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			Explanatory Note to the First Edition

			The main por­tion of the fol­low­ing story ap­peared—with slight modi­fic­a­tions—in The Graph­ic news­pa­per; oth­er chapters, more es­pe­cially ad­dressed to adult read­ers, in the Fort­nightly Re­view and the Na­tion­al Ob­serv­er, as epis­od­ic sketches. My thanks are tendered to the ed­it­ors and pro­pri­et­ors of those peri­od­ic­als for en­abling me now to piece the trunk and limbs of the nov­el to­geth­er, and print it com­plete, as ori­gin­ally writ­ten two years ago.

			I will just add that the story is sent out in all sin­cer­ity of pur­pose, as an at­tempt to give artist­ic form to a true se­quence of things; and in re­spect of the book’s opin­ions and sen­ti­ments, I would ask any too gen­teel read­er, who can­not en­dure to have said what every­body nowadays thinks and feels, to re­mem­ber a well-worn sen­tence of St. Jerome’s: If an of­fence come out of the truth, bet­ter is it that the of­fence come than that the truth be con­cealed.
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					Poor wounded name!
					

					My bos­om as a bed
					

					Shall lodge thee.
				

				Shakespeare
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			I

			On an even­ing in the lat­ter part of May a middle-aged 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 which in­clined 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 egg-bas­ket was slung upon his arm, the nap of his hat was ruffled, a 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.

			“Good night t’ee,” said the man with the bas­ket.

			“Good night, Sir John,” said the par­son.

			The ped­es­tri­an, after an­oth­er pace or two, hal­ted, and turned round.

			“Now, sir, beg­ging your par­don; we met last mar­ket-day on this road about this time, and I said ‘Good night,’ and you made reply ‘Good night, Sir John,’ as now.”

			“I did,” said the par­son.

			“And once be­fore that—near a month ago.”

			“I may have.”

			“Then what might your mean­ing be in call­ing me ‘Sir John’ these dif­fer­ent times, when I be plain Jack Durbey­field, the hag­gler?”

			The par­son rode a step or two near­er.

			“It was only my whim,” he said; and, after a mo­ment’s hes­it­a­tion: “It was on ac­count of a dis­cov­ery I made some little time ago, whilst I was hunt­ing up ped­i­grees for the new county his­tory. I am Par­son Tring­ham, the an­ti­quary, of Stag­foot Lane. Don’t you really know, Durbey­field, that you are the lin­eal rep­res­ent­at­ive of the an­cient and knightly fam­ily of the d’Urbervilles, who de­rive their des­cent from Sir Pa­gan d’Urberville, that renowned knight who came from Nor­mandy with Wil­li­am the Con­quer­or, as ap­pears by Battle Ab­bey Roll?”

			“Nev­er heard it be­fore, sir!”

			“Well it’s true. Throw up your chin a mo­ment, so that I may catch the pro­file of your face bet­ter. Yes, that’s the d’Urberville nose and chin—a little de­based. Your an­cest­or was one of the twelve knights who as­sisted 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 was rich enough to give a man­or to the Knights Hos­pit­al­lers; and in Ed­ward the Second’s time your fore­fath­er Bri­an was summoned to West­min­ster to at­tend the great Coun­cil there. You de­clined a little in Oliv­er Crom­well’s time, but to no ser­i­ous ex­tent, and in Charles the Second’s reign you were made Knights of the 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 from fath­er to son, you would be Sir John now.”

			“Ye don’t say so!”

			“In short,” con­cluded the par­son, de­cis­ively smack­ing his leg with his switch, “there’s hardly such an­oth­er fam­ily in Eng­land.”

			“Daze my eyes, and isn’t there?” said Durbey­field. “And here have I been knock­ing about, year after year, from pil­lar to post, as if I was no more than the com­mon­est feller in the par­ish … And how long hev this news about me been knowed, Pa’son Tring­ham?”

			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 the d’Urberville fam­ily, he had ob­served Durbey­field’s name on his wag­on, and had thereupon been led to make in­quir­ies about his fath­er and grand­fath­er till he had no doubt on the sub­ject.

			“At first I re­solved not to dis­turb you with such a use­less piece of in­form­a­tion,” said he. “How­ever, our im­pulses are too strong for our judge­ment some­times. I thought you might per­haps know some­thing of it all the while.”

			“Well, I have heard once or twice, ’tis true, that my fam­ily had seen bet­ter days afore they came to Black­moor. But I took no no­tice o’t, think­ing it to mean that we had once kept two horses where we now keep only one. I’ve got a wold sil­ver spoon, and a wold graven seal at home, too; but, Lord, what’s a spoon and seal? … And to think that I and these noble d’Urbervilles were one flesh all the time. ’Twas said that my gr’t-gran­fer had secrets, and didn’t care to talk of where he came from … And where do we raise our smoke, now, par­son, if I may make so bold; I mean, where do we d’Urbervilles live?”

			“You don’t live any­where. You are ex­tinct—as a county fam­ily.”

			“That’s bad.”

			“Yes—what the men­dacious fam­ily chron­icles call ex­tinct in the male line—that is, gone down—gone un­der.”

			“Then where do we lie?”

			“At Kings­bere-sub-Green­hill: rows and rows of you in your vaults, with your ef­fi­gies un­der Pur­be­ck-marble can­op­ies.”

			“And where be our fam­ily man­sions and es­tates?”

			“You haven’t any.”

			“Oh? No lands neither?”

			“None; though you once had ’em in abund­ance, as I said, for you fam­ily con­sisted of nu­mer­ous branches. In this county there was a seat of yours at Kings­bere, and an­oth­er at Sher­ton, and an­oth­er in Mill­pond, and an­oth­er at Lull­stead, and an­oth­er at Well­bridge.”

			“And shall we ever come in­to our own again?”

			“Ah—that I can’t tell!”

			“And what had I bet­ter do about it, sir?” asked Durbey­field, after a pause.

			“Oh—noth­ing, noth­ing; ex­cept chasten your­self with the thought of ‘how are the mighty fallen.’ It is a fact of some in­terest to the loc­al his­tor­i­an and gene­a­lo­gist, noth­ing more. There are sev­er­al fam­il­ies among the cot­tagers of this county of al­most equal lustre. Good night.”

			“But you’ll turn back and have a quart of beer wi’ me on the strength o’t, Pa’son Tring­ham? There’s a very pretty brew in tap at The Pure Drop—though, to be sure, not so good as at Rol­li­v­er’s.”

			“No, thank you—not this even­ing, Durbey­field. You’ve had enough already.” Con­clud­ing thus, the par­son rode on 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 pace and came near.

			“Boy, take up that bas­ket! I want ’ee to go on an er­rand for me.”

			The lath-like strip­ling frowned. “Who be you, then, John Durbey­field, to or­der me about and call me ‘boy’? You know my name as well as I know yours!”

			“Do you, do you? That’s the secret—that’s the secret! Now obey my or­ders, and take the mes­sage I’m go­ing to charge ’ee wi’ … Well, Fred, I don’t mind telling you that the secret is that I’m one of a noble race—it has been just found out by me this present af­ter­noon, p.m.” And as he 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.

			“Sir John d’Urberville—that’s who I am,” con­tin­ued the pros­trate man. “That is if knights were bar­on­ets—which they be. ’Tis re­cor­ded in his­tory all about me. Dost know of such a place, lad, as Kings­bere-sub-Green­hill?”

			“Ees. I’ve been there to Green­hill Fair.”

			“Well, un­der the church of that city there lie—”

			“ ’Tisn’t a city, the place I mean; least­wise ’twaddn’ when I was there—’twas a little one-eyed, blink­ing sort o’ place.”

			“Nev­er you mind the place, boy, that’s not the ques­tion be­fore us. Un­der the church of that there par­ish lie my an­cest­ors—hun­dreds of ’em—in coats of mail and jew­els, in gr’t lead coffins weigh­ing tons and tons. There’s not a man in the county o’ South-Wessex that’s got grander and no­bler skil­lentons in his fam­ily than I.”

			“Oh?”

			“Now take up that bas­ket, and goo on to Mar­lott, and when you’ve come to The Pure Drop Inn, tell ’em to send a horse and car­riage to me immed’ately, to carry me hwome. And in the bot­tom o’ the car­riage they be to put a nog­gin o’ rum in a small bottle, and chalk it up to my ac­count. And when you’ve done that goo on to my house with the bas­ket, and tell my wife to put away that wash­ing, be­cause she needn’t fin­ish it, and wait till I come hwome, as I’ve news to tell her.”

			As the lad stood in a du­bi­ous at­ti­tude, Durbey­field put his hand in his pock­et, and pro­duced a shil­ling, one of the chron­ic­ally few that he pos­sessed.

			“Here’s for your la­bour, lad.”

			This made a dif­fer­ence in the young man’s es­tim­ate of the po­s­i­tion.

			“Yes, Sir John. Thank ’ee. Any­thing else I can do for ’ee, Sir John?”

			“Tell ’em at hwome that I should like for sup­per—well, lamb’s fry if they can get it; and if they can’t, black-pot; and if they can’t get that, well chit­ter­lings will do.”

			“Yes, Sir John.”

			The boy took up the bas­ket, and as he set out the notes of a brass band were heard from the dir­ec­tion of the vil­lage.

			“What’s that?” said Durbey­field. “Not on ac­count o’ I?”

			“ ’Tis the wo­men’s club-walk­ing, Sir John. Why, your da’ter is one o’ the mem­bers.”

			“To be sure—I’d quite for­got it in my thoughts of great­er things! Well, vamp on to Mar­lott, will ye, and or­der that car­riage, and maybe I’ll drive round and in­spect the club.”

			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 notes of the band were the only hu­man sounds aud­ible with­in the rim of blue hills.

		
	
		
			II

			The vil­lage of Mar­lott lay amid the north­east­ern un­du­la­tions of the beau­ti­ful Vale of Blakemore, or Black­moor, afore­said, an en­girdled and se­cluded re­gion, for the most part un­trod­den as yet by tour­ist or land­scape-paint­er, though with­in a four hours’ jour­ney from Lon­don.

			It is a vale whose ac­quaint­ance is best made by view­ing it from the sum­mits of the hills that sur­round it—ex­cept per­haps dur­ing the droughts of sum­mer. An un­guided 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 south by the bold chalk ridge that em­braces the prom­in­ences of Hamble­don Hill, Bul­bar­row, Nettle­combe-Tout, Dog­bury, High Stoy, and Bubb Down. The trav­el­ler from the coast, who, after plod­ding north­ward for a score of miles over cal­careous downs and corn-lands, 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 fields 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 par­takes 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 the Vale of 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 curi­ous le­gend of King Henry III’s reign, in which the killing by a cer­tain Thomas de la Lynd of a beau­ti­ful 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 densely wooded. Even now, traces of its earli­er con­di­tion are to be found in the old oak copses and ir­reg­u­lar belts of tim­ber that yet sur­vive upon its slopes, and the hol­low-trunked 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 or dis­guised form. The May-day dance, for in­stance, was to be dis­cerned on the af­ter­noon un­der no­tice, in the guise of the club rev­el, or “club-walk­ing,” as it was there called.

			It was an in­ter­est­ing event to the young­er in­hab­it­ants of Mar­lott, though its real 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 wo­men. In men’s clubs such cel­eb­ra­tions were, though 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 wo­men’s clubs as re­mained (if any oth­er did) or this their glory and con­sum­ma­tion. The club of Mar­lott alone lived to up­hold the loc­al Cer­ealia. It had walked for hun­dreds of years, if not as be­ne­fit-club, as votive sis­ter­hood of some sort; and it walked still.

			The ban­ded ones were all dressed in white gowns—a gay sur­viv­al from Old Style days, when cheer­ful­ness and May-time were syn­onyms—days be­fore the habit of tak­ing long views had re­duced emo­tions to a mono­ton­ous av­er­age. Their first ex­hib­i­tion of them­selves was in a pro­ces­sion­al march of two and two round the par­ish. Ideal and real clashed slightly as the sun lit up their fig­ures against the green hedges and creep­er-laced house-fronts; 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 char­ac­ters (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 bunch of white flowers. The peel­ing of the former, and the se­lec­tion of the lat­ter, had been an op­er­a­tion of per­son­al care.

			There were a few middle-aged and even eld­erly wo­men in the train, their sil­ver-wiry hair and wrinkled faces, scourged by time and trouble, 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 nigh when she should say, “I have no pleas­ure in them,” than of her ju­ven­ile com­rades. But let 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 re­flec­ted in 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 of ar­ran­ging their lips in this crude ex­pos­ure to pub­lic scru­tiny, an in­ab­il­ity to bal­ance their heads, and to dis­so­ci­ate self-con­scious­ness 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 had a 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 came round by The Pure Drop Inn, and were turn­ing out of the high road to pass through a wick­et-gate in­to the mead­ows, when one of the wo­men said—

			“The Lord-a-Lord! Why, Tess Durbey­field, if there isn’t thy fath­er rid­ing hwome in a car­riage!”

			A young mem­ber of the band turned her head at the ex­clam­a­tion. She was a fine and hand­some girl—not hand­somer than some oth­ers, pos­sibly—but her mo­bile pe­ony mouth and large in­no­cent eyes ad­ded elo­quence to col­our and shape. She wore a red rib­bon in her hair, and was the only 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 frizzle-headed brawny dam­sel with her gown-sleeves rolled above her el­bows. This was the cheer­ful ser­vant of that es­tab­lish­ment, who, in her part of factot­um, turned groom and ost­ler at times. Durbey­field, lean­ing back, and with his eyes closed lux­uri­ously, was wav­ing his hand above his head, and singing in a slow re­cit­at­ive—

			“I’ve-got-a-gr’t-fam­ily-vault-at-Kings­bere—and knighted-fore­fath­ers-in-lead-coffins-there!”

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

			“He’s tired, that’s all,” she said hast­ily, “and he has got a lift home, be­cause our own horse has to rest today.”

			“Bless thy sim­pli­city, Tess,” said her com­pan­ions. “He’s got his mar­ket-nitch. Haw-haw!”

			“Look here; I won’t walk an­oth­er inch with you, if you say any jokes about him!” Tess cried, and the col­our upon 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 again pre­vailed. Tess’s pride would not al­low her to turn her head again, to learn what her fath­er’s 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 reached she 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 the vil­lage school: the char­ac­ter­ist­ic in­ton­a­tion of that dia­lect for this dis­trict be­ing the voicing ap­prox­im­ately rendered by the syl­lable ur, prob­ably as rich an ut­ter­ance as any to be found in hu­man speech. The pouted-up deep red mouth to which this syl­lable was 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 today, 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. A 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 no more.

			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 oth­er, 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.

			Among these on­look­ers were three young men 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, broth­ers. The eld­est wore the white tie, high waist­coat, and thin-brimmed 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 un­cribbed, un­cab­ined 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 brethren told 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 north­east.

			They leant over the gate by the high­way, and in­quired as to the mean­ing of the dance and the white-frocked 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 no hurry to move on. He un­strapped his knap­sack, put it, with his stick, on the hedge-bank, and opened the gate.

			“What are you go­ing to do, An­gel?” asked the eld­est.

			“I am in­clined to go and have a fling with them. Why not all of us—just for a minute or two—it will not de­tain us long?”

			“No—no; non­sense!” said the first. “Dan­cing in pub­lic with a troop of coun­try hoy­dens—sup­pose we should be seen! Come along, or it will be dark be­fore we get to Stourc­astle, and there’s no place we can sleep at near­er than that; be­sides, we must get through an­oth­er chapter of A Coun­ter­blast to Ag­nosti­cism be­fore we turn in, now I have taken the trouble to bring the book.”

			“All right—I’ll over­take you and Cuth­bert in five minutes; don’t stop; I give my word that I will, Fe­lix.”

			The two eld­er re­luct­antly left him and walked on, tak­ing their broth­er’s knap­sack to re­lieve him in fol­low­ing, and the young­est entered the field.

			“This is a thou­sand pit­ies,” he said gal­lantly, to two or three of the girls nearest him, as soon as there was a pause in the dance. “Where are your part­ners, my dears?”

			“They’ve not left off work yet,” answered one of the bold­est. “They’ll be here by and by. Till then, will you be one, sir?”

			“Cer­tainly. But what’s one among so many!”

			“Bet­ter than none. ’Tis mel­an­choly work fa­cing and foot­ing it to one of your own sort, and no clipsing and colling at all. Now, pick and choose.”

			“ ’Ssh—don’t be so for’ard!” said a shy­er girl.

			The young man, thus in­vited, glanced them over, and at­temp­ted some dis­crim­in­a­tion; but, as the group were all 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, the d’Urberville lin­ea­ments, did not help Tess in her life’s battle as yet, even to the ex­tent of at­tract­ing to her a dan­cing-part­ner over the heads of the com­mon­est peas­antry. So much for Nor­man blood un­aided by Vic­tori­an lucre.

			The name of the ec­lipsing girl, whatever 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 clock struck, when sud­denly the stu­dent said that he must leave—he had been for­get­ting him­self—he 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 as­pect of re­proach 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.

			On ac­count of his long delay he star­ted in a fly­ing-run down the lane west­ward, and had soon passed 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 in­stinct­ively 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 could not be helped, and turn­ing, and bend­ing him­self to a rap­id walk, he dis­missed the sub­ject from his mind.

		
	
		
			III

			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 time, though she might have had plenty of part­ners; but ah! they did not speak so nicely as the strange young man had done. It was not till the rays of the sun had ab­sorbed the young stranger’s re­treat­ing fig­ure on the hill that she shook off her tem­por­ary sad­ness and 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 heart-whole as yet, she en­joyed tread­ing a meas­ure purely for its own sake; little divin­ing when she saw “the soft tor­ments, the bit­ter sweets, the pleas­ing pains, and the agree­able dis­tresses” of those girls who had been wooed and won, what she her­self was cap­able of in that kind. The struggles and wrangles of the lads for her hand in a jig were an amuse­ment to her—no more; and when they be­came fierce she re­buked them.

			She might have stayed even later, but the in­cid­ent of her fath­er’s odd ap­pear­ance and man­ner re­turned upon the girl’s mind to make her anxious, and won­der­ing what had be­come of him 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 well. 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 gal­lo­pade, the fa­vour­ite ditty of “The Spot­ted Cow”—

			
				
					I saw her lie dó—own in yoń—der green gró—ove;
					

					Come, lové! and I’ll telĺ you wheré!
				

			

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

			“God bless thy di­ment eyes! And thy wax­en cheeks! And thy cherry mouth! And thy Cu­bit’s thighs! And every bit o’ thy blessed body!”

			After this in­voc­a­tion the rock­ing and the singing would re­com­mence, and the “Spot­ted Cow” pro­ceed as be­fore. So mat­ters stood 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’s senses with an un­speak­able drear­i­ness. From the hol­i­day gaiet­ies of the field—the white gowns, the nose­gays, the wil­low-wands, the whirl­ing move­ments on the green, the flash of gentle sen­ti­ment to­wards the stranger—to the yel­low mel­an­choly of this one-candled spec­tacle, what a step! Be­sides the jar of con­trast there came to her a chill self-re­proach that she had not re­turned soon­er, to help her moth­er in these do­mest­icit­ies, in­stead of in­dul­ging her­self out-of-doors.

			There stood her moth­er amid the group of chil­dren, as Tess had left her, hanging over the Monday wash­ing-tub, which had now, as al­ways, lingered on to the end of the week. Out of that tub had come the day be­fore—Tess felt it with a dread­ful sting of re­morse—the very white frock upon her back which she had so care­lessly greened about the skirt on the damp­ing grass—which had been wrung up and ironed by her moth­er’s 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 cradle-rock­ers had done hard duty for so many years, un­der the weight of so many chil­dren, 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’s shuttle, as Mrs. Durbey­field, ex­cited by her song, trod the rock­er with all the spring that was left in her after a long day’s seeth­ing in the suds.

			Nick-knock, nick-knock, went the cradle; the candle-flame stretched it­self tall, and began jig­ging up and down; the wa­ter dribbled from the mat­ron’s el­bows, and the song gal­loped 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 world but Tess’s moth­er caught up its nota­tion in a week.

			There still faintly beamed from the wo­man’s fea­tures some­thing of the fresh­ness, and even the pret­ti­ness, of her youth; ren­der­ing it prob­able that the per­son­al charms which Tess could boast of were in main part her moth­er’s gift, and there­fore un­knightly, un­his­tor­ic­al.

			“I’ll rock the cradle for ’ee, moth­er,” said the daugh­ter gently. “Or I’ll take off my best frock and help you wring up? I thought you had fin­ished long ago.”

			Her moth­er bore Tess no ill-will for leav­ing the house­work to her single-handed ef­forts for so long; in­deed, Joan sel­dom up­braided her there­on at any time, feel­ing but slightly the lack of Tess’s as­sist­ance whilst her in­stinct­ive plan for re­liev­ing her­self of her la­bours lay in post­pon­ing them. To­night, how­ever, she was even in a blith­er mood than usu­al. There was a dream­i­ness, a pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, an ex­al­ta­tion, in the ma­ter­nal look which the girl could not un­der­stand.

			“Well, I’m glad you’ve come,” her moth­er said, as soon as the last note had passed out of her. “I want to go and fetch your fath­er; but what’s more’n that, I want to tell ’ee what have happened. Y’ll be fess enough, my pop­pet, when th’st know!” (Mrs. Durbey­field ha­bitu­ally spoke the dia­lect; her daugh­ter, who had passed the Sixth Stand­ard in the Na­tion­al School un­der a Lon­don-trained mis­tress, spoke two lan­guages: the dia­lect at home, more or less; or­din­ary Eng­lish abroad and to per­sons of qual­ity.)

