
from the forked s nds; t hvea o wa o wvhi
accompanied the getting together of the cows. But she did
not go to the milking. They would see her agitation; and the
dairyman, thinking the cause to be love alone, would good
naturedly tease her; and that harassment couldbeot
borne.

Her lover must have guessed her overwrought state, and
invented some excuse for her rappearance, for no
inquiries were made or calls given. At hpHst six the sun
settled down upon the levels with the aspect of a great
forge in the heavensind presently a monstrous pumpkin
like moon arose on the other hand. The pollard willows,
tortured out of their natural shape by incessant choppings,
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became spimhaired monsters as they stood up against it.
She went in and upstairs without a light.

It was now Wednesday. Thursday came, and Angel
looked thoughtfully at her from a distance, but intruded in
no way upon her. The indoor milkmaids, Marian and the
rest, seemed to guess that something definite was afoot, for
they did not force any remarks upon hrethe bedchamber.
Friday passed; Saturday. -hoorrow was the day.

o1 s hal bl dpall say yed hshall let myself

marry hind | cannot help it!d she
her hot face to the pillow that night, on hearing one of the
other girls sighhs name i n her sl eep.

anybody have him but me! Yet it is a wrong to him, and
may kill him when he knows! O my he&rDd O8 O! 6

XXIX

6Now, who mid ye think 1 6ve
said Dairyman Crick, as he sat down to breakfiest day,
with a riddling gaze round upon the munching men and
mai ds. O6Now, just who mid ye
One guessed, and another guessed. Mrs Crick did not
guess, because she knew already.
oWel |l , 6 said t he d dawistegt ma n ,
6horedsHilred ,ofJ aac kf Dol | op. He
to a widowwo man . 0
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O0Not Jack Dodltloo pt?hiA kvioldl atih
milker.

The name entered qgui ckly [
consciousness, for it was the name of the lover who had
wronged his sweetheart, ankad afterwards been so
roughly wused by the young wo
churn.

6And had he married the val
promi sed?6 asked Angel Cl ar e
the newspaper he was reading at the little table tohalméc
was always banished by Mrs Crick, in her sense of his

gentility.

6Not he, sir. Never meant t
say, 6t tweman, and ishe bad money, it sedms
fifty pound a year or so,; an
were marriedn a great hurry; and then she told him that by
marrying she had | ost her fii
state 06 my gentlemandés mind
ctanddog | ife as theyobve beer

him well beright. But onluckilythe poor woman gets the
worst od6t. o6

O0Well, the silly body shoul
ghost of her first man woul d
60Ay, ay, 06 responded the da
you can see exactl y hdme,vanddt wa
didnét | ike to run the risk
was something |ike it, mai de.i

He glanced towards the row of girls.
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6She ought to haé told him

church, when he could hardly
Marian.
6Yes, she ought, d agreed 1|z

6She must have seen what he
refused him,d6 cried Retty sp:

6And what do you say, my de
Tess.

o1 t hi n ko toshawe told hign the true state of
thing® or ele refused hird | donét know, 6 r
the breaeandbutter choking her.

6Be cust i f 1 6d have done e
married helper from one of t
and war . | 6d hadé married en

two words to me about not telling him beforehand anything
what somdever about my first

tell, | 8d had knockeeindlmi m d

scram |little feller 1ike hel
The laughter which followed thsally was supplemented
only by a sorry smile, for

was comedy to them was tragedy to her; and she could
hardly bear their mirth. She soon rose from table, and, with
an impression that Clare would soon follow her, went

along a litle wriggling path, now stepping to one side of

the irrigating channels, and now to the other, till she stood
by the main stream of the Var. Men had been cutting the

waterweeds higher up the river, and masses of them were

floating past héd¥ moving islandof green crowfoot,
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whereon she might almost have ridden; long locks of which
weed had lodged against the piles driven to keep the cows
from crossing.
Yes, there was the pain of it. This question of a woman
telling her storg the heaviest of crosses to lelf8
seemed but amusement to others. It was as if people should
laugh at martyrdom.
060Tessy! 6 came from behind h
the gully, alightiagobpepbsdde |