			“Since I’ve been away?” Tess asked.

			“Ay!”

			“Had it any­thing to do with fath­er’s mak­ing such a mom­met of him­self in thik car­riage this af­ter­noon? Why did ’er? I felt in­clined to sink in­to the ground with shame!”

			“That wer all a part of the larry! We’ve been found to be the greatest gen­tle­folk in the whole county—reach­ing all back long be­fore Oliv­er Grumble’s time—to the days of the Pa­gan Turks—with monu­ments, and vaults, and crests, and ’scutcheons, and the Lord knows what all. In Saint Charles’s days we was made Knights o’ the Roy­al Oak, our real name be­ing d’Urberville! … Don’t that make your bos­om plim? ’Twas on this ac­count that your fath­er rode home in the vlee; not be­cause he’d been drink­ing, as people sup­posed.”

			“I’m glad of that. Will it do us any good, moth­er?”

			“O yes! ’Tis thoughted that great things may come o’t. No doubt a mam­pus of volk of our own rank will be down here in their car­riages as soon as ’tis known. Your fath­er learnt it on his way hwome from Sha­ston, and he has been telling me the whole ped­i­gree of the mat­ter.”

			“Where is fath­er now?” asked Tess sud­denly.

			Her moth­er gave ir­rel­ev­ant in­form­a­tion by way of an­swer: “He called to see the doc­tor today in Sha­ston. It is not con­sump­tion at all, it seems. It is fat round his heart, ’a says. There, it is like this.” Joan Durbey­field, as she spoke, curved a sod­den thumb and fore­finger to the shape of the let­ter C, and used the oth­er fore­finger as a point­er. “ ‘At the present mo­ment,’ he says to your fath­er, ‘your heart is en­closed all round there, and all round there; this space is still open,’ ’a says. ‘As soon as it do meet, so,’ ”—Mrs. Durbey­field closed her fin­gers in­to a circle com­plete—“ ‘off you will go like a shad­der, Mr. Durbey­field,’ ’a says. ‘You mid last ten years; you mid go off in ten months, or ten days.’ ”

			Tess looked alarmed. Her fath­er pos­sibly to go be­hind the etern­al cloud so soon, not­with­stand­ing this sud­den great­ness!

			“But where is fath­er?” she asked again.

			Her moth­er put on a de­prec­at­ing look. “Now don’t you be burst­ing out angry! The poor man—he felt so raf­ted after his up­lift­ing by the pa’son’s news—that he went up to Rol­li­v­er’s half an hour ago. He do want to get up his strength for his jour­ney to­mor­row with that load of bee­hives, which must be de­livered, fam­ily or no. He’ll have to start shortly after twelve to­night, as the dis­tance is so long.”

			“Get up his strength!” said Tess im­petu­ously, the tears welling to her eyes. “O my God! Go to a pub­lic-house to get up his strength! And you as well agreed as he, moth­er!”

			Her re­buke and her mood seemed to fill the whole room, and to im­part a cowed look to the fur­niture, and candle, and chil­dren play­ing about, and to her moth­er’s face.

			“No,” said the lat­ter touch­ily, “I be not agreed. I have been wait­ing for ’ee to bide and keep house while I go fetch him.”

			“I’ll go.”

			“O no, Tess. You see, it would be no use.”

			Tess did not ex­pos­tu­late. She knew what her moth­er’s ob­jec­tion meant. Mrs. Durbey­field’s jack­et and bon­net were already hanging slyly upon a chair by her side, in read­i­ness for this con­tem­plated jaunt, the reas­on for which the mat­ron de­plored more than its ne­ces­sity.

			“And take the Com­pleat For­tune-Tell­er to the out­house,” Joan con­tin­ued, rap­idly wip­ing her hands, and don­ning the gar­ments.

			The Com­pleat For­tune-Tell­er was an old thick volume, which lay on a table at her el­bow, so worn by pock­et­ing that the mar­gins had reached the edge of the type. Tess took it up, and her moth­er star­ted.

			This go­ing to hunt up her shift­less hus­band at the inn was one of Mrs. Durbey­field’s still ex­tant en­joy­ments in the muck and muddle of rear­ing chil­dren. To dis­cov­er him at Rol­li­v­er’s, to sit there for an hour or two by his side and 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 daily life 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 only in his ideal present­a­tion as lov­er.

			Tess, be­ing left alone with the young­er chil­dren, went first to the out­house with the for­tune-telling book, and stuffed it in­to the thatch. A curi­ous fet­ish­ist­ic fear of this grimy volume on the part of her moth­er pre­ven­ted her 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 fast-per­ish­ing lum­ber of su­per­sti­tions, folk­lore, dia­lect, and or­ally trans­mit­ted bal­lads, and the daugh­ter, 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 the garden 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, she busied her­self with sprink­ling the lin­en dried dur­ing the day­time, in com­pany with her nine-year-old broth­er Ab­ra­ham, and her sis­ter Eliza-Louisa of twelve and a half, called “ ’Liza-Lu,” the young­est ones be­ing put to bed. There was an in­ter­val of four years 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 deputy-ma­ter­nal at­ti­tude when she was alone with her ju­ni­ors. Next in ju­ven­il­ity to Ab­ra­ham came two more girls, Hope and Mod­esty; then a boy of three, and then the baby, who had just com­pleted his first year.

			All these young souls were pas­sen­gers in the Durbey­field ship—en­tirely de­pend­ent on the judge­ment of the two Durbey­field adults for their pleas­ures, their ne­ces­sit­ies, their health, even their ex­ist­ence. If the heads of the Durbey­field house­hold chose to sail in­to dif­fi­culty, dis­aster, star­va­tion, dis­ease, de­grad­a­tion, death, thith­er were these half-dozen little cap­tives un­der hatches com­pelled to sail with them—six help­less 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 philo­sophy is in these days deemed as pro­found and trust­worthy as his song is breezy and pure, gets his au­thor­ity for speak­ing of “Nature’s holy plan.”

			It grew later, and neither fath­er nor moth­er re­appeared. Tess looked out of the door, and took a men­tal jour­ney 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 moth­er’s fetch­ing simply meant one more to fetch. Tess began to per­ceive that a man 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.

			“Ab­ra­ham,” she said to her little broth­er, “do you put on your hat—you bain’t afraid?—and go up to Rol­li­v­er’s, and see what has gone wi’ fath­er and moth­er.”

			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 par­ents, seemed to have been limed and caught by the en­snar­ing inn.

			“I must go my­self,” she said.

			’Liza-Lu 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 be­fore inches of land had value, and when one-handed clocks suf­fi­ciently sub­divided the day.

		
	
		
			IV

			Rol­li­v­er’s inn, the single ale­house at this end of the long and broken vil­lage, could only boast of an off-li­cence; hence, as nobody could leg­ally drink on the premises, 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 cups as they stood in the road and drank, and threw the 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 wish; and where there’s a will there’s a 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 in­hab­it­ants of the near­er end of Mar­lott, and fre­quenters of this re­treat. Not only did the dis­tance to The Pure Drop, the fully-li­censed tav­ern at the fur­ther part of the dis­persed vil­lage, render its ac­com­mod­a­tion prac­tic­ally un­avail­able for dwell­ers at this 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 four-post bed­stead which stood in the room af­forded sit­ting-space 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 oak-carved “cwof­fer”; two on the wash­stand; an­oth­er on the stool; and thus 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 and its fur­niture grew 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 kin­ship with the mag­ni­fi­cent pil­lars of So­lomon’s temple.

			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 stair-door like one whose fin­gers knew 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 private friends I’ve asked in to keep up club-walk­ing at my own ex­pense,” the land­lady ex­claimed at the sound of foot­steps, as glibly as a child re­peat­ing the Cat­ech­ism, while she peered over the stairs. “Oh, ’tis you, Mrs. Durbey­field—Lard—how you frightened me!—I thought it might be some gaf­fer sent by Gov­er’ment.”

			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: “I be as good as some folks here and there! I’ve got a great fam­ily vault at Kings­bere-sub-Green­hill, and finer skil­lentons than any man in Wessex!”

			“I’ve some­thing to tell ’ee that’s come in­to my head about that—a grand projick!” whispered his cheer­ful wife. “Here, John, don’t ’ee see me?” She nudged him, while he, look­ing through her as through a win­dowpane, went on with his re­cit­at­ive.

			“Hush! Don’t ’ee sing so loud, my good man,” said the land­lady; “in case any mem­ber of the Gov­er’ment should be passing, and take away my li­cends.”

			“He’s told ’ee what’s happened to us, I sup­pose?” asked Mrs. Durbey­field.

			“Yes—in a way. D’ye think there’s any money hanging by it?”

			“Ah, that’s the secret,” said Joan Durbey­field sagely. “How­ever, ’tis well to be kin to a coach, even if you don’t ride in ’en.” She dropped her pub­lic voice, and con­tin­ued in a low tone to her hus­band: “I’ve been think­ing since you brought the news that there’s a great rich lady out by Trantridge, on the edge o’ The Chase, of the name of d’Urberville.”

			“Hey—what’s that?” said Sir John.

			She re­peated the in­form­a­tion. “That lady must be our re­la­tion,” she said. “And my projick is to send Tess to claim kin.”

			“There is a lady of the name, now you men­tion it,” said Durbey­field. “Pa’son Tring­ham didn’t think of that. But she’s noth­ing be­side we—a ju­ni­or branch of us, no doubt, hail­ing long since King Nor­man’s day.”

			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 them to re­turn.

			“She is rich, and she’d be sure to take no­tice o’ the maid,” con­tin­ued Mrs. Durbey­field; “and ’twill be a very good thing. I don’t see why two branches o’ one fam­ily should not be on vis­it­ing terms.”

			“Yes; and we’ll all claim kin!” said Ab­ra­ham brightly from un­der the bed­stead. “And we’ll all go and see her when Tess has gone to live with her; and we’ll ride in her coach and wear black clothes!”

			“How do you come here, child? What non­sense be ye talk­ing! Go away, and play on the stairs till fath­er and moth­er be ready! … Well, Tess ought to go to this oth­er mem­ber of our fam­ily. She’d be sure to win the lady—Tess would; and likely enough ’twould lead to some noble gen­tle­man mar­ry­ing her. In short, I know it.”

			“How?”

			“I tried her fate in the For­tune-Tell­er, and it brought out that very thing! … You should ha’ seen how pretty she looked today; her skin is as sumple as a duch­ess’s.”

			“What says the maid her­self to go­ing?”

			“I’ve not asked her. She don’t know there is any such lady-re­la­tion yet. But it would cer­tainly put her in the way of a grand mar­riage, and she won’t say nay to go­ing.”

			“Tess is queer.”

			“But she’s tract­able at bot­tom. Leave her to me.”

			Though this con­ver­sa­tion had been private, suf­fi­cient of its im­port reached the un­der­stand­ings of those around to sug­gest to them that the Durbey­fields had weight­i­er con­cerns to talk of now than com­mon folks had, and that Tess, their pretty eld­est daugh­ter, had fine pro­spects in store.

			“Tess is a fine fig­ure o’ fun, as I said to my­self today when I zeed her vamp­ing round par­ish with the rest,” ob­served one of the eld­erly booz­ers in an un­der­tone. “But Joan Durbey­field must mind that she don’t get green malt in floor.” It was a loc­al phrase which had a pe­cu­li­ar mean­ing, and there was no reply.

			The con­ver­sa­tion be­came in­clus­ive, and presently oth­er foot­steps were heard cross­ing the room be­low.

			“—Be­ing a few private friends asked in to­night to keep up club-walk­ing at my own ex­pense.” The land­lady had rap­idly re­used the for­mula she kept on hand for in­truders be­fore she re­cog­nized that the new­comer was Tess.

			Even to her moth­er’s gaze the girl’s young fea­tures 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 flash from Tess’s dark eyes needed to make her fath­er and moth­er rise from their seats, hast­ily fin­ish their ale, and des­cend the stairs be­hind her, Mrs. Rol­li­v­er’s cau­tion fol­low­ing their foot­steps.

			“No noise, please, if ye’ll be so good, my dears; or I mid lose my li­cends, and be sum­mons’d, and I don’t know what all! ’Night t’ye!”

			They went home to­geth­er, Tess hold­ing one arm of her fath­er, and Mrs. Durbey­field the oth­er. He had, in truth, drunk very little—not a fourth of the quant­ity which a sys­tem­at­ic tip­pler could carry to church on a Sunday af­ter­noon without a hitch in his east­ings or gen­u­flec­tions; but the weak­ness of Sir John’s con­sti­tu­tion made moun­tains of his petty sins in this kind. On reach­ing the fresh air he was suf­fi­ciently un­steady to in­cline the row of three at one mo­ment as if they were march­ing to Lon­don, and at an­oth­er as if they were march­ing to Bath—which pro­duced a com­ic­al ef­fect, fre­quent enough in fam­il­ies on noc­turn­al homego­ings; and, like most com­ic­al ef­fects, not quite so com­ic after 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 burst­ing sud­denly in­to his former re­frain as he drew near, as if to for­ti­fy his soul at sight of the small­ness of his present res­id­ence—

			“I’ve got a fam—ily vault at Kings­bere!”

			“Hush—don’t be so silly, Jacky,” said his wife. “Yours is not the only fam­ily that was of ’count in wold days. Look at the Ank­tells, and Horseys, and the Tring­hams them­selves—gone to seed a’most as much as you—though you was big­ger folks than they, that’s true. Thank God, I was nev­er of no fam­ily, and have noth­ing to be ashamed of in that way!”

			“Don’t you be so sure o’ that. From you nater ’tis my be­lief you’ve dis­graced yourselves more than any o’ us, and was kings and queens out­right at one time.”

			Tess turned the sub­ject by say­ing what was far more prom­in­ent in her own mind at the mo­ment than thoughts of her an­ces­try—“I am afraid fath­er won’t be able to take the jour­ney with the bee­hives to­mor­row so early.”

			“I? I shall be all right in an hour or two,” said Durbey­field.

			

			It was el­ev­en o’clock be­fore the fam­ily were all in bed, and two o’clock next morn­ing was the latest hour for 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 miles, and the horse and wag­on be­ing of the slow­est. At half-past one Mrs. Durbey­field came in­to the large bed­room where Tess and all her little broth­ers and sis­ters slept.

			“The poor man can’t go,” she said to her eld­est daugh­ter, whose great eyes had opened the mo­ment her moth­er’s hand touched the door.

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

			“But some­body must go,” she replied. “It is late for the hives already. Swarm­ing will soon be over for the year; and it we put off tak­ing ’em till next week’s mar­ket the call for ’em will be past, and they’ll be thrown on our hands.”

			Mrs. Durbey­field looked un­equal to the emer­gency. “Some young feller, per­haps, would go? One of them who were so much after dan­cing with ’ee yes­ter­day,” she presently sug­ges­ted.

			“O no—I wouldn’t have it for the world!” de­clared Tess proudly. “And let­ting every­body know the reas­on—such a thing to be ashamed of! I think I could go if Ab­ra­ham could go with me to kip me com­pany.”

			Her moth­er at length agreed to 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 wag­on 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 if he could 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 candle-ends in­to the lan­tern, hung the lat­ter to the off­side of the load, and dir­ec­ted the 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 but­ter, and 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 that looked like a ra­ging ti­ger spring­ing from a lair; of that which re­sembled a gi­ant’s head.

			When they had passed the little town of Stourc­astle, dumbly som­no­lent un­der its thick brown thatch, they reached high­er ground. Still high­er, on their left, the el­ev­a­tion called Bul­bar­row, or Beal­bar­row, well-nigh 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 wag­on, and Ab­ra­ham grew re­flect­ive.

			“Tess!” he said in a pre­par­at­ory tone, after a si­lence.

			“Yes, Ab­ra­ham.”

			“Bain’t you glad that we’ve be­come gen­tle­folk?”

			“Not par­tic­u­lar glad.”

			“But you be glad that you ’m go­ing to marry a gen­tle­man?”

			“What?” said Tess, lift­ing her face.

			“That our great re­la­tion will help ’ee to marry a gen­tle­man.”

			“I? Our great re­la­tion? We have no such re­la­tion. What has put that in­to your head?”

			“I heard ’em talk­ing about it up at Rol­li­v­er’s when I went to find fath­er. There’s a rich lady of our fam­ily out at Trantridge, and moth­er said that if you claimed kin with the lady, she’d put ’ee in the way of mar­ry­ing a gen­tle­man.”

			His sis­ter be­came ab­ruptly still, and lapsed in­to a pon­der­ing si­lence. Ab­ra­ham talked on, rather for the pleas­ure of ut­ter­ance than for au­di­tion, so that his sis­ter’s ab­strac­tion was of no ac­count. He leant back against the hives, and with up­turned face made ob­ser­va­tions on the stars, whose cold pulses were beat­ing amid the black hol­lows above, in se­rene dis­so­ci­ation from these two wisps 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 made rich 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 Nettle­combe-Tout?

			The re­newed sub­ject, which seemed to have im­preg­nated the whole fam­ily, filled Tess with im­pa­tience.

			“Nev­er mind that now!” she ex­claimed.

			“Did you say the stars were worlds, Tess?”

			“Yes.”

			“All like ours?”

			“I don’t know; but I think so. They some­times seem to be like the apples on our stub­bard-tree. Most of them splen­did and sound—a few blighted.”

			“Which do we live on—a splen­did one or a blighted one?”

			“A blighted one.”

			“ ’Tis very un­lucky that we didn’t pitch on a sound one, when there were so many more of ’em!”

			“Yes.”

			“Is it like that really, Tess?” said Ab­ra­ham, turn­ing to her much im­pressed, on re­con­sid­er­a­tion of this rare in­form­a­tion. “How would it have been if we had pitched on a sound one?”

			“Well, fath­er wouldn’t have coughed and creeped about as he does, and wouldn’t have got too tipsy to go on this jour­ney; and moth­er wouldn’t have been al­ways wash­ing, and nev­er get­ting fin­ished.”

			“And you would have been a rich lady ready-made, and not have had to be made rich by mar­ry­ing a gen­tle­man?”

			“O Aby, don’t—don’t talk of that any more!”

			Left to his re­flec­tions Ab­ra­ham soon grew drowsy. Tess was not skil­ful in the 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 he could 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 ever, 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 the uni­verse in space, and with his­tory in time.

			Then, ex­amin­ing the mesh of events in her own life, she seemed to see the van­ity of her fath­er’s pride; the gen­tle­manly suit­or await­ing her­self in her moth­er’s fancy; to see him as a grim­acing per­son­age, laugh­ing at her 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 fur­ther on than when she had lost con­scious­ness, and the wag­on had stopped. A hol­low groan, un­like any­thing she had ever heard in her life, came from the front, fol­lowed by a shout of “Hoi there!”

			The lan­tern hanging at her wag­on had gone out, but an­oth­er was shin­ing in her face—much 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 from her fath­er’s poor horse Prince. The morn­ing mail-cart, 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 the un­happy Prince like a sword, and from the wound his life’s blood was spout­ing in a stream, and fall­ing 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 splashed from face to skirt 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 mail-cart man had joined her, and began drag­ging and un­har­ness­ing the hot form of Prince. But he was already dead, and, see­ing that noth­ing more could be done im­me­di­ately, the mail-cart man re­turned to his own an­im­al, which was un­injured.

			“You was on the wrong side,” he said. “I am bound to go on with the mail­bags, so that the best thing for you to do is bide here with your load. I’ll send some­body to help you as soon as I can. It is get­ting day­light, and you have noth­ing to fear.”

			He moun­ted and sped on his way; while Tess stood and waited. The at­mo­sphere turned pale, the birds shook 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 hun­dred pris­mat­ic 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.

			“ ’Tis all my do­ing—all mine!” the girl cried, gaz­ing at the spec­tacle. “No ex­cuse for me—none. What will moth­er and fath­er live on now? Aby, Aby!” She shook the child, who had slept soundly through the whole dis­aster. “We can’t go on with our load—Prince is killed!”

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

			“Why, I danced and laughed only yes­ter­day!” she went on to her­self. “To think that I was such a fool!”

			“ ’Tis be­cause we be on a blighted star, and not a sound one, isn’t it, Tess?” mur­mured Ab­ra­ham through his tears.

			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 mail-car had been as good as his word. A farm­er’s man from near Stourc­astle came up, lead­ing a strong cob. He was har­nessed to the wag­on of bee­hives in the place of Prince, and the load taken on to­wards Cas­ter­bridge.

			The even­ing of the same day saw the empty wag­on reach again the spot of the ac­ci­dent. Prince had lain there in the ditch since the morn­ing; but the place of the blood-pool 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 wag­on he had formerly hauled, and with his hoofs in the air, and his shoes shin­ing 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 self-re­proach 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 fam­ily, 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. Nobody blamed Tess as she blamed her­self.

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

			“No,” said he stoic­ally, “I won’t sell his old body. When we d’Urbervilles was knights in the land, we didn’t sell our char­gers for cat’s meat. Let ’em keep their shil­lings! He’ve served me well in his life­time, and I won’t part from him now.”

			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 train. Ab­ra­ham and ’Liza-Lu sobbed, Hope and Mod­esty dis­charged their griefs in loud blares which echoed from the walls; and when Prince was tumbled in they gathered round the grave. The bread­win­ner had been taken away from them; what would they do?

			“Is he gone to heav­en?” asked Ab­ra­ham, between the 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 de­pended on the horse, be­came dis­or­gan­ized forth­with. Dis­tress, if not pen­ury, loomed in the dis­tance. Durbey­field was what was loc­ally called a slack-twis­ted fel­low; he had good strength to work at times; but the times could not be re­lied on to co­in­cide with the hours of re­quire­ment; and, hav­ing been un­ac­cus­tomed to the reg­u­lar toil of the day-la­bour­er, 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 won­der­ing what she could do to help them out of it; and then her moth­er broached her scheme.

			“We must take the ups wi’ the downs, Tess,” said she; “and nev­er could your high blood have been found out at a more called-for mo­ment. You must try your friends. Do ye know that there is a very rich Mrs. d’Urberville liv­ing on the out­skirts o’ The Chase, who must be our re­la­tion? You must go to her and claim kin, and ask for some help in our trouble.”

			“I shouldn’t care to do that,” says Tess. “If there is such a lady, ’twould be enough for us if she were friendly—not to ex­pect her to give us help.”

			“You could win her round to do any­thing, my dear. Be­sides, per­haps there’s more in it than you know of. I’ve heard what I’ve heard, good-now.”

			The op­press­ive sense of the harm she had done 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. d’Urberville was a lady of un­equalled vir­tues and char­ity. But Tess’s pride made the part of poor re­la­tion one of par­tic­u­lar dis­taste to her.

			“I’d rather try to get work,” she mur­mured.

			“Durbey­field, you can settle it,” said his wife, turn­ing to where he sat in the back­ground. “If you say she ought to go, she will go.”

			“I don’t like my chil­dren go­ing and mak­ing them­selves be­hold­en to strange kin,” mur­mured he. “I’m the head of the noblest branch o’ the fam­ily, and I ought to live up to it.”

			His reas­ons for stay­ing away were worse to Tess than her own ob­jec­tions to go­ing. “Well, as I killed the horse, moth­er,” she said mourn­fully, “I sup­pose I ought to do some­thing. I don’t mind go­ing and see­ing her, but you must leave it to me about ask­ing for help. And don’t go think­ing about her mak­ing a match for me—it is silly.”

			“Very well said, Tess!” ob­served her fath­er sen­ten­tiously.

			“Who said I had such a thought?” asked Joan.

			“I fancy it is in your mind, moth­er. But I’ll go.”

			Rising early next day she walked to the hill-town 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 mys­ter­i­ous Mrs. d’Urberville had her res­id­ence.

			Tess Durbey­field’s route on this mem­or­able morn­ing lay amid the north­east­ern 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 in­hab­it­ants 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 cham­ber-win­dow 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 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 that of her re­l­at­ives’ faces; but for what lay bey­ond, her judg­ment was de­pend­ent on the teach­ing of the vil­lage school, 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 three—all nearly of the same year—walk­ing home from school side by side; Tess the middle one—in a pink print pin­a­fore, of a finely re­tic­u­lated pat­tern, worn over a stuff frock that had lost its ori­gin­al col­our for a non­des­cript ter­tiary—march­ing on upon long stalky legs, in tight stock­ings which had little lad­der-like 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 pot­hooks; the arms of the two out­side girls rest­ing round the waist of 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 to nurse and provide for them. Her moth­er’s in­tel­li­gence was that of a happy child: Joan Durbey­field was simply an ad­di­tion­al one, and that not the eld­est, to her own long fam­ily of waiters on Provid­ence.

			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 but­ter-mak­ing pro­cesses, which she had learnt when her fath­er had owned cows; and be­ing deft-fingered 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 the Durbey­fields at the d’Urberville man­sion came as a thing 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 bor­ders of which, as she had been in­formed, Mrs. d’Urberville’s seat, The Slopes, would be 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 him­self and his fam­ily by hook or by crook. It was more, far more; a coun­try-house 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 by the 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 some trep­id­a­tion, and on­ward to a point at which the drive took a turn, the house prop­er stood in full view. It was of re­cent erec­tion—in­deed al­most new—and of the same rich red col­our that formed such a con­trast with the ever­greens of the lodge. Far be­hind the corner of the house—which rose like a gerani­um bloom against the sub­dued col­ours around—stretched the soft azure land­scape of The Chase—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 yew-trees, 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 glass­houses 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 pines and ever­green oaks, and fit­ted with every late ap­pli­ance, were as dig­ni­fied as Chapels-of-Ease. On the ex­tens­ive lawn stood an or­na­ment­al tent, its door be­ing to­wards her.

			Simple Tess Durbey­field stood at gaze, in a half-alarmed at­ti­tude, on the edge of the gravel 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.

			“I thought we were an old fam­ily; but this is all new!” she said, in her art­less­ness. She wished that she had not fallen in so read­ily with her moth­er’s plans for “claim­ing kin,” and had en­deav­oured to gain as­sist­ance near­er home.

			

			The d’Urbervilles—or Stoke-d’Urbervilles, as they at first called them­selves—who owned all this, were a some­what un­usu­al fam­ily to find in such an old-fash­ioned part of the coun­try. Par­son Tring­ham had spoken truly when he said that our sham­bling John Durbey­field was the only really lin­eal rep­res­ent­at­ive of the old d’Urberville fam­ily ex­ist­ing in the county, or near it; he might have ad­ded, what he knew very well, that the Stoke-d’Urbervilles were no more d’Urbervilles of the true tree 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 moneylender) 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 the ne­ces­sity 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, half-ex­tinct, ob­scured, and ruined fam­il­ies ap­per­tain­ing to the quarter of Eng­land in which he pro­posed to settle, he con­sidered that d’Urberville looked and soun­ded as well as any of them: and d’Urberville ac­cord­ingly was an­nexed to his own name for him­self and his heirs etern­ally. Yet he was not an ex­tra­vag­ant-minded man in this, and in con­struct­ing his fam­ily tree on the new basis was duly reas­on­able in fram­ing his in­ter­mar­riages 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 ig­nor­ance—much to their dis­com­fit­ure; in­deed, the very pos­sib­il­ity of such an­nex­a­tions was un­known to them; who sup­posed that, though to be well-fa­voured might 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 that of 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 three- or four-and-twenty. Des­pite the touches of bar­bar­ism in his con­tours, there was a sin­gu­lar force in the gen­tle­man’s face, and in his bold rolling eye.

			“Well, my Beauty, what can I do for you?” said he, com­ing for­ward. And per­ceiv­ing that she stood quite con­foun­ded: “Nev­er mind me. I am Mr. d’Urberville. Have you come to see me or my moth­er?”

			This em­bod­i­ment of a d’Urberville and a name­sake 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 sub­lim­a­tion of all the d’Urberville lin­ea­ments, fur­rowed with in­carn­ate memor­ies rep­res­ent­ing in hiero­glyph­ic the cen­tur­ies of her fam­ily’s and Eng­land’s his­tory. But she screwed her­self up to the work in hand, since she could not get out of it, and answered—

			“I came to see your moth­er, sir.”

			“I am afraid you can­not see her—she is an in­val­id,” replied the present rep­res­ent­at­ive of the spuri­ous house; for this was Mr. Alec, the only son of the lately de­ceased gen­tle­man. “Can­not I an­swer your pur­pose? What is the busi­ness you wish to see her about?”

			“It isn’t busi­ness—it is—I can hardly say what!”

			“Pleas­ure?”

			“Oh no. Why, sir, if I tell you, it will seem—”

			Tess’s sense of a cer­tain ludicrous­ness in her er­rand was now so strong that, not­with­stand­ing her awe of him, and her gen­er­al dis­com­fort at be­ing here, her rosy lips curved to­wards a smile, much to the at­trac­tion of the swarthy Al­ex­an­der.

			“It is so very fool­ish,” she stammered; “I fear can’t tell you!”

			“Nev­er mind; I like fool­ish things. Try again, my dear,” said he kindly.

			“Moth­er asked me to come,” Tess con­tin­ued; “and, in­deed, I was in the mind to do so my­self like­wise. But I did not think it would be like this. I came, sir, to tell you that we are of the same fam­ily as you.”

			“Ho! Poor re­la­tions?”

			“Yes.”

			“Stokes?”

			“No; d’Urbervilles.”

			“Ay, ay; I mean d’Urbervilles.”

			“Our names are worn away to Durbey­field; but we have sev­er­al proofs that we are d’Urbervilles. An­ti­quar­i­ans hold we are—and—and we have an old seal, marked with a ramp­ing li­on on a shield, and a castle over 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 stir the pea-soup.”

			“A castle ar­gent is cer­tainly my crest,” said he blandly. “And my arms a li­on rampant.”

			“And so moth­er said we ought to make ourselves be­known to you—as we’ve lost our horse by a bad ac­ci­dent, and are the old­est branch o’ the fam­ily.”

			“Very kind of your moth­er, I’m sure. And I, for one, don’t re­gret her step.” Alec looked at Tess as he spoke, in a way that made her blush a little. “And so, my pretty girl, you’ve come on a friendly vis­it to us, as re­la­tions?”

			“I sup­pose I have,” faltered Tess, look­ing un­com­fort­able again.

			“Well—there’s no harm in it. Where do you live? What are you?”

			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.

			“It is a long while be­fore he re­turns past Trantridge Cross. Sup­pos­ing we walk round the grounds to pass the time, my pretty Coz?”

			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 flower­beds, and con­ser­vat­or­ies; and thence to the fruit-garden and green­houses, where he asked her if she liked straw­ber­ries.

			“Yes,” said Tess, “when they come.”

			“They are already here.” D’Urberville began gath­er­ing spe­ci­mens of the fruit for her, hand­ing them back to her as he stooped; and, presently, se­lect­ing a spe­cially fine product of the “Brit­ish Queen” vari­ety, he stood up and held it by the stem to her mouth.

			“No—no!” she said quickly, put­ting her fin­gers between his hand and her lips. “I would rather take it in my own hand.”

			“Non­sense!” he in­sisted; and in a slight dis­tress she par­ted her lips and took it in.

			They had spent some time wan­der­ing des­ultor­ily thus, Tess eat­ing in a half-pleased, half-re­luct­ant state whatever d’Urberville offered her. When she could con­sume no more of the straw­ber­ries he filled her little bas­ket with them; and then the two passed round to the rose-trees, whence he 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 heaped her bas­ket with oth­ers in the prod­ig­al­ity of his bounty. At last, look­ing at his watch, he said, “Now, by the 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 I’ll see what grub I can find.”

			Stoke d’Urberville took her back to the lawn and in­to the tent, where he left her, soon re­appear­ing with a bas­ket of light lunch­eon, which he put be­fore her him­self. It was evid­ently the gen­tle­man’s wish not to be dis­turbed in this pleas­ant tête-à-tête by the ser­vantry.

			“Do you mind my smoking?” he asked.

			“Oh, not at all, sir.”

			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 po­ten­tially the “tra­gic mis­chief” of her drama—one who stood fair to be the blood-red ray in the spec­trum of her young life. She had an at­trib­ute which amoun­ted to a dis­ad­vant­age just now; and it was this that caused Alec d’Urberville’s eyes to riv­et them­selves upon her. It was a lux­uri­ance of as­pect, a full­ness 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 oc­ca­sion­ally, till her com­pan­ions had said that it was a fault which time would cure.

			She soon had fin­ished her lunch. “Now I am go­ing home, sir,” she said, rising.

			“And what do they call you?” he asked, as he ac­com­pan­ied her along the drive till they were out of sight of the house.

			“Tess Durbey­field, down at Mar­lott.”

			“And you say your people have lost their horse?”

			“I—killed him!” she answered, her eyes filling with tears as she gave par­tic­u­lars of Prince’s death. “And I don’t know what to do for fath­er on ac­count of it!”

			“I must think if I can­not do some­thing. My moth­er must find a berth for you. But, Tess, no non­sense about ‘d’Urberville’;—‘Durbey­field’ only, you know—quite an­oth­er name.”

			“I wish for no bet­ter, sir,” said she with some­thing of dig­nity.

			For a mo­ment—only for a mo­ment—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 as if—but, no: he thought bet­ter of it, and let her go.

			Thus the thing began. Had she per­ceived this meet­ing’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—as nearly as hu­man­ity can sup­ply the right and de­sired; yet to him who amongst her ac­quaint­ance might have ap­prox­im­ated to this kind, she was but a tran­si­ent im­pres­sion, half for­got­ten.

			In the ill-judged ex­e­cu­tion of the well-judged plan of things the call sel­dom pro­duces the comer, the man to love rarely co­in­cides with the hour for lov­ing. Nature does not of­ten say “See!” to her poor creature at a time when see­ing can lead to happy do­ing; or reply “Here!” to a body’s cry of “Where?” till the hide-and-seek has be­come an irk­some, 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 such 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 in­de­pend­ently about the earth wait­ing in crass ob­tuse­ness till the late time came. Out of which mal­ad­roit delay sprang anxi­et­ies, dis­ap­point­ments, shocks, cata­strophes, and passing-strange des­tinies.

			When d’Urberville got back to the tent he sat down astride on a chair, re­flect­ing, with a pleased gleam in his face. Then he broke in­to a loud laugh.

			“Well, I’m damned! What a funny thing! Ha-ha-ha! And what a crumby girl!”

		
	
		
			VI

			Tess went down the hill to Trantridge Cross, and in­at­tent­ively waited to take her seat in the van 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 fel­low-trav­el­lers ad­dressed her more poin­tedly than any had spoken be­fore: “Why, you be quite a posy! And such roses in early June!”

			Then she be­came aware of the spec­tacle she presen­ted to their sur­prised vis­ion: roses at her breasts; roses in her hat; roses and straw­ber­ries 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 su­per­sti­tions; she thought this an ill omen—the first she had no­ticed that day.

			The van trav­elled only so far as Sha­ston, and there were sev­er­al miles of ped­es­tri­an des­cent from that moun­tain-town in­to the vale to Mar­lott. Her moth­er had ad­vised her to stay here for the night, at the house of a cot­tage-wo­man 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 moth­er’s tri­umphant man­ner that some­thing had oc­curred in the in­ter­im.

			“Oh yes; I know all about it! I told ’ee it would be all right, and now ’tis proved!”

			“Since I’ve been away? What has?” said Tess rather wear­ily.

			Her moth­er sur­veyed the girl up and down with arch ap­prov­al, and went on ban­ter­ingly: “So you’ve brought ’em round!”

			“How do you know, moth­er?”

			“I’ve had a let­ter.”

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

			“They say—Mrs. d’Urberville says—that she wants you to look after a little fowl-farm which is her hobby. But this is only her art­ful way of get­ting ’ee there without rais­ing your hopes. She’s go­ing to own ’ee as kin—that’s the mean­ing o’t.”

			“But I didn’t see her.”

			“You zid some­body, I sup­pose?”

			“I saw her son.”

			“And did he own ’ee?”

			“Well—he called me Coz.”

			“An’ I knew it! Jacky—he called her Coz!” cried Joan to her hus­band. “Well, he spoke to his moth­er, of course, and she do want ’ee there.”

			“But I don’t know that I am apt at tend­ing fowls,” said the du­bi­ous Tess.

			“Then I don’t know who is apt. You’ve be’n born in the busi­ness, and brought up in it. They that be born in a busi­ness al­ways know more about it than any ’pren­tice. Be­sides, that’s only just a show of some­thing for you to do, that you midn’t feel be­hold­en.”

			“I don’t al­to­geth­er think I ought to go,” said Tess thought­fully. “Who wrote the let­ter? Will you let me look at it?”

			“Mrs. d’Urberville wrote it. Here it is.”

			The let­ter was in the third per­son, and briefly in­formed Mrs. Durbey­field that her daugh­ter’s ser­vices would be use­ful to that lady in the man­age­ment of her poultry-farm, 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.

			“Oh—that’s all!” said Tess.

			“You couldn’t ex­pect her to throw her arms round ’ee, an’ to kiss and to coll ’ee all at once.”

			Tess looked out of the win­dow.

			“I would rather stay here with fath­er and you,” she said.

			“But why?”

			“I’d rather not tell you why, moth­er; in­deed, I don’t quite know why.”

			A week af­ter­wards she came in one even­ing 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 danced across the room, say­ing, “The gen­tle­man’s been here!”

			Her moth­er hastened to ex­plain, smiles break­ing from every inch of her per­son. Mrs. d’Urberville’s son had called on horse­back, hav­ing been rid­ing by chance in the dir­ec­tion of Mar­lott. He had wished to know, fi­nally, in the name of his moth­er, if Tess could really come to man­age the old lady’s fowl-farm or not; the lad who had hitherto su­per­in­ten­ded the birds hav­ing proved un­trust­worthy. “Mr. d’Urberville says you must be a good girl if you are at all as you ap­pear; he knows you must be worth your weight in gold. He is very much in­ter­ested in ’ee—truth to tell.”

			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.

			“It is very good of him to think that,” she mur­mured; “and if I was quite sure how it would be liv­ing there, I would go any-when.”

			“He is a mighty hand­some man!”

			“I don’t think so,” said Tess coldly.

			“Well, there’s your chance, wheth­er or no; and I’m sure he wears a beau­ti­ful dia­mond ring!”

			“Yes,” said little Ab­ra­ham, brightly, from the win­dow-bench; “and I seed it! and it did twinkle when he put his hand up to his mis­tarsh­ers. Moth­er, why did our grand re­la­tion keep on put­ting his hand up to his mis­tarsh­ers?”

			“Hark at that child!” cried Mrs. Durbey­field, with par­en­thet­ic ad­mir­a­tion.

			“Per­haps to show his dia­mond ring,” mur­mured Sir John, dream­ily, from his chair.

			“I’ll think it over,” said Tess, leav­ing the room.

			“Well, she’s made a con­quest o’ the young­er branch of us, straight off,” con­tin­ued the mat­ron to her hus­band, “and she’s a fool if she don’t fol­low it up.”

			“I don’t quite like my chil­dren go­ing away from home,” said the hag­gler. “As the head of the fam­ily, the rest ought to come to me.”

			“But do let her go, Jacky,” coaxed his poor wit­less wife. “He’s struck wi’ her—you can see that. He called her Coz! He’ll marry her, most likely, and make a lady of her; and then she’ll be what her fore­fath­ers was.”

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

			“Well, per­haps that’s what young Mr. d’Urberville means,” he ad­mit­ted; “and sure enough he mid have ser­i­ous thoughts about im­prov­ing his blood by link­ing on to the old line. Tess, the little rogue! And have she really paid ’em a vis­it to such an end as this?”

			Mean­while Tess was walk­ing thought­fully among the goose­berry-bushes in the garden, and over Prince’s grave. When she came in her moth­er pur­sued her ad­vant­age.

			“Well, what be you go­ing to do?” she asked.

			“I wish I had seen Mrs. d’Urberville,” said Tess.

			“I think you mid as well settle it. Then you’ll see her soon enough.”

			Her fath­er coughed in his chair.

			“I don’t know what to say!” answered the girl rest­lessly. “It is for you to de­cide. I killed the old horse, and I sup­pose I ought to do some­thing to get ye a new one. But—but—I don’t quite like Mr. d’Urberville be­ing there!”

			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 be) as a spe­cies of dol­or­i­fuge after the death of the horse, began to cry at Tess’s re­luct­ance, and teased and re­proached her for hes­it­at­ing.

			“Tess won’t go—o—o and be made a la—a—dy of!—no, she says she wo—o—on’t!” they wailed, with square mouths. “And we shan’t have a nice new horse, and lots o’ golden money to buy fairl­ings! And Tess won’t look pretty in her best cloze no mo—o—ore!”

			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 by pro­long­ing them in­def­in­itely, also weighed in the ar­gu­ment. Her fath­er alone pre­served an at­ti­tude of neut­ral­ity.

			“I will go,” said Tess at last.

			Her moth­er could not repress her con­scious­ness of the nup­tial vis­ion con­jured up by the girl’s con­sent.

			“That’s right! For such a pretty maid as ’tis, this is a fine chance!”

			Tess smiled crossly.

			“I hope it is a chance for earn­ing money. It is no oth­er kind of chance. You had bet­ter say noth­ing of that silly sort about par­ish.”

			Mrs. Durbey­field did not prom­ise. She was not quite sure that she did not feel proud enough, after the vis­it­or’s 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 in­formed that Mrs. d’Urberville was glad of her de­cision, and that a spring-cart 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. Mrs. d’Urberville’s hand­writ­ing seemed rather mas­cu­line.

			“A cart?” mur­mured Joan Durbey­field doubt­ingly. “It might have been a car­riage for her own kin!”

			Hav­ing at last taken her course Tess was less rest­less and ab­strac­ted, go­ing about her busi­ness with some self-as­sur­ance in the thought of ac­quir­ing an­oth­er 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 moth­er she did not re­gard Mrs. Durbey­field’s mat­ri­mo­ni­al hopes for her in a ser­i­ous as­pect for a mo­ment. The light-minded wo­man had been dis­cov­er­ing good matches for her daugh­ter al­most from the year of her birth.

		
	
		
			VII

			On the morn­ing ap­poin­ted for her de­par­ture Tess was awake be­fore dawn—at the mar­gin­al minute of the dark when the grove is still mute, save for one proph­et­ic bird who sings with a clear-voiced 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 till break­fast-time, and then came down in her or­din­ary week­day clothes, her Sunday ap­par­el be­ing care­fully fol­ded in her box.

			Her moth­er ex­pos­tu­lated. “You will nev­er set out to see your folks without dress­ing up more the dand than that?”

			“But I am go­ing to work!” said Tess.

			“Well, yes,” said Mrs. Durbey­field; and in a private tone, “at first there mid be a little pre­tence o’t … But I think it will be wiser of ’ee to put your best side out­ward,” she ad­ded.

			“Very well; I sup­pose you know best,” replied Tess with calm aban­don­ment.