0No, no; I cannot . For your
sake,lay no! 6

06Tess! 0

6Still | say no!6 she repea

Not expecting this, he had put his arm lightly round her
waist the moment after speaking, beneath her hanging tail
of hair. (The vyounger dairymaids, including Tess,
breakfasted with their hair loose on Sundayrnings
before building it up extra high for attending church, a style
they could not adopt when milking with their heads against
the cows.) I f she had said 0
have kissed her; it had evidently been his intention; but her
detemined negative deterred his scrupulous heart. Their
condition of domiciliary comradeship put her, as the
woman, to such disadvantage by its enforced intercourse,
that he felt it unfair to her to exercise any pressure of
blandishment which he might haverastly employed had
she been better able to avoid him. He released her
momentarilyimprisoned waist, and withheld the kiss.
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It all turned on that release. What had given her strength
to refuse him this time was solely the tale of the widow told
by the daiyman; and that would have been overcome in
another moment. But Angel said no more; his face was
perplexed; he went away.

Day after day they métsomewhat less constantly than
before; and thus two or three weeks went by. The end of
September drew near, andescould see in his eye that he
might ask her again.

His plan of procedure was different névas though he
had made up his mind that her negatives were, after all,
only coyness and youth startled by the novelty of the
proposal. The fitful evasiveness of haanner when the
subject was under discussion countenanced the idea. So he
played a more coaxing game; and while never going
beyond words, or attempting the renewal of caresses, he did
his utmost orally.

In this way Clare persistently wooed her in undezton
like that of the purling milg a t t he cowods
skimmings, at buttemakings, at cheesmakings, among
broody poultry, and among farrowing p&@®s no
milkmaid was ever wooed before by such a man.

Tess knew that she must break down. Neither a relégio
sense of a certain moral validity in the previous union nor a
conscientious wish for candour could hold out against it
much longer. She loved him so passionately, and he was so
godlike in her eyes; and being, though untrained,
instinctively refined, hernature cried for his tutelary

280 Tess of the douUr



guidance. And thus, though Tess kept repeating to herself,
6l can never be his wife, o6 t
her weakness lay in the very utterance of what calm
strength would not have taken the trouble to formulate.
Every sound of his voice beginning on the old subject
stirred her with a terrifying bliss, and she coveted the
recantation she feared.

His manner waswh at man®ds muck that aft ?
one who would love and cherish and defend her under any
conditions, chnges, charges, or revelations, that her gloom
lessened as she basked in it. The season meanwhile was
drawing onward to the equinox, and though it was still fine,
the days were much shorter. The dairy had again worked by
morning candlelight for a long timand a fresh renewal of
Clarebs pleading occurred on
four.

She had run up in her bedgown to his door to call him as
usual; then had gone back to dress and call the others; and
in ten minutes was walking to the head of the staith
the candle in her hand. At the same moment he came down
his steps from above in his shifeeves and put his arm
across the stairway.

O0Now, Miss Flirt, befor
peremptorily. 61t is a fortn
do ary longer. You MUST tell me what you mean, or |
shall have to leave this house. My door was ajar just now,
and | saw you. For your own

know. Well ? I s it
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01 am only just up, MreCl ar
me to task! 6 she pouted. 06Yo
cruel and untrue. Wait till by and by. Please wait till by and
by! I will really think seriously about it between now and
t hen. Let me go downstairs! o

She looked a little like what he said she was as, holding
the candle sideways, she tried to smile away the
seriousness of her words.

6Cal l me Angel, then, and n
0Angel . 0

60Angel ddlenpreast 20

66Twoul d mean that | agree,

6 | tuldwoly mean that you love me, even if you
cannot marry me; and you were so good as to own that long
ago. 6

6Very wel |, t hen, 6Angel d
murmured, looking at her candle, a roguish curl coming
upon her mouth, notwithstanding her susgen

Clare had resolved never to kiss her until he had
obtained her promise; but somehow, as Tess stood there in
her prettily tuckeeup milking gown, her hair carelessly
heaped upon her head till there should be leisure to arrange
it when skimming and milkig were done, he broke his
resolve, and brought his lips to her cheek for one moment.
She passed downstairs very quickly, never looking back at
him or saying another word. The other maids were already
down, and the subject was not pursued. Except Marian,
they all looked wistfully and suspiciously at the pair, in the
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sad yellow rays which the morning candles emitted in
contrast with the first cold signals of the dawn without.

When skimming was dodewhich, as the milk
diminished with the approach of autumnasva lessening
process day by déyRetty and the rest went out. The
lovers followed them.