			And to please her par­ent the girl put her­self quite in Joan’s hands, say­ing se­renely—“Do what you like with me, moth­er.”

			Mrs. Durbey­field was only too de­lighted at this tract­ab­il­ity. First she fetched a great basin, and washed Tess’s hair with 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 club-walk­ing, the airy full­ness of which, sup­ple­ment­ing 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.

			“I de­clare there’s a hole in my stock­ing-heel!” said Tess.

			“Nev­er mind holes in your stock­ings—they don’t speak! When I was a maid, so long as I had a pretty bon­net the dev­il might ha’ found me in heels.”

			Her moth­er’s pride in the girl’s ap­pear­ance led her to step back, like a paint­er from his easel, and sur­vey her work as a whole.

			“You must zee your­self!” she cried. “It is much bet­ter than you was t’oth­er day.”

			As the look­ing-glass was only large enough to re­flect a very small por­tion of Tess’s per­son at one time, Mrs. Durbey­field hung a black cloak out­side the case­ment, and 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.

			“I’ll tell ’ee what ’tis, Durbey­field,” said she ex­ult­ingly; “he’ll nev­er have the heart not to love her. But whatever you do, don’t zay too much to Tess of his fancy for her, and 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, I shall cer­tainly be for mak­ing some re­turn to pa’son at Stag­foot Lane for telling us—dear, good man!”

			How­ever, as the mo­ment for the girl’s set­ting out drew nigh, when the first ex­cite­ment of the dress­ing had passed off, a slight mis­giv­ing found place in Joan Durbey­field’s mind. It promp­ted the mat­ron to say that she would walk a little way—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 spring-cart sent by the Stoke-d’Urbervilles, 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.

			“I do want to walk a little-ways wi’ Sissy, now she’s go­ing to marry our gen­tle­man-cous­in, and wear fine cloze!”

			“Now,” said Tess, flush­ing and turn­ing quickly, “I’ll hear no more o’ that! Moth­er, how could you ever put such stuff in­to their heads?”

			“Go­ing to work, my dears, for our rich re­la­tion, and help get enough money for a new horse,” said Mrs. Durbey­field pa­cific­ally.

			“Good­bye, fath­er,” said Tess, with a lumpy throat.

			“Good­bye, my maid,” said Sir John, rais­ing his head from his breast as he sus­pen­ded his nap, in­duced by a slight ex­cess this morn­ing in hon­our of the oc­ca­sion. “Well, I hope my young friend will like such a comely sample of his own blood. And tell’n, Tess, that be­ing sunk, quite, from our former grandeur, I’ll sell him the title—yes, sell it—and at no on­reas­on­able fig­ure.”

			“Not for less than a thou­sand pound!” cried Lady Durbey­field.

			“Tell’n—I’ll take a thou­sand pound. Well, I’ll take less, when I come to think o’t. He’ll ad­orn it bet­ter than a poor lam­mick­en feller like my­self can. Tell’n he shall hae it for a hun­dred. But I won’t stand upon trifles—tell’n he shall hae it for fifty—for twenty pound! Yes, twenty pound—that’s the low­est. Dammy, fam­ily hon­our is fam­ily hon­our, and I won’t take a penny less!”

			Tess’s eyes were too full and her voice too choked to ut­ter the sen­ti­ments that were in her. She turned quickly, and went out.

			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 be­hind with the smal­lest; the group form­ing a pic­ture of hon­est beauty flanked by in­no­cence, and backed by simple-souled van­ity. They fol­lowed the way till they reached the be­gin­ning of the as­cent, on the crest of which the vehicle from Trantridge was to re­ceive her, 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 the lad whom they had sent on be­fore them, sit­ting on the handle of the bar­row that con­tained all Tess’s worldly pos­ses­sions.

			“Bide here a bit, and the cart will soon come, no doubt,” said Mrs. Durbey­field. “Yes, I see it yon­der!”

			It had come—ap­pear­ing sud­denly from 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 near to the spring-cart, 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 lug­gage-cart, and hal­ted be­side Tess, who looked up as if in great sur­prise.

			Her moth­er per­ceived, for the first time, that the second vehicle was not a humble con­vey­ance like the first, but a spick-and-span gig or dog­cart, highly var­nished and equipped. The driver was a young man of three- or four-and-twenty, with a ci­gar between his teeth; wear­ing a dandy cap, drab jack­et, breeches of the same hue, white neck­cloth, stickup col­lar, and brown driv­ing-gloves—in short, he was the hand­some, horsey young buck who had vis­ited Joan a week or two be­fore to get her an­swer 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?

			“Is dat the gen­tle­man-kins­man who’ll make Sissy a lady?” asked the young­est child.

			Mean­while the muslined form of Tess could be seen stand­ing still, un­de­cided, be­side this turnout, 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 dis­moun­ted, 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 moun­ted 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.

			Dir­ectly Tess was out of sight, and the in­terest of the mat­ter as a drama was at an end, the little ones’ eyes filled with tears. The young­est child said, “I wish poor, poor Tess wasn’t gone away to be a lady!” and, lower­ing the corners 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 Joan Durbey­field’s eyes as she 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 she sighed, and her hus­band asked her what was the mat­ter.

			“Oh, I don’t know ex­actly,” she said. “I was think­ing that per­haps it would ha’ been bet­ter if Tess had not gone.”

			“Oughtn’t ye to have thought of that be­fore?”

			“Well, ’tis a chance for the maid—Still, if ’twere the do­ing again, I wouldn’t let her go till I had found out wheth­er the gen­tle­man is really a good-hearted young man and choice over her as his kins­wo­man.”

			“Yes, you ought, per­haps, to ha’ done that,” snored Sir John.

			Joan Durbey­field al­ways man­aged to find con­sol­a­tion some­where: “Well, as one of the genu­ine stock, she ought to make her way with ’en, if she plays her trump card aright. And if he don’t marry her afore he will after. For that he’s all afire wi’ love for her any eye can see.”

			“What’s her trump card? Her d’Urberville blood, you mean?”

			“No, stu­pid; her face—as ’twas mine.”

		
	
		
			VIII

			Hav­ing moun­ted be­side her, Alec d’Urberville drove 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 the verge of an in­cline down which the road stretched in a long straight des­cent of nearly a mile.

			Ever since the ac­ci­dent with her fath­er’s horse Tess 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 con­duct­or’s driv­ing.

			“You will go down slow, sir, I sup­pose?” she said with at­temp­ted un­con­cern.

			D’Urberville looked round upon her, nipped his ci­gar with the tips of his large white centre-teeth, and al­lowed his lips to smile slowly of them­selves.

			“Why, Tess,” he answered, after an­oth­er whiff or two, “it isn’t a brave boun­cing girl like you who asks that? Why, I al­ways go down at full gal­lop. There’s noth­ing like it for rais­ing your spir­its.”

			“But per­haps you need not now?”

			“Ah,” he said, shak­ing his head, “there are two to be reckoned with. It is not me alone. Tib has to be con­sidered, and she has a very queer tem­per.”

			“Who?”

			“Why, this mare. I fancy she looked round at me in a very grim way just then. Didn’t you no­tice it?”

			“Don’t try to fright­en me, sir,” said Tess stiffly.

			“Well, I don’t. If any liv­ing man can man­age this horse I can: I won’t say any liv­ing man can do it—but if such has the power, I am he.”

			“Why do you have such a horse?”

			“Ah, well may you ask it! It was my fate, I sup­pose. Tib has killed one chap; and just after I bought her she nearly killed me. And then, take my word for it, I nearly killed her. But she’s touchy still, very touchy; and one’s life is hardly safe be­hind her some­times.”

			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. Some­times a wheel was off the ground, it seemed, for many yards; some­times a stone was sent spin­ning over the hedge, and flinty sparks from the horse’s hoofs out­shone the day­light. The as­pect of the straight road en­larged with their ad­vance, the two banks di­vid­ing like a split­ting stick; one rush­ing past at each shoulder.

			The wind blew through Tess’s white muslin to her very skin, and her washed hair flew out be­hind. She was de­term­ined to show no open fear, but she clutched d’Urberville’s rein-arm.

			“Don’t touch my arm! We shall be thrown out if you do! Hold on round my waist!”

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

			“Safe, thank God, in spite of your fool­ing!” said she, her face on fire.

			“Tess—fie! that’s tem­per!” said d’Urberville.

			“ ’Tis truth.”

			“Well, you need not let go your hold of me so thank­lessly the mo­ment you feel your­self our of danger.”

			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 re­serve, she sat without reply­ing, and thus they reached the sum­mit of an­oth­er de­cliv­ity.

			“Now then, again!” said d’Urberville.

			“No, no!” said Tess. “Show more sense, do, please.”

			“But when people find them­selves on one of the highest points in the county, they must get down again,” he re­tor­ted.

			He loosened rein, and away they went a second time. D’Urberville turned his face to her as they rocked, and said, in play­ful raillery: “Now then, put your arms round my waist again, as you did be­fore, my Beauty.”

			“Nev­er!” said Tess in­de­pend­ently, hold­ing on as well as she could without touch­ing him.

			“Let me put one little kiss on those holm­berry lips, Tess, or even on that warmed cheek, and I’ll stop—on my hon­our, I will!”

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

			“Will noth­ing else do?” she cried at length, in des­per­a­tion, her large eyes star­ing at him like those of a wild an­im­al. This dress­ing her up so pret­tily by her moth­er had ap­par­ently been to lam­ent­able pur­pose.

			“Noth­ing, dear Tess,” he replied.

			“Oh, I don’t know—very well; I don’t mind!” she panted 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.

			“Now, damn it—I’ll break both our necks!” swore her ca­pri­ciously pas­sion­ate com­pan­ion. “So you can go from your word like that, you young witch, can you?”

			“Very well,” said Tess, “I’ll not move since you be so de­term­ined! But I—thought you would be kind to me, and pro­tect me, as my kins­man!”

			“Kins­man be hanged! Now!”

			“But I don’t want any­body to kiss me, sir!” she im­plored, a big tear be­gin­ning to roll down her face, and the corners of her mouth trem­bling in her at­tempts not to cry. “And I wouldn’t ha’ come if I had known!”

			He was in­ex­or­able, and she sat still, and d’Urberville gave her the kiss of mas­tery. No soon­er had he done so 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.

			“You are mighty sens­it­ive for a cot­tage girl!” said the 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 a thing was 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.

			“You shall be made sorry for that!” he re­sumed, his in­jured tone still re­main­ing, as he flour­ished the whip anew. “Un­less, that is, you agree will­ingly to let me do it again, and no handker­chief.”

			She sighed. “Very well, sir!” she said. “Oh—let me get my hat!”

			At the mo­ment of speak­ing her hat had blown off in­to the road, their present speed on the up­land be­ing by no means slow. D’Urberville pulled up, and said he would get it for her, but Tess was down on the oth­er side.

			She turned back and picked up the art­icle.

			“You look pret­ti­er with it off, upon my soul, if that’s pos­sible,” he said, con­tem­plat­ing her over the back of the vehicle. “Now then, up again! What’s the mat­ter?”

			The hat was in place and tied, but Tess had not stepped for­ward.

			“No, sir,” she said, re­veal­ing the red and ivory of her mouth as her eye lit in de­fi­ant tri­umph; “not again, if I know it!”

			“What—you won’t get up be­side me?”

			“No; I shall walk.”

			“ ’Tis five or six miles yet to Trantridge.”

			“I don’t care if ’tis dozens. Be­sides, the cart is be­hind.”

			“You art­ful hussy! Now, tell me—didn’t you make that hat blow off on pur­pose? I’ll swear you did!”

			Her stra­tegic si­lence con­firmed his sus­pi­cion.

			Then d’Urberville cursed and swore at her, and called her everything he could think of for the trick. Turn­ing the horse sud­denly he 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.

			“You ought to be ashamed of your­self for us­ing such wicked words!” cried Tess with spir­it, from the top of the hedge in­to which she had scrambled. “I don’t like ’ee at all! I hate and de­test you! I’ll go back to moth­er, I will!”

			D’Urberville’s bad tem­per cleared up at sight of hers; and he laughed heart­ily.

			“Well, I like you all the bet­ter,” he said. “Come, let there be peace. I’ll nev­er do it any more against your will. My life upon it now!”

			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 Trantridge. From time to time d’Urberville ex­hib­ited a sort of fierce dis­tress at the 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, and she 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 face her 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 cot­tage of Tess’ des­tin­a­tion.

		
	
		
			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 though the place 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, had cost so much of their fore­fath­ers’ money, and had been in their pos­ses­sion for sev­er­al gen­er­a­tions be­fore the d’Urbervilles came and built here, was in­dif­fer­ently turned in­to a fowl-house by Mrs. Stoke-d’Urberville as soon as the prop­erty fell in­to hand ac­cord­ing to law. “ ’Twas good enough for Chris­ti­ans in grand­fath­er’s time,” they said.

			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 stood chairs sup­port­ing sed­ate ag­ri­cul­tur­ists. The chim­ney-corner and once-blaz­ing 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 his spade 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 ar­range­ments, 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 man­or-house.

			“Mrs. d’Urberville wants the fowls as usu­al,” she said; but per­ceiv­ing that Tess did not quite un­der­stand, she ex­plained, “Mis’ess is a old lady, and blind.”

			“Blind!” said Tess.

			Al­most be­fore her mis­giv­ing at the news could find time to shape it­self she took, un­der her com­pan­ion’s dir­ec­tion, two of the most beau­ti­ful of the Ham­burgs in her arms, and fol­lowed the maid­ser­vant, 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 creatures—feath­ers float­ing with­in view of the front, and hen-coops stand­ing on the grass.

			In a sit­ting-room on the ground-floor, en­sconced in an arm­chair with her back to the light, was the own­er and mis­tress of the es­tate, a white-haired wo­man of not more than sixty, 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. Tess walked up to this lady with her feathered charges—one sit­ting on each arm.

			“Ah, you are the young wo­man come to look after my birds?” said Mrs. d’Urberville, re­cog­niz­ing a new foot­step. “I hope you will be kind to them. My bailiff tells me you are quite the prop­er per­son. Well, where are they? Ah, this is Strut! But he is hardly so lively today, is he? He is alarmed at be­ing handled by a stranger, I sup­pose. And Phena too—yes, they are a little frightened—aren’t you, dears? But they will soon get used to you.”

			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, their wings, 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 pan­to­mime of the cri­ti­cisms passing in her mind.

			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 wo­man—Ham­burgs, Ban­tams, Coch­ins, Brah­mas, Dork­ings, and such oth­er sorts as were in fash­ion just then—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. d’Urberville was the bish­op, the fowls the young people presen­ted, and her­self and the maid­ser­vant the par­son and cur­ate of the par­ish bring­ing them up. At the end of the ce­re­mony Mrs. d’Urberville ab­ruptly asked Tess, wrink­ling and twitch­ing her face in­to un­du­la­tions, “Can you whistle?”

			“Whistle, Ma’am?”

			“Yes, whistle tunes.”

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

			“Then you will have to prac­tise it every day. I had a lad who did it very well, but he has left. I want you to whistle to my bull­finches; as I can­not see them, I like to hear them, and we teach ’em airs that way. Tell her where the cages are, Eliza­beth. You must be­gin to­mor­row, or they will go back in their pip­ing. They have been neg­lected these sev­er­al days.”

			“Mr. d’Urberville whistled to ’em this morn­ing, ma’am,” said Eliza­beth.

			“He! Pooh!”

			The old lady’s face creased in­to fur­rows of re­pug­nance, and she made no fur­ther reply.

			Thus the re­cep­tion of Tess by her fan­cied kins­wo­man ter­min­ated, and the birds were taken back to their quar­ters. The girl’s sur­prise at Mrs. d’Urberville’s man­ner was not great; for since see­ing the size of the house she had ex­pec­ted no more. But she was far from be­ing aware that the old lady had nev­er heard a word of the so-called kin­ship. She gathered that no great af­fec­tion flowed between the blind wo­man and her son. But in that, too, she was mis­taken. Mrs. d’Urberville was not the first moth­er com­pelled to love her off­spring 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 curi­ous to test 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 prac­tice. 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 by nature, till she be­came aware of a move­ment among the ivy-boughs which cloaked the garden-wall no less than the cot­tage. Look­ing that way she be­held a form spring­ing from the cop­ing to the plot. It was Alec d’Urberville, whom she had not set eyes on since he had con­duc­ted her the day be­fore to the door of the garden­er’s cot­tage where she had lodgings.

			“Upon my hon­our!” cried he, “there was nev­er be­fore such a beau­ti­ful thing in Nature or Art as you look, Cous­in Tess.” (“Cous­in” had a faint ring of mock­ery.) “I have been watch­ing you from over the wall—sit­ting 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 quite cross be­cause you can’t do it.”

			“I may be cross, but I didn’t swear.”

			“Ah! I un­der­stand why you are try­ing—those bul­lies! 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 enough work for any girl. I would flatly re­fuse, if I were you.”

			“But she wants me par­tic­u­larly to do it, and to be ready by to­mor­row morn­ing.”

			“Does she? Well then—I’ll give you a les­son or two.”

			“Oh no, you won’t!” said Tess, with­draw­ing to­wards the door.

			“Non­sense; I don’t want to touch you. See—I’ll stand on this side of the wire-net­ting, and you can keep on the oth­er; so you may feel quite safe. Now, look here; you screw up your lips too harshly. There ’tis—so.”

			He suited the ac­tion to the word, and whistled a line of “Take, O take those lips away.” But the al­lu­sion was lost upon Tess.

			“Now try,” said d’Urberville.

			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, she did put 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 “Try again!”

			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.

			“That’s it! Now I have star­ted you—you’ll go on beau­ti­fully. There—I said I would not come near you; and, in spite of such tempta­tion as nev­er be­fore fell to mor­tal man, I’ll keep my word. … Tess, do you think my moth­er a queer old soul?”

			“I don’t know much of her yet, sir.”

			“You’ll find her so; she must be, to make you learn to whistle to her bull­finches. I 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 dif­fi­culties and want help here, don’t go to the bailiff, come to me.”

			

			It was in the eco­nomy of this re­gime that Tess Durbey­field had un­der­taken to fill a place. Her first day’s ex­per­i­ences were fairly typ­ic­al of those which fol­lowed through many suc­ceed­ing days. A fa­mili­ar­ity with Alec d’Urberville’s pres­ence—which that young man care­fully cul­tiv­ated in her by play­ful dia­logue, and by jest­ingly call­ing her his cous­in when they were alone—re­moved 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 pli­able un­der his hands than a mere com­pan­ion­ship would have made her, ow­ing to her un­avoid­able de­pend­ence upon his moth­er, and, through that lady’s com­par­at­ive help­less­ness, upon him.

			She soon found that whist­ling to the bull­finches in Mrs. d’Urberville’s room was no such oner­ous busi­ness 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 morn­ing. Un­res­trained by the young man’s pres­ence she threw up her mouth, put her lips near the bars, and piped away in ease­ful grace to the at­tent­ive listen­ers.

			Mrs. d’Urberville slept in a large four-post bed­stead hung with heavy dam­ask cur­tains, and the bull­finches oc­cu­pied the same apart­ment, where they flit­ted about freely at 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 she 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 listen­er, if such there were, must have dis­covered her sus­pi­cion of his pres­ence. She searched the cur­tains every morn­ing after that, but nev­er found any­body with­in them. Alec d’Urberville had evid­ently thought bet­ter of his freak to ter­rify her by an am­bush of that kind.

		
	
		
			X

			Every vil­lage has its idio­syn­crasy, its con­sti­tu­tion, of­ten its own code of mor­al­ity. The lev­ity of some of the 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 use­less­ness of sav­ing money; and smock-frocked 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 age than any which could res­ult from sav­ings out 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 mar­ket-town 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 once-in­de­pend­ent inns.

			For a long time Tess did not join in the weekly pil­grim­ages. But un­der pres­sure from mat­rons not much older than her­self—for a field-man’s wages be­ing as high at twenty-one as at forty, mar­riage was early here—Tess at length con­sen­ted to go. Her first ex­per­i­ence of the jour­ney af­forded her more en­joy­ment than she had ex­pec­ted, the hil­ari­ous­ness of the oth­ers be­ing quite con­ta­gious after her mono­ton­ous at­ten­tion to the poultry-farm 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 a month or two when there came a Sat­urday in Septem­ber, on which a fair and a mar­ket co­in­cided; and the pil­grims from Trantridge sought double de­lights at the inns on that ac­count. Tess’s oc­cu­pa­tions 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 in­sects 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 com­pleted; 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 hay-trusser and peat-deal­er who had trans­ac­tions with their farm. He lived in an out-of-the-way nook of the town­let, and in try­ing to find her course thith­er her eyes fell upon Mr. d’Urberville stand­ing at a street corner.

			“What—my Beauty? You here so late?” he said.

			She told him that she was simply wait­ing for com­pany home­ward.

			“I’ll see you again,” said he over her shoulder as she went on down the back lane.

			Ap­proach­ing the hay-trussers, she could hear the fiddled notes of a reel pro­ceed­ing from some build­ing in the rear; but no sound of dan­cing was aud­ible—an ex­cep­tion­al state 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 al­low; and 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 of the garden.

			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 in “scroff”—that is to say, the powdery residu­um from the stor­age of peat 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 of ve­geto-hu­man 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 more than the high lights—the in­dis­tinct­ness shap­ing them to satyrs clasp­ing nymphs—a 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, and the haze no longer veil­ing their fea­tures, the demi­gods re­solved them­selves in­to the homely per­son­al­it­ies of her own next-door neigh­bours. Could Trantridge in two or three short hours have meta­morph­osed it­self thus madly!