60ur tremul ous | ives are s
they not?6é6 he musingly obser
three figures tripping before him through the frigidllor
of opening day.

6Not so very different, It

O6Why do you think that?6

0There are very few womendo

tremulous, 8 Tess replied, pa
i mpressed her . 6Thereds mo r
think . 6

6What is in them?6

O0Al most either of 6emd 6 sh
perhaps would makea properer wife than I. And perhaps
they love youas wellagla| most . 6

60, Tessy! b

There were signs that it was an exquisite relief to her to
hear the impatient exaination, though she had resolved so
intrepidly to let generosity make one bid against herself.
That was now done, and she had not the power to attempt
selfimmolation a second time then. They were joined by a
milker from one of the cottages, and no mores\gaid on
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that which concerned them so deeply. But Tess knew that
this day would decide it.

In the afternoon several of
assistants went down to the meads as usual, a long way
from the dairy, where many of the cows were milked
without being driven home. The supply was getting less as
the animals advanced in calf, and the supernumerary
milkers of the lush green season had been dismissed.

The work progressed leisurely. Each pailful was poured
into tall cans that stood in a largerisg-waggon which had
been brought upon the scene; and when they were milked,
the cows trailed away. Dairyman Crick, who was there with
the rest, his wrapper gleaming miraculously white against a
leaden evening sky, suddenly looked at his heavy watch.

OWhy o6tis | ater than | t hou
shanot be soon enough with t
donodét mind. Tdaetoteké & homeoand nixme

it with the bulk afore sending off. It must go to station
straight frowmehiereacwWhed?d di

Mr Clare volunteered to do so, though it was none of his
business, asking Tess to accompany him. The evening,
though sunless, had been warm and muggy for the season,
and Tess had come out with her milkihngod only,
nakedarmed andacketless; certainly not dressed for a
drive. She therefore replied by glancing over her scant
habiliments; but Clare gently urged her. She assented by
relinquishing her pail and stool to the dairyman to take
home, and mounted the sprimgggon beside Cte.
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In the diminishing daylight they went along the level
roadway through the meads, which stretched away into
gray miles, and were backed in the extreme edge of
distance by the swarthy and abrupt slopes of Egdon Heath.
On its summit stood clumps andretches of firtrees,
whose notched tips appeared like battlemented towers
crowning blackfronted castles of enchantment.

They were so absorbed in the sense of being close to
each other that they did not begin talking for a long while,
the silence beingrbken only by the clucking of the milk in
the tall cans behind them. The lane they followed was so
solitary that the hazel nuts had remained on the boughs till
they slipped from their shells, and the blackberries hung in
heavy clusters. Every now and thangel would fling the
lash of his whip round one of these, pluck it off, and give it
to his companion.

The dull sky soon began to tell its meaning by sending
down heraledrops of rain, and the stagnant air of the day
changed into a fitful breeze which p&yabout their faces.
The quicksilvery glaze on the rivers and pools vanished;
from broad mirrors of light they changed to lustreless
sheets of lead, with a surface like a rasp. But that spectacle
did not affect her preoccupation. Her countenance, a
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natuml carnation slightly embrowned by the season, had
deepened its tinge with the beating of the +@diops; and

her hair, which the pressur e
usual, caused to tumble down from its fastenings and stray
beyond the curtain of her cati bonnet, was made clammy

by the moisture, till it hardly was better than seaweed.

ol ought not to have come,
looking at the sky.
o1 am sorry for the rain,©o

have you here! 6

Remote Egdon disappearbg degree behind the liquid
gauze. The evening grew darker, and the roads being
crossed by gates, it was not safe to drive faster than at a
walking pace. The air was rather chill.

6l am so afraid you wil/l ge
arms and shouldersé he said. 6Creep
perhaps the drizzle wonot h
sorrier still if | did not think that the rain might be helping
me . 0

She imperceptibly crept closer, and he wrapped round
them both a large piece of salbth, whichwas sometimes
used to keep the sun off the mikns. Tess held it from
slipping off him as well as
occupied.