			Some Si­leni of the throng sat on benches and hay-trusses by the wall; and one of them re­cog­nized her.

			“The maids don’t think it re­spect­able to dance at The Flower-de-Luce,” he ex­plained. “They don’t like to let every­body see which be their fancy-men. Be­sides, the house some­times shuts up just when their jints be­gin to get greased. So we come here and send out for li­quor.”

			“But when be any of you go­ing home?” asked Tess with some anxi­ety.

			“Now—a’most dir­ectly. This is all but the last jig.”

			She waited. The reel drew to a close, and some of the party 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 longer; on ac­count of the fair the roads were dot­ted with rov­ing char­ac­ters of pos­sibly ill in­tent; and, though not fear­ful of meas­ur­able dangers, she feared the un­known. Had she been near Mar­lott she would have had less dread.

			“Don’t ye be nervous, my dear good soul,” ex­pos­tu­lated, 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 like the nim­bus of a saint. “What’s yer hurry? To­mor­row is Sunday, thank God, and we can sleep it off in church-time. Now, 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 spin­ning where 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 fig­ures amid the gen­er­al one of the room, in which a twitch­ing en­tan­gle­ment of arms and legs was dis­cern­ible.

			“You shall catch it for this, my gen­tle­man, when you get home!” burst in fe­male ac­cents from the hu­man heap—those of the un­happy part­ner of the man whose clum­si­ness 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 later lives, to avoid mak­ing odd lots of the single people between whom there might be a warm un­der­stand­ing.

			A loud laugh from be­hind Tess’s back, in the shade of the garden, united with the tit­ter with­in the room. She looked round, and saw the red coal of a ci­gar: Alec d’Urberville was stand­ing there alone. He beckoned to her, and she re­luct­antly re­treated to­wards him.

			“Well, my Beauty, what are you do­ing here?”

			She was so tired after her long day and her walk that she con­fided her trouble to him—that she had been wait­ing ever since he saw her to have their com­pany home, be­cause the road at night was strange to her. “But it seems they will nev­er leave off, and I really think I will wait no longer.”

			“Cer­tainly do not. I have only a saddle-horse here today; but come to The Flower-de-Luce, and I’ll hire a trap, and drive you home with me.”

			Tess, though flattered, had nev­er quite got over her ori­gin­al mis­trust of him, and, des­pite their tardi­ness, she pre­ferred to walk home with the work-folk. So she answered that she was much ob­liged to him, but would not trouble him. “I have said that I will wait for ’em, and they will ex­pect me to now.”

			“Very well, Miss In­de­pend­ence. Please your­self … Then I shall not hurry … My good Lord, what a kick-up they are hav­ing there!”

			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 re-lit a ci­gar and walked away the Trantridge people began to col­lect them­selves 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 clock-chime soun­ded a quarter past el­ev­en, they were strag­gling along the lane which led up the hill to­wards their homes.

			

			It was a three-mile walk, along a dry white road, made whiter to­night 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 was pro­du­cing stag­ger­ings and ser­pent­ine courses among the men who had par­taken too freely; some of the more care­less wo­men also were wan­der­ing in their gait—to wit, a dark virago, Car Darch, dubbed Queen of Spades, till lately a fa­vour­ite of d’Urberville’s; Nancy, her sis­ter, 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. They fol­lowed the road 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 fath­er’s house that the dis­cov­ery of their con­di­tion spoilt the pleas­ure she was be­gin­ning 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 field-gate, and the fore­most find­ing a dif­fi­culty in open­ing it, they closed up to­geth­er.

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

			“Well—whatever is that a-creep­ing down thy back, Car Darch?” said one of the group sud­denly.

			All looked at Car. Her gown was a light cot­ton print, and from the back of her head a kind of rope could be seen des­cend­ing to some dis­tance be­low her waist, like a Chi­n­a­man’s queue.

			“ ’Tis her hair fall­ing down,” said an­oth­er.

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

			“ ’Tis treacle,” said an ob­ser­v­ant mat­ron.

			Treacle it was. Car’s poor old grand­moth­er had a weak­ness for the sweet stuff. Honey she had in plenty out of her own hives, but treacle was what 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 ex­traordin­ary ap­pear­ance of Car’s back, which ir­rit­ated the 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 fling­ing 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 their staves, 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 mis­for­tune—in more ways than one. No soon­er did the dark queen hear the sober­er rich­er note of Tess among those of the oth­er work-people than a long-smoul­der­ing sense of rivalry in­flamed her to mad­ness. She sprang to her feet and closely faced the ob­ject of her dis­like.

			“How darest th’ laugh at me, hussy!” she cried.

			“I couldn’t really help it when t’oth­ers did,” apo­lo­gized Tess, still tit­ter­ing.

			“Ah, th’st think th’ beest every­body, dostn’t, be­cause th’ beest first fa­vour­ite with He just now! But stop a bit, my lady, stop a bit! I’m as good as two of such! Look here—here’s at ’ee!”

			To Tess’s hor­ror the dark queen began strip­ping off the bod­ice of her gown—which for the ad­ded reas­on of its ri­diculed con­di­tion she was only too glad to be free of—till 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 coun­try-girl. She closed her fists and squared up at Tess.

			“In­deed, then, I shall not fight!” said the lat­ter majestic­ally; “and if I had know you was of that sort, I wouldn’t have so let my­self down as to come with such a whor­age as this is!”

			The rather too in­clus­ive speech brought down a tor­rent of vi­tu­per­a­tion from oth­er quar­ters upon fair Tess’s un­lucky head, par­tic­u­larly from the Queen of Dia­monds, who hav­ing stood in the re­la­tions to d’Urberville that Car 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 would have 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 pas­sion next 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 the road, and Alec d’Urberville looked round upon them.

			“What the dev­il is all this row about, work-folk?” he 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 stand­ing apart from the rest, near the gate. He bent over to­wards her. “Jump up be­hind me,” he whispered, “and we’ll get shot of the scream­ing cats in a jiffy!”

			She felt al­most ready to faint, so vivid was her sense of the crisis. At al­most any oth­er mo­ment of her life she 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 and in­dig­na­tion 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 speed­ing away in­to 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 the new-mar­ried, stag­ger­ing young wo­man—all with a gaze of fix­ity in the dir­ec­tion in which the horse’s tramp was di­min­ish­ing in­to si­lence on the road.

			“What be ye look­ing at?” asked a man who had not ob­served the in­cid­ent.

			“Ho-ho-ho!” laughed dark Car.

			“Hee-hee-hee!” laughed the tip­pling bride, as she stead­ied her­self on the arm of her fond hus­band.

			“Heu-heu-heu!” laughed dark Car’s moth­er, strok­ing her mous­tache as she ex­plained lac­on­ic­ally: “Out of the fry­ing-pan in­to the fire!”

			Then these chil­dren of the open air, whom even ex­cess of al­co­hol could scarce in­jure per­man­ently, betook them­selves to the field-path; and as they went there moved on­ward with them, around the shad­ow of each one’s head, a circle of opal­ized light, formed by the moon’s rays upon 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 breath­ing a com­pon­ent of the night’s mist; and the spir­it of the scene, and of the moon­light, and of Nature, seemed har­mo­ni­ously to mingle with the spir­it of wine.

		
	
		
			XI

			The twain cantered along for some time without speech, Tess as she clung to him still pant­ing in her tri­umph, 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 to a walk, which Alec ac­cord­ingly did.

			“Neatly done, was it not, dear Tess?” he said by and by.

			“Yes!” said she. “I am sure I ought to be much ob­liged to you.”

			“And are you?”

			She did not reply.

			“Tess, why do you al­ways dis­like my kiss­ing you?”

			“I sup­pose—be­cause I don’t love you.”

			“You are quite sure?”

			“I am angry with you some­times!”

			“Ah, I half feared as much.” Nev­er­the­less, Alec did not ob­ject to that con­fes­sion. He knew that any­thing was bet­ter then fri­gid­ity. “Why haven’t you told me when I have made you angry?”

			“You know very well why. Be­cause I can­not help my­self here.”

			“I haven’t of­fen­ded you of­ten by love­mak­ing?”

			“You have some­times.”

			“How many times?”

			“You know as well as I—too many times.”

			“Every time I have tried?”

			She was si­lent, and the horse ambled 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 on this ac­count, or from ab­sent­minded­ness, 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 in­ex­press­ibly weary. She had ris­en at five o’clock every morn­ing of that week, had been on foot the 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, her 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 was now nearly one o’clock. Only once, how­ever, was she over­come by ac­tu­al drowsi­ness. In that mo­ment of ob­li­vi­on her head sank gently against him.

			D’Urberville stopped the horse, with­drew his feet from the stir­rups, turned side­ways on the saddle, and en­closed her waist with his arm to sup­port her.

			This im­me­di­ately put her on 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 power­ful one, be­ing for­tu­nately the quietest he rode.

			“That is dev­il­ish un­kind!” he said. “I mean no harm—only to keep you from fall­ing.”

			She pondered sus­pi­ciously, till, think­ing that this might after all be true, she re­len­ted, and said quite humbly, “I beg your par­don, sir.”

			“I won’t par­don you un­less you show some con­fid­ence in me. Good God!” he burst out, “what am I, to be re­pulsed so by a mere chit like you? For near three mor­tal months have you trifled with my feel­ings, eluded me, and snubbed me; and I won’t stand it!”

			“I’ll leave you to­mor­row, sir.”

			“No, you will not leave me to­mor­row! Will you, I ask 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 know that I love you, and think you the pret­ti­est girl in the world, which you are. Mayn’t I treat you as a lov­er?”

			She drew a quick pet­tish breath of ob­jec­tion, writh­ing un­eas­ily on her seat, looked far ahead, and mur­mured, “I don’t know—I wish—how can I say yes or no when—”

			He settled the mat­ter by clasp­ing his arm round her as he de­sired, and Tess ex­pressed no fur­ther neg­at­ive. Thus they sidled slowly on­ward till it struck her they had been ad­van­cing for an un­con­scion­able time—far longer than was usu­ally oc­cu­pied 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.

			“Why, where be we?” she ex­claimed.

			“Passing by a wood.”

			“A wood—what wood? Surely we are quite out of the road?”

			“A bit of The Chase—the old­est wood in Eng­land. It is a lovely night, and why should we not pro­long our ride a little?”

			“How could you be so treach­er­ous!” said Tess, between arch­ness and real dis­may, and get­ting rid of his arm by pulling open his fin­gers one by one, though at the risk of slip­ping off her­self. “Just when I’ve been put­ting such trust in you, and ob­li­ging you to please you, be­cause I thought I had wronged you by that push! Please set me down, and let me walk home.”

			“You can­not walk home, darling, even if the air were clear. We are miles away from Trantridge, if I must tell you, and in this grow­ing fog you might wander for hours among these trees.”

			“Nev­er mind that,” she coaxed. “Put me down, I beg you. I don’t mind where it is; only let me get down, sir, please!”

			“Very well, then, I will—on one con­di­tion. Hav­ing brought you here to this out-of-the-way place, I feel my­self re­spons­ible for your safe-con­duct home, whatever you may 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, I don’t quite know where we are my­self. Now, if you will prom­ise to wait be­side the horse while I walk through the bushes till I come to some road or house, and as­cer­tain ex­actly our where­abouts, I’ll de­pos­it you here will­ingly. When I come back I’ll give you full dir­ec­tions, and if you in­sist upon walk­ing you may; or you may ride—at your pleas­ure.”

			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.

			“I sup­pose I must hold the horse?” said she.

			“Oh no; it’s not ne­ces­sary,” replied Alec, pat­ting the pant­ing creature. “He’s had enough of it for to­night.”

			He turned the horse’s head in­to the bushes, hitched him on to a bough, and made a sort of couch or nest for her in the deep mass of dead leaves.

			“Now, you sit there,” he said. “The leaves have not got damp as yet. Just give an eye to the horse—it will be quite suf­fi­cient.”

			He took a few steps away from her, but, re­turn­ing, said, “By the by, Tess, your fath­er has a new cob today. Some­body gave it to him.”

			“Some­body? You!”

			D’Urberville nod­ded.

			“O how very good of you that is!” she ex­claimed, with a pain­ful sense of the awk­ward­ness of hav­ing to thank him just then.

			“And the chil­dren have some toys.”

			“I didn’t know—you ever sent them any­thing!” she mur­mured, much moved. “I al­most wish you had not—yes, I al­most wish it!”

			“Why, dear?”

			“It—hampers me so.”

			“Tessy—don’t you love me ever so little now?”

			“I’m grate­ful,” she re­luct­antly ad­mit­ted. “But I fear I do not—” The sud­den vis­ion of his pas­sion for her­self as a factor in this res­ult so dis­tressed her that, be­gin­ning with one slow tear, and then fol­low­ing with an­oth­er, she wept out­right.

			“Don’t cry, dear, dear one! Now sit down here, and wait till I come.” She pass­ively sat down amid the leaves he had heaped, and shivered slightly. “Are you cold?” he asked.

			“Not very—a little.”

			He touched her with his fin­gers, which sank in­to her as in­to down. “You have only that puffy muslin dress on—how’s that?”

			“It’s my best sum­mer one. ’Twas very warm when I star­ted, and I didn’t know I was go­ing to ride, and that it would be night.”

			“Nights grow chilly in Septem­ber. Let me see.” He pulled off a light over­coat that he had worn, and put it round her ten­derly. “That’s it—now you’ll feel warm­er,” he con­tin­ued. “Now, my pretty, rest there; I shall soon be back again.”

			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 as­cen­ded 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.

			In the mean­time Alec d’Urberville had pushed on up the 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 com­pan­ion­ship with her, and giv­ing far more at­ten­tion to Tess’s moon­lit per­son than to any 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. D’Urberville thereupon turned back; but by this time the moon had quite gone down, and partly on ac­count of the fog The Chase was wrapped in thick dark­ness, al­though 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 down, round and round, he at length heard a slight move­ment of the horse close at hand; and the sleeve of his over­coat un­ex­pec­tedly caught his foot.

			“Tess!” said d’Urberville.

			There was no an­swer. The ob­scur­ity was now so great that he could see ab­so­lutely noth­ing but a pale neb­u­lous­ness at his feet, which rep­res­en­ted the white muslin fig­ure he had left upon the dead leaves. Everything else was black­ness alike. D’Urberville stooped; and heard a gentle reg­u­lar breath­ing. He knelt and bent lower, till her breath warmed his face, 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 gentle roost­ing birds in their last nap; and about them stole the hop­ping rab­bits and hares. But, might some say, where was Tess’s guard­i­an an­gel? where was the provid­ence of her simple faith? Per­haps, like that oth­er god of whom the iron­ic­al Tish­bite spoke, he 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 wrong man the wo­man, the wrong wo­man the man, many thou­sand years of ana­lyt­ic­al 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 d’Urberville’s mailed an­cest­ors rol­lick­ing home from a fray 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 scorned by av­er­age hu­man nature; and it there­fore does not mend the mat­ter.

			As Tess’s own people down in those re­treats are nev­er tired of say­ing among each oth­er in their fa­tal­ist­ic way: “It was to be.” There lay the pity of it. An im­meas­ur­able so­cial chasm was to di­vide our heroine’s per­son­al­ity there­after from that pre­vi­ous self of hers who stepped from her moth­er’s door to try her for­tune at Trantridge poultry-farm.
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			XII

			The bas­ket was heavy and the bundle was 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, went stead­ily on again.

			It was a Sunday morn­ing in late Oc­to­ber, about four months after Tess Durbey­field’s ar­rival at Trantridge, and some few weeks sub­sequent to the night ride in The Chase. The time was not long past day­break, and the yel­low lu­min­os­ity upon the ho­ri­zon be­hind her back lighted the ridge to­wards which her face was set—the bar­ri­er of the vale wherein she had of late been a stranger—which she would have to climb over to reach her birth­place. The as­cent was gradu­al on this side, and the soil and 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 so­journ at Trantridge, her nat­ive vil­lage had seemed a faraway spot. The field-folk shut in there traded north­ward and west­ward, trav­elled, cour­ted, and mar­ried north­ward and west­ward, thought north­ward and west­ward; those on this side mainly dir­ec­ted their en­er­gies and at­ten­tion to the east and south.

			The in­cline was the same down which d’Urberville had 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 over the fa­mil­i­ar green world bey­ond, now half-veiled in mist. It was al­ways beau­ti­ful from here; it was ter­ribly beau­ti­ful to Tess today, 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 by the long white road that Tess her­self had just la­boured up, she saw a two-wheeled 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 man and horse stopped be­side her.

			“Why did you slip away by stealth like this?” said d’Urberville, with up­braid­ing breath­less­ness; “on a Sunday morn­ing, too, when people were all in bed! I only dis­covered it by ac­ci­dent, and I have been driv­ing like the deuce to over­take you. Just look at the mare. Why go off like this? You know that nobody wished to hinder your go­ing. And how un­ne­ces­sary it has been for you to toil along on foot, and en­cum­ber your­self with this heavy load! I have fol­lowed like a mad­man, simply to drive you the rest of the dis­tance, if you won’t come back.”

			“I shan’t come back,” said she.

			“I thought you wouldn’t—I said so! Well, then, put up your bas­ket, and let me help you on.”

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

			D’Urberville mech­an­ic­ally lit a ci­gar, and the jour­ney was con­tin­ued with broken un­emo­tion­al con­ver­sa­tion on the com­mon­place ob­jects by the way­side. 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.

			“What are you cry­ing for?” he coldly asked.

			“I was only think­ing that I was born over there,” mur­mured Tess.

			“Well—we must all be born some­where.”

			“I wish I had nev­er been born—there or any­where else!”

			“Pooh! Well, if you didn’t wish to come to Trantridge why did you come?”

			She did not reply.

			“You didn’t come for love of me, that I’ll swear.”

			“ ’Tis quite true. If I had gone for love o’ you, if I had ever sin­cerely loved you, if I loved you still, I should not so loathe and hate my­self for my weak­ness as I do now! … My eyes were dazed by you for a little, and that was all.”

			He shrugged his shoulders. She re­sumed—

			“I didn’t un­der­stand your mean­ing till it was too late.”

			“That’s what every wo­man says.”

			“How can you dare to use such words!” she cried, turn­ing im­petu­ously upon him, her eyes flash­ing as the lat­ent spir­it (of which he was to see more some day) awoke in her. “My God! I could knock you out of the gig! Did it nev­er strike your mind that what every wo­man says some wo­men may feel?”

			“Very well,” he said, laugh­ing; “I am sorry to wound you. I did wrong—I ad­mit it.” He dropped in­to some little bit­ter­ness as he con­tin­ued: “Only you needn’t be so ever­last­ingly fling­ing it in my face. I 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 your­self with the best, in­stead of in the bald plain way you have lately af­fected, as if you couldn’t get a rib­bon more than you earn.”

			Her lip lif­ted slightly, though there was little scorn, as a rule, in her large and im­puls­ive nature.

			“I have said I will not take any­thing more from you, and I will not—I can­not! I should be your creature to go on do­ing that, and I won’t!”

			“One would think you were a prin­cess from your man­ner, in ad­di­tion to a true and ori­gin­al d’Urberville—ha! ha! Well, Tess, dear, I can say no more. I sup­pose I am a bad fel­low—a damn bad fel­low. I was born bad, and I have lived bad, and I shall die bad in all prob­ab­il­ity. But, upon my lost soul, I won’t be bad to­wards you again, Tess. And if cer­tain cir­cum­stances should arise—you 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. I may not be at Trantridge—I am go­ing to Lon­don for a time—I can’t stand the old wo­man. But all let­ters will be for­war­ded.”

			She said that she did not wish him to drive her fur­ther, and they stopped just un­der the clump of trees. D’Urberville alighted, and lif­ted her down bod­ily in his arms, af­ter­wards pla­cing her art­icles on the ground be­side her. She bowed to him slightly, her eye just linger­ing in his; and then she turned to take the par­cels for de­par­ture.

			Alec d’Urberville re­moved his ci­gar, bent to­wards her, and said—

			“You are not go­ing to turn away like that, dear! Come!”

			“If you wish,” she answered in­dif­fer­ently. “See how you’ve mastered me!”

			She thereupon turned round and lif­ted her face to his, and re­mained like a marble term while he im­prin­ted a kiss upon her cheek—half per­func­tor­ily, half as if zest had not yet quite died out. Her eyes vaguely res­ted upon the re­motest trees in the lane while the kiss was giv­en, as though she were nearly un­con­scious of what he did.

			“Now the oth­er side, for old ac­quaint­ance’ sake.”

			She turned her head in the same pass­ive way, as one might turn at the re­quest of a sketch­er or hairdress­er, and he kissed the oth­er side, his lips touch­ing cheeks that were damp and smoothly chill as the skin of the mush­rooms in the fields around.

			“You don’t give me your mouth and kiss me back. You nev­er will­ingly do that—you’ll nev­er love me, I fear.”

			“I have said so, of­ten. It is true. I have nev­er really and truly loved you, and I think I nev­er can.” She ad­ded mourn­fully, “Per­haps, of all things, a lie on this thing would do the most good to me now; but I have hon­our enough left, little as ’tis, not to tell that lie. If I did love you, I may have the best o’ causes for let­ting you know it. But I don’t.”

			He emit­ted a la­boured breath, as if the scene were get­ting rather op­press­ive to his heart, or to his con­science, or to his gen­til­ity.

			“Well, you are ab­surdly mel­an­choly, Tess. I have no reas­on for flat­ter­ing you now, and I 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; I say it to you as a prac­tic­al man and well-wish­er. If you are wise you will show it to the world more than you do be­fore it fades … And yet, Tess, will you come back to me! Upon my soul, I don’t like to let you go like this!”

			“Nev­er, nev­er! I made up my mind as soon as I saw—what I ought to have seen soon­er; and I won’t come.”

			“Then good morn­ing, my four months’ cous­in—good­bye!”

			He leapt up lightly, ar­ranged the reins, and was gone between the tall red-ber­ried hedges.

			Tess did not look after him, but slowly wound along the crooked lane. It was still early, and though the sun’s lower 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, how­ever, 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 “Good morn­ing” be­fore she had been long aware of his propin­quity. He ap­peared to be an ar­tis­an of some sort, and car­ried a tin pot of red paint in his hand. He asked in a busi­ness­like man­ner if he should take her bas­ket, which she per­mit­ted him to do, walk­ing be­side him.

			“It is early to be astir this Sab­bath morn!” he said cheer­fully.

			“Yes,” said Tess.

			“When most people are at rest from their week’s work.”

			She also as­sen­ted to this.

			“Though I do more real work today than all the week be­sides.”

			“Do you?”

			“All the week I work for the glory of man, and on Sunday for the glory of God. That’s more real than the oth­er—hey? I have a little to do here at this stile.” The man turned, as he spoke, to an open­ing at the road­side lead­ing in­to a pas­ture. “If you’ll wait a mo­ment,” he ad­ded, “I shall not be long.”

			As he had her bas­ket she could not well do oth­er­wise; and she 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 pause while that word was driv­en well home to the read­er’s heart—

			
				Thy, dam­na­tion, slumbereth, not.

				2 Peter 2:3
			

			Against the peace­ful land­scape, the pale, de­cay­ing tints of the copses, the blue air of the ho­ri­zon, and the lichened stile-boards, these star­ing ver­mil­ion words shone forth. They seemed to shout them­selves out and make the at­mo­sphere ring. Some people might have cried “Alas, poor Theo­logy!” at the hideous de­face­ment—the last grot­esque phase of a creed which had served man­kind well in its time. But the words entered Tess with ac­cus­at­ory hor­ror. It was 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.

			“Do you be­lieve what you paint?” she asked in low tones.

			“Be­lieve that tex? Do I be­lieve in my own ex­ist­ence!”

			“But,” said she trem­u­lously, “sup­pose your sin was not of your own seek­ing?”

			He shook his head.

			“I can­not split hairs on that burn­ing query,” he said. “I have walked hun­dreds of miles this past sum­mer, paint­ing these texes on every wall, gate, and stile the length and breadth of this dis­trict. I leave their ap­plic­a­tion to the hearts of the people who read ’em.”

			“I think they are hor­rible,” said Tess. “Crush­ing! Killing!”

			“That’s what they are meant to be!” he replied in a trade voice. “But you should read my hot­test ones—them I kips for slums and sea­ports. They’d make ye wriggle! Not but what this is a very good tex for rur­al dis­tricts. … Ah—there’s a nice bit of blank wall up by that barn stand­ing to waste. I must put one there—one that it will be good for dan­ger­ous young fe­males like yer­self to heed. Will ye wait, missy?”

			“No,” said she; and tak­ing her bas­ket Tess trudged on. A little way for­ward she turned her head. The old gray wall began to ad­vert­ise a sim­il­ar fiery let­ter­ing to the first, with 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 to be the in­scrip­tion he was now halfway through—

			
				Thou, shalt, not, com­mit—

			

			Her cheer­ful friend saw her look­ing, stopped his brush, and shouted—

			“If you want to ask for edi­fic­a­tion on these things of mo­ment, there’s a very earn­est good man go­ing to preach a char­ity-ser­mon today in the par­ish you are go­ing to—Mr. Clare of Em­min­ster. I’m not of his per­sua­sion now, but he’s a good man, and he’ll ex­pound as well as any par­son I know. ’Twas he began the work in me.”

			But Tess did not an­swer; she throb­bingly re­sumed her walk, her eyes fixed on the ground. “Pooh—I don’t be­lieve God said such things!” she mur­mured con­temp­tu­ously when her flush had died away.

			A plume of smoke soared up sud­denly from her fath­er’s chim­ney, the sight of which made her heart ache. The as­pect of the in­teri­or, when she reached it, made her heart ache more. Her moth­er, who had just come down­stairs, turned to greet her from the fire­place, where she was kind­ling barked-oak twigs un­der the break­fast kettle. The young chil­dren were still above, as was also her fath­er, it be­ing Sunday morn­ing, when he felt jus­ti­fied in ly­ing an ad­di­tion­al half-hour.

			“Well!—my dear Tess!” ex­claimed her sur­prised moth­er, jump­ing up and kiss­ing the girl. “How be ye? I didn’t see you till you was in upon me! Have you come home to be mar­ried?”

			“No, I have not come for that, moth­er.”

			“Then for a hol­i­day?”

			“Yes—for a hol­i­day; for a long hol­i­day,” said Tess.

			“What, isn’t your cous­in go­ing to do the hand­some thing?”

			“He’s not my cous­in, and he’s not go­ing to marry me.”

			Her moth­er eyed her nar­rowly.

			“Come, you have not told me all,” she said.

			Then Tess went up to her moth­er, put her face upon Joan’s neck, and told.

			“And yet th’st not got him to marry ’ee!” re­it­er­ated her moth­er. “Any wo­man would have done it but you, after that!”

			“Per­haps any wo­man would ex­cept me.”

			“It would have been some­thing like a story to come back with, if you had!” con­tin­ued Mrs. Durbey­field, ready to burst in­to tears of vex­a­tion. “After all the talk about you and him which has reached us here, who would have ex­pec­ted it to end like this! Why didn’t ye think of do­ing some good for your fam­ily in­stead o’ think­ing only of your­self? See how I’ve got to teave and slave, and your poor weak fath­er with his heart clogged like a drip­ping-pan. I did hope for some­thing to come out o’ this! To see what a pretty pair you and he made that day when you drove away to­geth­er four months ago! See what he has giv­en us—all, as we thought, be­cause we were his kin. But if he’s not, it must have been done be­cause of his love for ’ee. And yet you’ve not got him to marry!”

			Get Alec d’Urberville in the mind to marry her! He 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 him she could 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 nev­er wholly 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 for her name’s sake she scarcely wished to marry him.

			“You ought to have been more care­ful if you didn’t mean to get him to make you his wife!”

			“O moth­er, my moth­er!” cried the ag­on­ized girl, turn­ing pas­sion­ately upon her par­ent as if her poor heart would break. “How could I be ex­pec­ted to know? I was a child when I left this house four months ago. Why didn’t you tell me there was danger in men-folk? Why didn’t you warn me? Ladies know what to fend hands against, be­cause they read nov­els that tell them of these tricks; but I nev­er had the chance o’ learn­ing in that way, and you did not help me!”

			Her moth­er was sub­dued.

			“I thought if I spoke of his fond feel­ings and what they might lead to, you would be hontish wi’ him and lose your chance,” she mur­mured, wip­ing her eyes with her ap­ron. “Well, we must make the best of it, I sup­pose. ’Tis nater, after all, and what do please God!”

		
	
		
			XIII

			The event of Tess Durbey­field’s re­turn from the man­or of 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 ac­quaint­ances 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 that it was this said thirty-first cous­in, Mr. d’Urberville, who had fallen 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 Tess’s sup­posed po­s­i­tion, by its 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 turned—

			“How pretty she is; and how that best frock do set her off! I be­lieve it cost an im­mense deal, and that it was a gift from him.”

			Tess, who was reach­ing up to get the tea-things from the corner-cup­board, did not hear these com­ment­ar­ies. If she had heard them, she might soon have set her friends right on the mat­ter. But her moth­er heard, and Joan’s simple 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 evan­es­cent tri­umph should in­volve her daugh­ter’s repu­ta­tion; it might end in mar­riage yet, and in the warmth of her re­spons­ive­ness to their ad­mir­a­tion she in­vited her vis­it­ors to stay to tea.

			Their chat­ter, their laughter, their good-hu­moured in­nu­en­does, above all, their flashes and flick­er­ings of envy, re­vived Tess’s spir­its also; and, as the even­ing wore on, she 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 flushed in 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 be­ing, in the words of Robert South, “in love with her own ru­in,” that 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 list­less­ness again.

			And the des­pond­ency of the next morn­ing’s dawn, when it was no longer Sunday, but Monday; and no best clothes; and the laugh­ing vis­it­ors were gone, and she awoke alone in her old bed, the in­no­cent young­er chil­dren breath­ing softly around her. In place 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 a tomb.

			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 chant­ing—such as it was—and the old Psalms, and to join in the Morn­ing Hymn. That in­nate love of melody, which she had in­her­ited from her bal­lad-singing moth­er, gave the simplest mu­sic a power over her which could well-nigh 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 the gal­lantries 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 twos and threes, de­pos­ited them­selves in rows be­fore her, res­ted three-quar­ters 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 among the rest—the old double chant “Lang­don”—but she did not know what it was called, though she would much have liked to know. She thought, without ex­actly word­ing the thought, how strange and god­like was a com­poser’s power, who from the grave could lead through 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 last ob­serving 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 this time was after dark; and it was then, when out in the woods, that she seemed least sol­it­ary. She knew how to hit to a hair’s-breadth that mo­ment of even­ing when the light and the dark­ness are so evenly bal­anced that the con­straint of day and the sus­pense of night 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 ac­cre­tion called the world, which, so ter­rible in the mass, is so un­for­mid­able, even pi­ti­able, in its units.

			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 in­teg­ral part 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 mid­night airs and gusts, moan­ing amongst the tightly-wrapped 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 not class def­in­itely 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 Tess’s fancy—a cloud 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, or stand­ing un­der a pheas­ant-laden 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. She had been made to break an ac­cep­ted so­cial law, but no law known to the en­vir­on­ment in which she fan­cied her­self such an an­om­aly.

		
	
		
			XIV

			It was a hazy sun­rise in Au­gust. The dens­er noc­turn­al va­pours, at­tacked by the warm beams, were di­vid­ing and shrink­ing in­to 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 present as­pect, 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 golden-haired, beam­ing, mild-eyed, God­like creature, gaz­ing 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 red-hot pokers upon cup­boards, chests of draw­ers, and oth­er fur­niture 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, with two oth­ers be­low, formed the re­volving Maltese cross of the reap­ing-ma­chine, 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 a look of hav­ing been dipped in li­quid fire.

			The field had already been “opened”; that is to say, a lane a few feet wide had been hand-cut 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 hedge-top struck the west hedge mid­way, so that the heads of the groups were en­joy­ing sun­rise while their feet were still in the dawn. They dis­ap­peared 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 afore­said long 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 passed 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 rose in­to view over the stubble, then the bright arms, 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 in­to a fast­ness, 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 up­right 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 reap­ing-ma­chine 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 hands—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 sun­beams at 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 par­cel of out­door nature, and is not merely an ob­ject set down therein as at or­din­ary times. A field-man is a per­son­al­ity afield; a field-wo­man is a por­tion of the field; she had some­how lost her own mar­gin, im­bibed the es­sence of her sur­round­ing, and as­sim­il­ated her­self with it.

			The wo­men—or rather girls, for they were mostly young—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 jack­et, an­oth­er in a cream-col­oured tight-sleeved gown, an­oth­er in a pet­ti­coat as red as the arms of the reap­ing-ma­chine; and oth­ers, older, in the brown-rough “wrop­per” or over­all—the old-es­tab­lished and most ap­pro­pri­ate dress of the field-wo­man, 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 finely-drawn fig­ure of them all. But her bon­net is pulled so far over her brow that none of her face is dis­closed while she 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 clock-like 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 against her 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 brings the ends of the bond to­geth­er, and kneels on the sheaf while she ties it, beat­ing back her skirts now 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 she 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 they fall against. The cheeks are paler, the teeth more reg­u­lar, the red lips thin­ner than is usu­al in a coun­try-bred girl.

			It is Tess Durbey­field, oth­er­wise d’Urberville, some­what changed—the same, but not the same; at the present stage of her ex­ist­ence liv­ing as a 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 noth­ing 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 Tess’s, the whole bevy of them draw­ing to­geth­er like dan­cers in a quad­rille at the com­ple­tion of a sheaf by each, every­one pla­cing her sheaf on end against those of the rest, till a shock, or “stitch” as it was here called, of ten or a dozen was formed.

			They went to break­fast, and came again, and the work pro­ceeded as be­fore. As the hour of el­ev­en drew near a per­son watch­ing her might have no­ticed that every now and then Tess’s glance flit­ted wist­fully to the brow of the hill, 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 at first 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, and passing 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 rab­bit-skin cap, and with a red handker­chief 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 the bur­den, went away to the next shock and joined the oth­er chil­dren play­ing there. Tess, with a curi­ously stealthy yet cour­ageous move­ment, and with a still rising col­our, un­fastened her frock and began suck­ling the child.

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

			“She’s fond of that there child, though she mid pre­tend to hate en, and say she wishes the baby and her too were in the church­yard,” ob­served the wo­man in the red pet­ti­coat.

			“She’ll soon leave off say­ing that,” replied the one in buff. “Lord, ’tis won­der­ful what a body can get used to o’ that sort in time!”

			“A little more than per­suad­ing had to do wi’ the com­ing o’t, I reck­on. There were they that heard a sob­bing one night last year in The Chase; and it mid ha’ gone hard wi’ a cer­tain party if folks had come along.”

			“Well, a little more, or a little less, ’twas a thou­sand pit­ies that it should have happened to she, of all oth­ers. But ’tis al­ways the come­li­est! The plain ones be as safe as churches—hey, Jenny?” The speak­er turned to one of the group who cer­tainly was not ill-defined as plain.

			It was a thou­sand pit­ies, in­deed; it was im­possible for even an en­emy to feel oth­er­wise on look­ing at Tess as she sat there, with her flower-like 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 in­to their ir­ises—shade be­hind shade—tint bey­ond tint—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 again—to 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 and for­got­ten. 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 bowed her head so pro­foundly—the thought of the world’s con­cern at her situ­ation—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 passing thought. 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 this much to them—“Ah, she makes her­self un­happy.” 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 them—“Ah, she bears it very well.” 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 cre­ated, 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.

			Whatever Tess’s reas­on­ing, some spir­it had in­duced her to dress her­self up neatly as she had formerly done, and come out in­to the fields, har­vest-hands be­ing greatly in de­mand just then. 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 har­vest­men rose from the shock of corn, and stretched their limbs, and ex­tin­guished their pipes. The horses, which had been un­har­nessed and fed, were again 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 to draw 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, in the com­pany of a broad tar­nished moon that had ris­en from the ground to the east­wards, its face re­sem­bling the out­worn gold-leaf halo of some worm-eaten Tuscan saint. Tess’s fe­male com­pan­ions sang songs, and showed them­selves very sym­path­et­ic and glad at her 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 the event 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 col­lapse had been prob­able, so tender and puny was its frame; but the event came as a shock nev­er­the­less.

			The baby’s of­fence against so­ci­ety in com­ing in­to the world was for­got­ten by the girl-moth­er; her soul’s de­sire was to con­tin­ue that of­fence by pre­serving the life 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 tran­scen­ded that of the child’s simple loss. 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 col­our. 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 which her fath­er’s sense of the an­tique no­bil­ity of his fam­ily was highest, and his sens­it­ive­ness to the smudge which Tess had set upon that no­bil­ity most pro­nounced, for he had just re­turned from his weekly booze at Rol­li­v­er’s Inn. No par­son should come in­side his door, he de­clared, pry­ing in­to his af­fairs, just then, when, by her shame, 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 the night found that the baby was still worse. It was ob­vi­ously dy­ing—quietly 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 ma­lig­nant pos­sib­il­it­ies stand rock-firm 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 arch-fiend toss­ing it with his three-pronged fork, like the one they used for 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 sleep­ing house that her night­gown be­came damp with per­spir­a­tion, and the bed­stead shook with each throb of her heart.

			The in­fant’s breath­ing grew more dif­fi­cult, and the moth­er’s men­tal ten­sion in­creased. It was use­less to de­vour the little thing with kisses; she could stay in bed no longer, and walked fe­ver­ishly about the room.

			“O mer­ci­ful God, have pity; have pity upon my poor baby!” she cried. “Heap as much an­ger as you want to upon me, and wel­come; but pity the child!”

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

			“Ah! per­haps baby can be saved! Per­haps it will be just the same!”

			She spoke so brightly that it seemed as though her face might have shone in the gloom sur­round­ing her. She 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, and made them kneel around, put­ting their hands to­geth­er with fin­gers ex­actly ver­tic­al. While the chil­dren, scarcely awake, awestricken at her man­ner, their eyes grow­ing lar­ger and lar­ger, re­mained in this po­s­i­tion, she took the baby from her bed—a child’s child—so 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 Pray­er­book open be­fore her, as the clerk at church held it 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 kindly dim­ness of the weak candle ab­strac­ted from her form and fea­tures the little blem­ishes which sun­light might have re­vealed—the stubble scratches upon her wrists, and the wear­i­ness of her eyes—her high en­thu­si­asm hav­ing a trans­fig­ur­ing ef­fect upon the face which had 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 heav­i­ness at that hour would not al­low to be­come act­ive.

			The most im­pressed of them said:

			“Be you really go­ing to christen him, Tess?”

			The girl-moth­er replied in a grave af­firm­at­ive.

			“What’s his name go­ing to be?”

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

			“Sor­row, I bap­tize thee in the name of the Fath­er, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost.”

			She sprinkled the wa­ter, and there was si­lence.

			“Say ‘Amen,’ chil­dren.”

			The tiny voices piped in obed­i­ent re­sponse, “Amen!”

			Tess went on:

			“We re­ceive this child”—and so forth—“and do sign him with the sign of the Cross.”

			Here she dipped her hand in­to the basin, and fer­vently drew an im­mense 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 sol­dier and ser­vant un­to his life’s end. She duly went on with the Lord’s Pray­er, the chil­dren lisp­ing it after her in a thin gnat-like wail, till, at the con­clu­sion, rais­ing their voices to clerk’s pitch, they again piped in­to si­lence, “Amen!”

			Then their sis­ter, with much aug­men­ted con­fid­ence in the ef­fic­acy of the sac­ra­ment, poured forth from the bot­tom of her heart the thanks­giv­ing that fol­lows, ut­ter­ing it boldly and tri­umphantly in the stopped-diapason 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 of faith 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 candle-flame in­ver­ted in her eye-pu­pils shone like a dia­mond. The chil­dren gazed up at her with more and more 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 aw­ful—a di­vine per­son­age with whom they had noth­ing in com­mon.

			Poor Sor­row’s cam­paign against sin, the world, and the dev­il was doomed to be of lim­ited bril­liancy—luck­ily per­haps for him­self, con­sid­er­ing his be­gin­nings. In the blue of the morn­ing that fra­gile sol­dier and ser­vant breathed his last, and when the oth­er chil­dren awoke they cried bit­terly, and begged Sissy to have an­oth­er pretty baby.

			The calmness which had pos­sessed Tess since the christen­ing re­mained with her in the in­fant’s loss. In the day­light, in­deed, she felt her ter­rors about his soul to have been some­what ex­ag­ger­ated; wheth­er well foun­ded or not, she had no 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 ir­reg­u­lar­ity—either for her­self or for her child.

			So passed away Sor­row the Un­desired—that 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, the week’s weath­er 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 new­comer, and did not know her. She went to his house after dusk, 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.

			“I should like to ask you some­thing, sir.”

			He ex­pressed his will­ing­ness to listen, and she told the story of the baby’s ill­ness and the ex­tem­por­ized or­din­ance. “And now, sir,” she ad­ded earn­estly, “can you tell me this—will it be just the same for him as if you had bap­tized him?”

			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 voice, com­bined to af­fect his no­bler im­pulses—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.

			“My dear girl,” he said, “it will be just the same.”

			“Then will you give him a Chris­ti­an buri­al?” she asked quickly.

			The Vicar felt him­self cornered. Hear­ing of the baby’s ill­ness, he had con­scien­tiously gone to the house after night­fall to per­form the rite, and, un­aware that the re­fus­al to ad­mit him had come from Tess’s fath­er and not from Tess, he could not al­low the plea of ne­ces­sity for its ir­reg­u­lar ad­min­is­tra­tion.

			“Ah—that’s an­oth­er mat­ter,” he said.

			“An­oth­er mat­ter—why?” asked Tess, rather warmly.

			“Well—I would will­ingly do so if only we two were con­cerned. But I must not—for cer­tain reas­ons.”

			“Just for once, sir!”

			“Really I must not.”

			“O sir!” She seized his hand as she spoke.

			He with­drew it, shak­ing his head.

			“Then I don’t like you!” she burst out, “and I’ll nev­er come to your church no more!”

			“Don’t talk so rashly.”

			“Per­haps it will be just the same to him if you don’t? … Will it be just the same? Don’t for God’s sake speak as saint to sin­ner, but as you your­self to me my­self—poor me!”

			How the Vicar re­con­ciled his an­swer with the strict no­tions he sup­posed him­self to hold on these sub­jects it is bey­ond a lay­man’s power to tell, though not to ex­cuse. Some­what moved, he said in this case also—

			“It will be just the same.”

			So the baby was car­ried in a small deal box, un­der an an­cient wo­man’s shawl, to the church­yard that night, and bur­ied by lan­tern-light, at the cost of a shil­ling and a pint of beer to the sex­ton, in that shabby corner of God’s al­lot­ment where He lets the nettles grow, and where all un­bap­tized in­fants, no­tori­ous 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 head of the 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 ob­ser­va­tion noted the words “Keel­well’s Marmalade”? The eye of ma­ter­nal af­fec­tion did not see them in its vis­ion of high­er things.