O6Now we are adhoweargrottltreng ai n
down into my neck a little, and it must still more into
yourssThat 6s better. Your ar ms
Wipe them in the cloth. Now, if you stay quiet, you will not
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get another drop. Well, degambout that question of
mined thatlongst andi ng question?®6
The only reply that he could hear for a little whilasithe
smack of the horseds hoofs o

cluck of the milk in the

remember what you said?-

6Before we get home, mind. 6
6161l try. o

He said no more then. As they drove on, the fragraént
an old manor house of Caroline date rose against the sky,
and was in due course passed and left behind.

6That , 6 he observed, to ent
old plac® one of the several seats which belonged to an
ancient Norman family formerly ofrgat influence in this
county, t he doUrbervill es.
residences without thinking of them. There is something
very sad in the extinction of a family of renown, even if it
was fierce, domineering, feuct

Theycrept along towards a point in the expanse of shade
just at hand at which a feeble light was beginning to assert
its presence, a spot where, by day, a fitful white streak of
steam at intervals upon the dark green background denoted
intermittent moments ofontact between their secluded
world and modern life. Modern life stretched out its steam
feeler to this point three or four times a day, touched the
native existences, and quickly withdrew its feeler again, as
if what it touched had been uncongenial.
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They reached the feeble light, which came from the
smoky lamp of a little railway station; a poor enough
terrestrial star, yet in one sense of more importance to
Talbothays Dairy and mankind than the celestial ones to
which it stood in such humiliating congta The cans of
new milk were unladen in the rain, Tess getting a little
shelter from a neighbouring holly tree.

Then there was the hissing of a train, which drew up
almost silently upon the wet rails, and the milk was rapidly
swung can by can into the thu The light of the engine
fl ashed for a second upon
motionless under the great holly tree. No object could have
looked more foreign to the gleaming cranks and wheels
than this unsophisticated girl, with the round bare arms, the
rainy face and hair, the suspended attitude of a friendly
leopard at pause, the print gown of no date or fashion, and
the cotton bonnet drooping on her brow.

She mounted again beside her lover, with a mute
obedience characteristic of impassioned natutesnees,
and when they had wrapped themselves up over head and
ears in the sailcloth again, they plunged back into the now
thick night. Tess was so receptive that the few minutes of
contact with the whirl of material progress lingered in her

thought.

6 L ooneds will drink it at their breakfasts-tnorrow,
wonodét they?d she asked. O6Str .
seen. 06
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0 Y @ bsuppose they will. Though not as we send it.
When its strength has been lowered, so that it may not get
up into their heads. 6

6 No brhea and noble women, ambassadors and
centurions, ladies and tradeswomen, and babies who have
never seen a cow. 0

OWell, yes; perhaps; partic

OWho donodt know anything of
from; or think how we two drove miles acrogse moor
tonight in the rain that it 1

OWe did not drive entirely
Londoners; we drove a little on our odvion account of
that anxious matter which you will, | am sure, set at rest,
dear Tess. Now, permine to put it in this way. You
belong to me already, you know; your heart, | mean. Does
it not?6

6You know asowebkl 6as | . O vy

6Then, i f your heart does,

O0My only reason \Warsaccountol c c o
a question. | have sométly to tell yod 6

6But suppose it to be entir
worl dly convenience al so?bd
60 yes; i f it i s for you
convenience. But my life before | came &rewantd 6

o6Wel |, it is for myhappioessy e ni

If I have a very large farm, either English or colonial, you
will be invaluable as a wife to me; better than a woman out
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of the largest mansion in the country. So pléapkease,
dear Tessy, disabuse your mind of the feeling that you will
standh my way. 0

6But my history. dlyouwashlet y oL
metellyod you wi | | not | i ke me so
0Tel it i f you wish to, d
then. Yes, | was born at so and so, Anno Doiidi

o1 was born at Ma rat histworgdsd s h
as a hel p, lightly as they
there.

And | was in the Sixth Standard when | left school, and
they said | had great aptness, and should make a good
teacher, so it was settled that | should be one. But there was
troublein my family; father was not very industrious, and
he drank a |l ittle. o

6Yes, yes. Poor chil d! Not |
more closely to his side.

6 An d 0O théreis something very unusual aboadt it
about me.d | wad 6

Tessds breath quickened.