		
	
		
			XV

			“By ex­per­i­ence,” says Ro­ger Ascham, “we find out a short way by a long wan­der­ing.” Not sel­dom that long wan­der­ing un­fits us for fur­ther travel, and of what use is our ex­per­i­ence to us then? Tess Durbey­field’s ex­per­i­ence was of this in­ca­pa­cit­at­ing kind. At last she had learned what to do; but who would now ac­cept her do­ing?

			If be­fore go­ing to the d’Urbervilles’ she had vig­or­ously 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 Tess’s power—nor is it in any­body’s power—to feel the whole truth of golden opin­ions while it is pos­sible to profit by them. She—and how many more—might have iron­ic­ally said to God with Saint Au­gustine: “Thou hast coun­selled a bet­ter course than Thou hast per­mit­ted.”

			She re­mained at her fath­er’s house dur­ing the winter months, pluck­ing fowls, or cram­ming tur­keys and geese, or mak­ing clothes for her sis­ters and broth­ers out of some finery which d’Urberville had giv­en her, and she had put by with con­tempt. Ap­ply to him she would not. But she would of­ten clasp her hands be­hind her head and muse when she 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 the baby’s birth and death; also her own 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 those; that 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 not feel the chill of each yearly en­counter with such a cold re­la­tion? She had Jeremy Taylor’s thought that some time in the fu­ture those who had known her would say: “It is the —th, the day that poor Tess Durbey­field died”; and there would be noth­ing sin­gu­lar 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 com­plex 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 ar­rest­ing; her soul that of a wo­man whom the tur­bu­lent ex­per­i­ences of the last year or two had quite failed to de­mor­al­ize. But for the world’s opin­ion those ex­per­i­ences would have been simply a lib­er­al edu­ca­tion.

			She had held so aloof of late that her trouble, nev­er gen­er­ally known, was 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 fam­ily’s at­tempt to “claim kin”—and, through her, even closer uni­on—with the rich d’Urbervilles. At least she 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 past and 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 which per­vaded 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 moved the wild an­im­als, and made her pas­sion­ate to go. At last, one day in early May, a let­ter reached her from a former friend of her moth­er’s, to whom she had ad­dressed in­quir­ies long be­fore—a per­son whom she had nev­er seen—that a skil­ful milk­maid was re­quired at a dairy-house 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 been so small. 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’Urberville air-castles in the dreams and deeds of her new life. She would be the dairy­maid Tess, and noth­ing more. Her moth­er knew Tess’s feel­ing on this point so well, 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 one of the in­terests of the new place to her was the ac­ci­dent­al vir­tues of its ly­ing near her fore­fath­ers’ coun­try (for they were not Blakemore men, though her moth­er was Blakemore to the bone). The dairy called Tal­bothays, for which she was bound, stood not re­motely from some of the former es­tates of the d’Urbervilles, near the great fam­ily vaults of her grand­dames and their power­ful hus­bands. She would be able to look at them, and think not only that d’Urberville, like Babylon, had fallen, but that the in­di­vidu­al in­no­cence 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 un­ex­pec­ted youth, sur­ging up anew after its tem­por­ary check, and bring­ing with it hope, and the in­vin­cible in­stinct to­wards self-de­light.
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			XVI

			On a thyme-scen­ted, bird-hatch­ing morn­ing in May, between two and three years after the re­turn from Trantridge—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, through 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 looked back re­gret­fully at Mar­lott and her fath­er’s house, al­though she had been so anxious to get away.

			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 in their 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 car­ri­er’s van that ran to the south­w­est; for the rail­ways which en­girdled this in­teri­or tract of coun­try had nev­er yet struck across it. While wait­ing, how­ever, 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 trib­ute to her coun­ten­ance. 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 slight non­des­cript 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 low-ly­ing meads of a fur­ther val­ley in which the dairy stood that was the aim and end of her day’s 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 sup­pos­ing to be trees mark­ing the en­virons of Kings­bere—in the church of which par­ish the bones of her an­cest­ors—her use­less an­cest­ors—lay en­tombed.

			She had no ad­mir­a­tion for them now; she al­most hated them for the dance they had led her; not a thing of all that had been theirs did she re­tain but the old seal and spoon. “Pooh—I have as much of moth­er as fath­er in me!” she said. “All my pret­ti­ness comes from her, and she was only a dairy­maid.”

			The jour­ney over the in­ter­ven­ing up­lands and low­lands of Eg­don, when she 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 long-sought-for vale, the Val­ley of the Great 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, the groups 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 can­vas by Van Alsloot or Sal­laert with burgh­ers. The ripe hue of the red and dun kine ab­sorbed the even­ing sun­light, which the white-coated an­im­als re­turned to the eye in rays al­most dazzling, even at the dis­tant el­ev­a­tion on which she stood.

			The bird’s-eye per­spect­ive 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, bra­cing, eth­er­e­al. 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 un­awares. 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 wa­ter-flower was the lily; the crow­foot here.

			Either the change in the qual­ity 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 in every bird’s note seemed to lurk a joy.

			Her face had lat­terly changed with chan­ging states of mind, con­tinu­ally fluc­tu­at­ing between beauty and or­din­ar­i­ness, ac­cord­ing as the thoughts 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 el­ev­ated mood; her more in­tense mood with her less per­fect beauty. 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 even now 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 thank­ful­ness, 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:

			
				
					O ye Sun and Moon …
					

					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 mag­ni­fy Him forever!
				

			

			She sud­denly stopped and mur­mured: “But per­haps I don’t quite know the Lord as yet.”

			And prob­ably the half-un­con­scious 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 re­mote fore­fath­ers than of the sys­tem­at­ized re­li­gion taught their race at later date. How­ever, Tess found at least ap­prox­im­ate ex­pres­sion for her feel­ings in the old Be­ne­di­cite that she had lisped from in­fancy; and it was enough. Such high con­tent­ment with such a slight 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 with 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 the once power­ful d’Urbervilles were now.

			There was, it might be said, the en­ergy of her moth­er’s un­ex­pen­ded fam­ily, as well as the nat­ur­al en­ergy of Tess’s years, re­kindled after the ex­per­i­ence which had so over­whelmed her for the time. Let the truth be told—wo­men do as a rule live through such hu­mi­li­ations, and re­gain their spir­its, and again look about them with an in­ter­ested eye. While there’s life there’s hope is a con­vic­tion not so en­tirely un­known to the “be­trayed” as 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 read aright the val­ley be­fore her it was ne­ces­sary to des­cend in­to its midst. When Tess had ac­com­plished this feat she found 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 from the 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 ex­panse of verd­ant flat­ness, like a fly on a bil­liard-table 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, which, after 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 call—“Waow! waow! waow!”

			From the fur­thest east to the fur­thest west the cries spread as if by con­ta­gion, ac­com­pan­ied in some cases by the bark­ing of a dog. It was not the ex­pres­sion of the val­ley’s con­scious­ness that beau­ti­ful Tess had ar­rived, but the or­din­ary an­nounce­ment of milk­ing-time—half-past four o’clock, when the dairy­men set about get­ting in the cows.

			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 their rear, and entered the bar­ton by the open gate through which they had entered be­fore her. Long thatched sheds stretched round the en­clos­ure, their slopes en­crus­ted with vivid green moss, and their eaves sup­por­ted by wooden posts rubbed to a glossy smooth­ness 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 pen­du­lum-wise; 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 even­ing with 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 façades long ago, or the out­line of Al­ex­an­der, Caesar, and the Pharaohs.

			They were the 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 now—all prime milchers, such as were sel­dom seen out of this val­ley, and not al­ways with­in it; nour­ished by the suc­cu­lent feed which the wa­ter-meads 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 glittered with some­thing of mil­it­ary dis­play. Their large-veined ud­ders hung pon­der­ous as sand­bags, the teats stick­ing out like the legs of a gipsy’s crock; and as each 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 dairy-house 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. Each girl sat down on her three-legged stool, her face side­ways, her right cheek rest­ing against the cow, and looked mus­ingly along the an­im­al’s flank at Tess as she ap­proached. The male milk­ers, with hat-brims turned down, rest­ing flat on their fore­heads and gaz­ing on the ground, did not ob­serve her.

			One of these was a sturdy middle-aged man—whose long white “pin­ner” was some­what finer and clean­er than the wraps of the oth­ers, and whose jack­et un­der­neath had a present­able mar­ket­ing as­pect—the mas­ter-dairy­man, 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 broad­cloth in his fam­ily pew at church, be­ing so marked as to have in­spired a rhyme:

			
				
					Dairy­man Dick
					

					All the week:—
					

					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 now—and he re­ceived her warmly; in­quir­ing for her moth­er and the rest of the fam­ily—(though this as a mat­ter of form merely, for in real­ity he had not been aware of Mrs. Durbey­field’s ex­ist­ence till ap­prised of the fact by a brief busi­ness-let­ter about Tess).

			“Oh—ay, as a lad I knowed your part o’ the coun­try very well,” he said ter­min­at­ively. “Though I’ve nev­er been there 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, and that ’twere a old an­cient race that had all but per­ished off the earth—though the new gen­er­a­tions didn’t know it. But, Lord, I took no no­tice of the old wo­man’s ram­blings, not I.”

			“Oh no—it is noth­ing,” said Tess.

			Then the talk was of busi­ness only.

			“You can milk ’em clean, my maidy? I don’t want my cows go­ing azew at this time o’ year.”

			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.

			“Quite sure you can stand it? ’Tis com­fort­able enough here for rough folk; but we don’t live in a cow­cum­ber frame.”

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

			“Well, I sup­pose you’ll want a dish o’ tay, or victu­als of some sort, hey? Not yet? Well, do as ye like about it. But faith, if ’twas I, I should be as dry as a kex wi’ trav­el­ling so far.”

			“I’ll be­gin milk­ing now, to get my hand in,” said Tess.

			She drank a little milk as tem­por­ary re­fresh­ment—to the sur­prise—in­deed, slight con­tempt—of Dairy­man Crick, to whose mind it had ap­par­ently nev­er oc­curred that milk was good as a bever­age.

			“Oh, if ye can swall­er that, be it so,” he said in­dif­fer­ently, while hold­ing up the pail that she sipped from. “ ’Tis what I hain’t touched for years—not I. Rot the stuff; it would lie in my in­nerds like lead. You can try your hand upon she,” he pur­sued, nod­ding to the nearest cow. “Not but what she do milk rather hard. We’ve hard ones and we’ve easy ones, like oth­er folks. How­ever, you’ll find out that soon enough.”

			When Tess had changed her bon­net for a hood, 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 to look about her.

			The milk­ers formed quite a little bat­talion of men and maids, the men op­er­at­ing on the hard-teated an­im­als, the maids on the kind­li­er natures. It was a large dairy. There were nearly a hun­dred milchers un­der Crick’s man­age­ment, all told; and of the herd the mas­ter-dairy­man milked six or eight with his own hands, un­less away from home. These were the cows that milked hard­est of all; for his jour­ney-milk­men be­ing more or less cas­u­ally hired, he would not en­trust this half-dozen to their treat­ment, 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 would “go azew”—that is, dry up. It 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 purr of the milk-jets 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 milk­ers’ hands up and down, and the swing of the cows’ tails. Thus they all worked on, en­com­passed by the vast flat mead which ex­ten­ded to either slope of the val­ley—a level land­scape com­poun­ded of old land­scapes long for­got­ten, and, no doubt, dif­fer­ing in char­ac­ter very greatly from the land­scape they com­posed now.

			“To my think­ing,” said the dairy­man, rising sud­denly from a cow he had just fin­ished off, snatch­ing up his three-legged stool in one hand and the pail in the oth­er, and mov­ing on to the next hard-yield­er in his vi­cin­ity, “to my think­ing, the cows don’t gie down their milk today as usu­al. Upon my life, if Winker do be­gin keep­ing back like this, she’ll not be worth go­ing un­der by mid­sum­mer.”

			“ ’Tis be­cause there’s a new hand come among us,” said Jonath­an Kail. “I’ve no­ticed such things afore.”

			“To be sure. It may be so. I didn’t think o’t.”

			“I’ve been told that it goes up in­to their horns at such times,” said a dairy­maid.

			“Well, as to go­ing up in­to their horns,” replied Dairy­man Crick du­bi­ously, as though even witch­craft might be lim­ited by ana­tom­ic­al pos­sib­il­it­ies, “I couldn’t say; I cer­tainly could not. But as nott cows will keep it back as well as the horned ones, I don’t quite agree to it. Do ye know that riddle about the nott cows, Jonath­an? Why do nott cows give less milk in a year than horned?”

			“I don’t!” in­ter­posed the milk­maid, “Why do they?”

			“Be­cause there bain’t so many of ’em,” said the dairy­man. “How­somever, these gam’sters do cer­tainly keep back their milk today. Folks, we must lift up a stave or two—that’s the only cure for’t.”

			Songs were of­ten re­sor­ted to in dair­ies here­about as an en­tice­ment to the cows when they showed signs of with­hold­ing their usu­al yield; and the band of milk­ers at this re­quest burst in­to melody—in purely busi­ness­like tones, it is true, and with no great spon­taneity; the res­ult, ac­cord­ing to their own be­lief, be­ing a de­cided im­prove­ment dur­ing the song’s con­tinu­ance. When they had gone 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 flames around him, one of the male milk­ers said—

			“I wish singing on the stoop didn’t use up so much of a man’s wind! You should get your harp, sir; not but what a fiddle is best.”

			Tess, who had giv­en ear to this, thought the words were ad­dressed to the dairy­man, but she was wrong. A reply, in the shape of “Why?” came as it were out of the belly of a dun cow in the stalls; it had been spoken by a milk­er be­hind the an­im­al, whom she had not hitherto per­ceived.

			“Oh yes; there’s noth­ing like a fiddle,” said the dairy­man. “Though I do think that bulls are more moved by a tune than cows—at least that’s my ex­per­i­ence. Once there was an old aged man over at Mell­stock—Wil­li­am Dewy by name—one of the fam­ily that used to do a good deal of busi­ness as tranters over there—Jonath­an, do ye mind?—I knowed the man by sight as well as I 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 short­ness’ sake he took a cut across Forty-acres, a field ly­ing that way, where a bull was out to grass. The bull seed Wil­li­am, and took after him, horns aground, begad; and though Wil­li­am runned his best, and hadn’t much drink in him (con­sid­er­ing ’twas a wed­ding, and the folks well off), he found he’d nev­er reach the fence and get over in 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 stood still, look­ing hard at Wil­li­am Dewy, who fiddled on and on; till a sort of a smile stole over the bull’s 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 seat of Wil­li­am’s breeches. Well, Wil­li­am had to turn about and play on, willy-nilly; and ’twas only three o’clock in the world, and ’a knowed that nobody would come that way for hours, and he so leery and tired that ’a didn’t know what to do. When he had scraped till about four o’clock he felt that he ver­ily would have to give over soon, and he said to him­self, ‘There’s only this last tune between me and etern­al wel­fare! Heav­en save me, or I’m a done man.’ Well, then he called to mind how he’d seen the cattle kneel o’ Christ­mas Eves in the dead o’ night. It was not Christ­mas Eve then, but it came in­to his head to play a trick upon the bull. So he broke in­to the ’Tiv­ity Hymm, just as at Christ­mas car­ol-singing; when, lo and be­hold, down went the bull on his bended knees, in his ig­nor­ance, just as if ’twere the true ’Tiv­ity night and hour. As soon as his horned friend were down, Wil­li­am turned, clinked off like a long-dog, and jumped safe over hedge, be­fore the pray­ing bull had got on his feet again to take after him. Wil­li­am used to say that he’d seen a 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 upon, and ’twas not Christ­mas Eve. … Yes, Wil­li­am Dewy, that was the man’s name; and I can tell you to a foot where’s he a-ly­ing in Mell­stock Church­yard at this very mo­ment—just between the second yew tree and the north aisle.”

			“It’s a curi­ous story; it car­ries us back to me­di­ev­al times, when faith was a liv­ing thing!”

			The re­mark, sin­gu­lar for a dairy-yard, 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.

			“Well, ’tis quite true, sir, wheth­er or no. I knowed the man well.”

			“Oh yes; I have no doubt of it,” said the per­son be­hind the dun cow.

			Tess’s at­ten­tion was thus at­trac­ted to the dairy­man’s in­ter­locutor, of whom she could see but the merest patch, ow­ing to his bury­ing his head so per­sist­ently in the flank of the milcher. She could not un­der­stand why he should be ad­dressed as “sir” even by the dairy­man him­self. But no ex­plan­a­tion was dis­cern­ible; he re­mained un­der the cow long enough to have milked three, ut­ter­ing a private ejac­u­la­tion now and then, as if he could not get on.

			“Take it gentle, sir; take it gentle,” said the dairy­man. “ ’Tis knack, not strength, that does it.”

			“So I find,” said the oth­er, stand­ing up at last and stretch­ing his arms. “I think I have fin­ished her, how­ever, though she made my fin­gers ache.”

			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 some­thing edu­cated, 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 re­mem­ber where she had met him; and then it flashed upon her that he was the ped­es­tri­an who had joined in the club-dance at Mar­lott—the passing stranger who had come she knew not whence, had danced with oth­ers but not with her, and slight­ingly left her, and gone 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 she found no 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 ac­quired a young man’s shapely mous­tache and beard—the lat­ter of the palest straw col­our where it began upon his cheeks, and deep­en­ing to a warm brown farther from its root. Un­der his lin­en milk­ing-pin­ner he wore a dark vel­veteen jack­et, cord breeches and gaiters, and a starched white shirt. Without the milk­ing-gear nobody could have guessed what he was. He might with 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 the new­comer, “How pretty she is!” with some­thing of real gen­er­os­ity and ad­mir­a­tion, though with a half hope that the aud­it­ors would qual­i­fy the as­ser­tion—which, strictly speak­ing, they might have done, pret­ti­ness be­ing an in­ex­act defin­i­tion of what struck the eye in Tess. When the milk­ing was fin­ished for the even­ing they straggled in­doors, where Mrs. Crick, the dairy­man’s wife—who was too re­spect­able to go out milk­ing her­self, and wore a hot stuff gown in warm weath­er be­cause the dairy­maids wore prints—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 sup­per­time of the su­per­i­or milk­er who had com­men­ted on the story, and asked no ques­tions about him, the re­mainder of the even­ing be­ing oc­cu­pied in ar­ran­ging her place in the bed­cham­ber. It was a large room over the milk-house, some thirty feet long; the sleep­ing-cots of the oth­er three in­door milk­maids be­ing in 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 would in­sist upon re­lat­ing to the lat­ter vari­ous par­tic­u­lars of the homestead in­to which she had just entered. The girl’s whispered words mingled with the shades, and, to Tess’s drowsy mind, they seemed to be gen­er­ated by the dark­ness in which they floated.

			“Mr. An­gel Clare—he that is learn­ing milk­ing, and that plays the harp—nev­er says much to us. He is a pa’son’s son, and is too much taken up wi’ his own thoughts to no­tice girls. He is the dairy­man’s pu­pil—learn­ing farm­ing in all its branches. He has learnt sheep-farm­ing at an­oth­er place, and he’s now mas­ter­ing dairy-work. … Yes, he is quite the gen­tle­man-born. His fath­er is the Rev­er­ent Mr. Clare at Em­min­ster—a good many miles from here.”

			“Oh—I have heard of him,” said her com­pan­ion, now awake. “A very earn­est cler­gy­man, is he not?”

			“Yes—that he is—the earn­est­est man in all Wessex, they say—the last of the old Low Church sort, they tell me—for all about here be what they call High. All his sons, ex­cept our Mr. Clare, be made pa’sons too.”

			Tess had not at this hour the 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 ad­join­ing cheeseloft, and the meas­ured drip­ping of the whey from the wrings down­stairs.

		
	
		
			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 a man’s, though with an 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 def­in­ite 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 Dairy as a six months’ pu­pil, after go­ing the round of some 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 home-farm, as cir­cum­stances might de­cide.

			His entry in­to the ranks of the ag­ri­cul­tur­ists and breed­ers was a step in the young man’s ca­reer which had been 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. This lady had 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 not taken 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 be­fore An­gel’s ap­pear­ance at the Mar­lott dance, on a day when he had left school and was pur­su­ing his stud­ies at home, a par­cel came to the Vicar­age from the loc­al book­seller’s, dir­ec­ted to the 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 straight to the shop with the book un­der his arm.

			“Why has this been sent to my house?” he asked per­emp­tor­ily, hold­ing up the volume.

			“It was ordered, sir.”

			“Not by me, or any­one be­long­ing to me, I am happy to say.”

			The shop­keep­er looked in­to his or­der-book.

			“Oh, it has been mis­dir­ec­ted, sir,” he said. “It was ordered by Mr. An­gel Clare, and should have been sent to him.”

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

			“Look in­to this book, my boy,” he said. “What do you know about it?”

			“I ordered it,” said An­gel simply.

			“What for?”

			“To read.”

			“How can you think of read­ing it?”

			“How can I? Why—it is a sys­tem of philo­sophy. There is no more mor­al, or even re­li­gious, work pub­lished.”

			“Yes—mor­al enough; I don’t deny that. But re­li­gious!—and for you, who in­tend to be a min­is­ter of the Gos­pel!”