6Yesregltea Never mind. 6

6dldam not a Durbeyfi elad, b
descendant of the same family as those that owned the old
house we passed. Adbdve ar e all gone to

6 A doUrdledeed!i And is that all the trouble,
dear Tess?60
0Yes, 0 exdtfaintha n s w
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6 Walwlhy should I | ove you | e

6l was told by the dairyman
He laughed.
o6Wel |, it is true, in one s

principle of blood before everything, and do think that as
reasoners the only pedigrees we ought to respect are those
spiritual ones of the wise and virtuous, without regard to
corporal paternity. But | am extremely interested in this
news you can have no idea how interested | am! Are you
not interested yourselin being one of that weknown
' ine?d
O0NoO. I h av & edpbcially giftd comirtg s a d
here, and knowing that many of the hills and fields | see
once belonged to my fathero
field belonged to Retsttoyb6s p
Mari ands, so that | donodt v
0 Y é i is surprising how many of the present tillers of
the soil were once owners of it, and | sometimes wonder
that a certain school of pol
circumstance; but they dod t seem to know
that | did not see the resemblance of your name to
doUrbervill e, and trace the
was the carking secret! 6
She had not told. At the last moment her courage had
failed her; she feared his blame fugt telling him sooner;
and her instinct of selfreservation was stronger than her
candour.
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6 Of course,® continued the
have been glad to know you to be descended exclusively
from the longsuffering, dumb, unrecorded rank anck fof
the English nation, and not from the se#feking few who
made themselves powerful at the expense of the rest. But |
am corrupted away from that by my affection for you, Tess
(he laughed as he spoke), and made selfish likewise. For
your own sake | r@jce in your descent. Society is
hopelessly snobbish, and this fact of your extraction may
make an appreciable difference to its acceptance of you as
my wife, after | have made you the wedlad woman that |
mean to make you. My mother too, poor soul, wilhk so
much better of you on account of it. Tess, you must spell
your name correctyd 6 Ur bé@f voml ehi s ver)

6l |Iike the other way rathe

6But you MUST, dearest!! Goo
mushroom millionaires would jump at suchpassession!

By the bye, thereds one of t
nameé where have | heard of hi@d?Up in the
neighbourhood of The Chase, | think. Why, he is the very
man who had that rumpus with my father | told you of.
What an odd coincidencel! 0

6 A n dl ¢hink | would rather not take the name! It is
unlucky, perhaps! o

She was agitated.

O0Now t hen, Mi stress Teresa
Take my name, and so you will escape yours! The secret is
out, so why should you any |
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ol f i t toimmke $oU Rdppy to have me as your
wife, and you feel that you do wish to marry me, VERY,
VERY muchd 6

6l do, dearest, of coursel!d

01 mean, that it is only vyo
being hardly able to keep alive without me, whatever my
offencest hat woul d make me f eel I

0 Y 0 u o you dolsay it, | know! You will be mine for
ever and ever. 6

He clasped her close and kissed her.

0Yes! d

She had no sooner said it than she burst into a dry hard
sobbing, so violent that it seemedrémd her. Tess was not
a hysterical girl by any means, and he was surprised.

6Why do you cry, dearest?6

o} c aduite!d It aenlsd glad to think of being
yours, and making you happy!

0But this does not seem Ve,
Tessy! 6

o} i & axyrbecause | have broken down in my vow!

|l said | would die unmarried!
6But , i f you | ove me you W
husband?5d

0Yes, yes, yes! But 0, I S
been born!d

O6Now, my dear Tess, i f 1 di

much excited, and very inexperienced, | should say that
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remark was not very complimentary. How came you to
wish that if you care for me? Do you care for me? | wish
you would prove it in some Ww;

6How can | prove it mor e th
inad straction of tenderness.

She clasped his neck, and for the first time Clare learnt
what an i mpassioned womanos
lips of one whom she loved with all her heart and soul, as
Tess loved him.

0 Théemwdoyu believe?d she ask
wiping her eyes.
6Yes. I nevémewveal |l medeubtde

So they drove on through the gloom, forming one
bundle inside the sadloth, the horse going as he would,
and the rain driving against them. She had conse e
mi ght as well have agreed at
which pervades all creation, that tremendous force which
sways humanity to its purpose, as the tide sways the
helpless weed, was not to be controlled by vague
lucubrations over the social nib.

ol must write to my mother,
my doing that?86
60f course not, dear chil d.

not to know how very proper it is to write to your mother at
such a time, and how wrong it would be in me to object.
Wheredoes she | ive?0

0 At t he OsMarot. Optheafwtleer side of
Bl ackmoor Vale. d
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