			“Since you have al­luded to the mat­ter, fath­er,” said the son, with anxious thought upon his face, “I should like to say, once for all, that I should prefer not to take Or­ders. I fear I could not con­scien­tiously do so. I love the Church as one loves a par­ent. I shall al­ways have the warmest af­fec­tion for her. There is no in­sti­tu­tion for whose his­tory I have a deep­er ad­mir­a­tion; but I can­not hon­estly be or­dained her min­is­ter, as my broth­ers are, while she re­fuses to lib­er­ate her mind from an un­ten­able re­dempt­ive theo­l­atry.”

			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, para­lysed. 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, but de­vout; a firm be­liev­er—not as the phrase is now elu­sively con­strued by theo­lo­gic­al thimble-rig­gers in the Church and out of it, but in the old and ar­dent sense of the Evan­gel­ic­al school: one who could

			
				
					In­deed opine
					

					That the Etern­al and Di­vine
					

					Did, eight­een cen­tur­ies ago
					

					In very truth …
				

			

			An­gel’s fath­er tried ar­gu­ment, per­sua­sion, en­treaty.

			“No, fath­er; I can­not un­der­write Art­icle Four (leave alone the rest), tak­ing it ‘in the lit­er­al and gram­mat­ic­al sense’ as re­quired by the De­clar­a­tion; and, there­fore, I can’t be a par­son in the present state of af­fairs,” said An­gel. “My whole in­stinct in mat­ters of re­li­gion is to­wards re­con­struc­tion; to quote your fa­vor­ite Epistle to the Hebrews, ‘the re­mov­ing of those things that are shaken, as of things that are made, that those things which can­not be shaken may re­main.’ ”

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

			“What is the good of your moth­er and me eco­nom­iz­ing and stint­ing ourselves to give you a Uni­ver­sity edu­ca­tion, if it is not to be used for the hon­our and glory of God?” his fath­er re­peated.

			“Why, that it may be used for the hon­our and glory of man, fath­er.”

			Per­haps if An­gel had per­severed he might have gone to Cam­bridge like his broth­ers. But the Vicar’s view of that seat of learn­ing as a step­ping-stone to Or­ders alone was quite a fam­ily tra­di­tion; and so rooted was the idea in his mind that per­sever­ance began to 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 the three young men.

			“I will do without Cam­bridge,” said An­gel at last. “I feel that I have no right to go there in the cir­cum­stances.”

			The ef­fects of this de­cis­ive de­bate were not long in show­ing them­selves. He spent years and years in des­ultory stud­ies, un­der­tak­ings, and med­it­a­tions; he began to evince con­sid­er­able in­dif­fer­ence to so­cial forms and ob­serv­ances. The ma­ter­i­al dis­tinc­tions of rank and wealth he in­creas­ingly des­pised. Even the “good old fam­ily” (to use a fa­vour­ite phrase of a late loc­al worthy) had no 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 car­ried 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 to be done; he had wasted many valu­able years; and hav­ing an ac­quaint­ance who was start­ing 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 home—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 com­pet­ency—in­tel­lec­tu­al liberty.

			So we find An­gel Clare at six-and-twenty here at Tal­bothays as a stu­dent of kine, and, as there were no houses near at hand in which he could get a com­fort­able lodging, a boarder at the dairy­man’s.

			His room was an im­mense at­tic which ran the whole length of the dairy-house. It could only be reached by a lad­der from the cheese-loft, and had been 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 dairy-folk 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 sit­ting-room.

			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 to 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 din­ing-kit­chen, with the dairy­man and his wife, and the maids and men, who all to­geth­er formed a lively as­sembly; for though 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, in­deed, a real de­light in their com­pan­ion­ship. The con­ven­tion­al farm-folk of his ima­gin­a­tion—per­son­i­fied in the news­pa­per-press by the pi­ti­able dummy known as Hodge—were ob­lit­er­ated after a few days’ res­id­ence. At close quar­ters no Hodge was to be seen. At first, it is true, when Clare’s in­tel­li­gence was fresh from a con­trast­ing so­ci­ety, these friends with whom he now hob­nobbed seemed a little strange. Sit­ting down as a level mem­ber of the dairy­man’s house­hold seemed at the out­set an un­dig­ni­fied pro­ceed­ing. The ideas, 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 of mono­ton­ous­ness. His host and his host’s house­hold, his men and his maids, as they be­came in­tim­ately known to Clare, began to dif­fer­en­ti­ate them­selves as in a chem­ic­al pro­cess. The thought of Pas­cal’s was brought home to him: “A mesure qu’on a plus d’es­prit, on trouve qu’il y a plus d’hommes ori­gin­aux. Les gens du com­mun ne trouvent pas de différence entre les hommes.” The typ­ic­al and un­vary­ing Hodge ceased to ex­ist. He had been dis­in­teg­rated in­to a num­ber of var­ied fel­low-creatures—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 Crom­wellian—in­to men who had private views of each oth­er, as he had of his friends; who could ap­plaud or con­demn each oth­er, amuse or sad­den them­selves by the con­tem­pla­tion of each oth­er’s foibles or vices; men every one of whom walked in his own in­di­vidu­al way the road to dusty death.

			Un­ex­pec­tedly he began to like the 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 of be­lief 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 grew 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 darkly—the sea­sons in their moods, morn­ing and even­ing, night and noon, winds in their dif­fer­ent tem­pers, trees, wa­ters and mists, shades and si­lences, and the voices of in­an­im­ate things.

			

			The early morn­ings were still suf­fi­ciently cool to render a fire ac­cept­able in the large room wherein they break­fas­ted; and, by Mrs. Crick’s or­ders, who held that he was too gen­teel to mess at their table, it was An­gel Clare’s cus­tom to sit in the yawn­ing chim­ney-corner dur­ing the meal, his cup-and-sau­cer and plate be­ing placed on a hinged flap at his el­bow. The light from the long, wide, mul­lioned win­dow op­pos­ite shone 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 munch­ing pro­files rising sharp against the panes; while to the side was the milk-house door, through which were vis­ible the rect­an­gu­lar leads in rows, full to the brim with the morn­ing’s milk. At the fur­ther end the great churn could be seen re­volving, and its slip-slop­ping 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 sev­er­al days after Tess’s ar­rival Clare, sit­ting 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 an out­ward scene for the gen­er­al im­pres­sion. One day, how­ever, when he had been con­ning one of his mu­sic-scores, and by force of ima­gin­a­tion was hear­ing the tune in his head, he lapsed in­to list­less­ness, and the mu­sic-sheet rolled to the hearth. He looked at the fire of logs, with its one flame pi­rou­et­ting on the top in a dy­ing dance after the break­fast-cook­ing 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 soot, which quivered to the same melody; also at the half-empty kettle whin­ing an ac­com­pani­ment. The con­ver­sa­tion at the table mixed in with his phant­as­mal or­ches­tra till he thought: “What a fluty voice one of those milk­maids has! I sup­pose it is the new one.”

			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.

			“I don’t know about ghosts,” she was say­ing; “but I do know that our souls can be made to go out­side our bod­ies when we are alive.”

			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.

			“What—really now? And is it so, maidy?” he said.

			“A very easy way to feel ’em go,” con­tin­ued Tess, “is to 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 and hun­dreds o’ miles away from your body, which you don’t seem to want at all.”

			The dairy­man re­moved his hard gaze from Tess, and fixed it on his wife.

			“Now that’s a rum thing, Chris­ti­an­er—hey? To think o’ the miles I’ve vamped o’ star­light nights these last thirty year, court­ing, or trad­ing, or for doc­tor, or for nurse, and yet nev­er had the least no­tion o’ that till now, or feeled my soul rise so much as an inch above my shirt-col­lar.”

			The gen­er­al at­ten­tion be­ing drawn to her, in­clud­ing that of the dairy­man’s pu­pil, Tess flushed, 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.

			“What a fresh and vir­gin­al daugh­ter of Nature that milk­maid is!” he said to him­self.

			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 ramble it cer­tainly 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.

		
	
		
			XIX

			In gen­er­al the cows were milked as 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.

			It was Dairy­man Crick’s rule to in­sist on break­ing down 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 maids’ private aims, how­ever, were the re­verse of the dairy­man’s rule, the daily se­lec­tion by each dam­sel of the eight or ten cows to which she had grown ac­cus­tomed ren­der­ing the op­er­a­tion on their will­ing ud­ders sur­pris­ingly easy and ef­fort­less.

			Tess, like her 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 three years, she would have been glad to meet the milchers’ views in this re­spect. Out of the whole ninety-five there were eight in par­tic­u­lar—Dump­ling, Fancy, Lofty, Mist, Old Pretty, Young Pretty, Tidy, and Loud—who, though the teats of one or two were as hard as car­rots, gave down to her with a read­i­ness that made her work on them a mere touch of the fin­gers. Know­ing, how­ever, the dairy­man’s wish, she en­deav­oured con­scien­tiously to take the an­im­als just as they came, ex­cept­ing the very hard yield­ers which she could 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 dairy­man’s pu­pil had lent a hand in get­ting 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.

			“Mr. Clare, you have ranged the cows!” she said, blush­ing; and in mak­ing the ac­cus­a­tion, symp­toms of a smile gently lif­ted her up­per lip in spite of her, so as to show the tips of her teeth, the lower lip re­main­ing severely still.

			“Well, it makes no dif­fer­ence,” said he. “You will al­ways be here to milk them.”

			“Do you think so? I hope I shall! But I don’t know.”

			She was 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 such that at dusk, when the 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 equi­lib­ri­um and 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 wandered in 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 at a touch; and with tall bloom­ing weeds emit­ting of­fens­ive smells—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 cuckoo-spittle on her skirts, crack­ing snails that were un­der­foot, stain­ing her hands with thistle-milk and slug-slime, and rub­bing off upon her na­ked arms sticky blights which, though snow-white 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 notes of the second­hand 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 the weep­ing of the garden’s sens­ib­il­ity. Though near night­fall, the rank-smelling 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 round the fence, 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.

			“What makes you draw off in that way, Tess?” said he. “Are you afraid?”

			“Oh no, sir—not of out­door things; es­pe­cially just now when the apple-blooth is fall­ing, and everything is so green.”

			“But you have your in­door fears—eh?”

			“Well—yes, sir.”

			“What of?”

			“I couldn’t quite say.”

			“The milk turn­ing sour?”

			“No.”

			“Life in gen­er­al?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“Ah—so have I, very of­ten. This hobble of be­ing alive is rather ser­i­ous, don’t you think so?”

			“It is—now you put it that way.”

			“All the same, I shouldn’t have ex­pec­ted a young girl like you to see it so just yet. How is it you do?”

			She main­tained a hes­it­at­ing si­lence.

			“Come, Tess, tell me in con­fid­ence.”

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

			“The trees have in­quis­it­ive eyes, haven’t they?—that is, seem as if they had. And the river says—‘Why do ye trouble me with your looks?’ And you seem to see num­bers of to­mor­rows just all in a line, the first of them the biggest and clearest, the oth­ers get­ting smal­ler and smal­ler as they stand farther away; but they all seem very fierce and cruel and as if they said, ‘I’m com­ing! Be­ware of me! Be­ware of me!’ … But you, sir, can raise up dreams with your mu­sic, and drive all such hor­rid fan­cies away!”

			He was sur­prised to find this young wo­man—who though but a milk­maid had just that touch of rar­ity about her which might make her the en­vied of her house­mates—shap­ing such sad ima­gin­ings. She was ex­press­ing in her own nat­ive phrases—as­sisted a little by her Sixth Stand­ard train­ing—feel­ings which might al­most have been called those of the age—the 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 defin­i­tion—a more ac­cur­ate ex­pres­sion, by words in logy and ism, 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 to re­mind him that ex­per­i­ence is as to in­tens­ity, and not as to dur­a­tion. Tess’s passing cor­por­eal blight had been her men­tal har­vest.

			Tess, on her part, could not un­der­stand why a man of cler­ic­al fam­ily and good edu­ca­tion, and above phys­ic­al want, should look 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 the man of Uz—as she her­self had felt two or three years ago—“My soul chooseth strangling and death rather than my life. I loathe it; I would not live al­way.”

			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 ship­wright’s yard, he was study­ing what he wanted to 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 ring-straked, his menser­vants and his maids. At times, nev­er­the­less, it did seem un­ac­count­able to her that a de­cidedly book­ish, mu­sic­al, think­ing young man should have chosen de­lib­er­ately to be a farm­er, and not a cler­gy­man, like his fath­er and broth­ers.

			Thus, neither hav­ing the clue to the oth­er’s secret, they were re­spect­ively puzzled at what each re­vealed, and awaited new know­ledge of each oth­er’s char­ac­ter and mood without at­tempt­ing to pry in­to each oth­er’s his­tory.

			

			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 seemed 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 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 buds called “lords and ladies” from the bank while he spoke.

			“Why do you look so woe­be­gone all of a sud­den?” he asked.

			“Oh, ’tis only—about my own self,” she said, with a frail laugh of sad­ness, fit­fully be­gin­ning to peel a “lady” mean­while. “Just a sense of what might have been with me! My life looks as if it had been wasted for want of chances! When I see what you know, what you have read, and seen, and thought, I feel what a noth­ing I am! I’m like the poor Queen of Sheba who lived in the Bible. There is no more spir­it in me.”

			“Bless my soul, don’t go troub­ling about that! Why,” he said with some en­thu­si­asm, “I should be only too glad, my dear Tess, to help you to any­thing in the way of his­tory, or any line of read­ing you would like to take up—”

			“It is a lady again,” in­ter­rup­ted she, hold­ing out the bud she had peeled.

			“What?”

			“I meant that there are al­ways more ladies than lords when you come to peel them.”

			“Nev­er mind about the lords and ladies. Would you like to take up any course of study—his­tory, for ex­ample?”

			“Some­times I feel I don’t want to know any­thing more about it than I know already.”

			“Why not?”

			“Be­cause what’s the use of learn­ing that I am one of a long row only—find­ing out that there is set down in some old book some­body just like me, and to know that I shall only act her part; mak­ing me sad, that’s all. The best is not to re­mem­ber that your nature and your past do­ings have been just like thou­sands’ and thou­sands’, and that your com­ing life and do­ings’ll be like thou­sands’ and thou­sands’.”

			“What, really, then, you don’t want to learn any­thing?”

			“I shouldn’t mind learn­ing why—why the sun do shine on the just and the un­just alike,” she answered, with a slight quaver in her voice. “But that’s what books will not tell me.”

			“Tess, fie for such bit­ter­ness!” Of course he spoke with a 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 caught up the sen­ti­ment by rote. She went on peel­ing the lords and ladies till Clare, re­gard­ing for a mo­ment the wave­like 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, thought­fully 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 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 is­sues—the iden­tity of her fam­ily with that of the knightly d’Urbervilles. Bar­ren at­trib­ute as it was, dis­astrous as its 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 Pur­be­ck-marble and ala­baster people in Kings­bere Church really rep­res­en­ted her own lin­eal fore­fath­ers; that she was no spuri­ous d’Urberville, com­poun­ded of money and am­bi­tion like those at Trantridge, but true d’Urberville to the bone.

			But, be­fore ven­tur­ing to make the rev­el­a­tion, 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.

			“Mr. Clare,” said the dairy­man em­phat­ic­ally, “is one of the most re­bellest ro­zums you ever knowed—not a bit like the rest of his fam­ily; and if there’s one thing that he do hate more than an­oth­er ’tis the no­tion of what’s called a’ old fam­ily. He says that it stands to reas­on that old fam­il­ies have done their spurt of work in past days, and can’t have any­thing left in ’em now. There’s the Bil­lets and the Dren­khards and the Greys and the St. Quintins and the Hardys and the Goulds, who used to own the lands for miles down this val­ley; you could buy ’em all up now for an old song a’most. Why, our little Retty Priddle here, you know, is one of the Par­idelles—the old fam­ily that used to own lots o’ the lands out by King’s Hin­tock, now owned by the Earl o’ Wessex, afore even he or his was heard of. Well, Mr. Clare found this out, and spoke quite scorn­ful to the poor girl for days. ‘Ah!’ he says to her, ‘you’ll nev­er 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 for more deeds!’ A boy came here t’oth­er day ask­ing for a job, and said his name was Matt, and when we asked him his sur­name he said he’d nev­er heard that ’a had any sur­name, and when we asked why, he said he sup­posed his folks hadn’t been ’stab­lished long enough. ‘Ah! you’re the very boy I want!’ says Mr. Clare, jump­ing up and shak­ing hands wi’en; ‘I’ve great hopes of you’; and gave him half-a-crown. O no! he can’t stom­ach old fam­il­ies!”

			After hear­ing this ca­ri­ca­ture of Clare’s opin­ion poor Tess was glad that she had not said a word in a weak mo­ment about her fam­ily—even though it was so un­usu­ally old al­most to have gone round the circle and be­come a new one. Be­sides, an­oth­er di­ary-girl was as good as she, it seemed, in that re­spect. She held her tongue about the d’Urberville vault and the Knight of the Con­quer­or whose name she bore. The in­sight af­forded in­to Clare’s char­ac­ter sug­ges­ted to her that it was largely ow­ing to her sup­posed un­tra­di­tion­al new­ness that she had won in­terest in his eyes.

		
	
		
			XX

			The sea­son de­veloped and ma­tured. An­oth­er year’s 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 Crick’s house­hold of maids and men lived on 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 of thread­bare 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 keep­ing out of it. All the while they were con­ver­ging, un­der an ir­res­ist­ible law, as surely as two streams in one vale.

			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 men­tally 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 and love; where no pro­fundit­ies have been reached; no re­flec­tions have set in, awk­wardly in­quir­ing, “Whith­er does this new cur­rent tend to carry me? What does it mean to my fu­ture? How does it stand to­wards my past?”

			Tess was the merest stray phe­nomen­on to An­gel Clare as yet—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 more than a philo­soph­er’s re­gard of an ex­ceed­ingly nov­el, 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 early, 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 alarm-clock; and, as Tess was the latest ar­rival, and they soon dis­covered that she could be de­pended upon not to 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 dairy­man’s door; then up the lad­der to An­gel’s, call­ing him in a loud whis­per; then woke her fel­low-milk­maids. 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 an­oth­er turn on the pil­low, and did not ap­pear till a quarter of an hour later.

			The gray halftones of day­break are not the gray halftones of the day’s close, though the de­gree of their shade may be the same. In the twi­light of the morn­ing, light seems act­ive, dark­ness 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 of­ten—pos­sibly not al­ways by chance—the first two per­sons to get up at the dairy-house, they seemed to them­selves 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, half-com­poun­ded, aqueous light which per­vaded the open mead im­pressed 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 that at that preter­nat­ur­al time hardly any wo­man so well en­dowed in per­son as she was likely to be walk­ing in the open air with­in the bound­ar­ies of his ho­ri­zon; very few in all Eng­land. Fair wo­men are usu­ally asleep at mid­sum­mer dawns. She was close at hand, and 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 land­scape was in neut­ral shade his com­pan­ion’s face, 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 ap­pear­ing to do so, had caught the cold gleam of day from the north­east; 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 vis­ion­ary es­sence of wo­man—a 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.

			“Call me Tess,” she would say askance; and he did.

			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 non­hu­man hours they could get quite close to the wa­ter­fowl. Her­ons came, with a great bold noise as of 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 rem­nants of small ex­tent. On the gray mois­ture of the grass were marks where the cows had lain through the night—dark-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 cow 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 the bar­ton, 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 up­per 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 mois­ture from the mist hung, too, upon Tess’s eye­lashes, and drops upon her hair, like seed pearls. When the day grew quite strong and com­mon­place these dried off her; 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 own against the oth­er wo­men of the world.

			About this time they would hear Dairy­man Crick’s voice, lec­tur­ing the non­res­id­ent milk­ers for ar­riv­ing late, and speak­ing sharply to old De­borah Fy­ander for not wash­ing her hands.

			“For Heav­en’s sake, pop thy hands un­der the pump, Deb! Upon my soul, if the Lon­don folk only knowed of thee and thy slov­enly ways, they’d swall­er their milk and but­ter more min­cing than they do a’ready; and that’s say­ing a good deal.”

			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 been cleared.

		
	
		
			XXI

			There was a great stir in the milk-house 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 arose the sound they waited for.

			Dairy­man Crick and his wife, the milk­maids Tess, Mari­an, Retty Priddle, Izz 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 moon-like 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.

			“ ’Tis years since I went to Con­jur­or Trendle’s son in Eg­don—years!” said the dairy­man bit­terly. “And he was noth­ing to what his fath­er had been. I have said fifty times, if I have said once, that I don’t be­lieve in en; though ’a do cast folks’ wa­ters very true. But I shall have to go to ’n if he’s alive. O yes, I shall have to go to ’n, if this sort of thing con­tinnys!”

			Even Mr. Clare began to feel tra­gic­al at the dairy­man’s des­per­a­tion.

			“Con­jur­or Fall, t’oth­er side of Cas­ter­bridge, that they used to call ‘Wide-O,’ was a very good man when I was a boy,” said Jonath­an Kail. “But he’s rot­ten as touch­wood by now.”

			“My grand­fath­er used to go to Con­jur­or Myn­terne, out at Owlscombe, and a clev­er man a’ were, so I’ve heard grandf’er say,” con­tin­ued Mr. Crick. “But there’s no such genu­ine folk about nowadays!”

			Mrs. Crick’s mind kept near­er to the mat­ter in hand.

			“Per­haps some­body in the house is in love,” she said tent­at­ively. “I’ve heard tell in my young­er days that that will cause it. Why, Crick—that maid we had years ago, do ye mind, and how the but­ter didn’t come then—”

			“Ah yes, yes!—but that isn’t the rights o’t. It had noth­ing to do with the love­mak­ing. I can mind all about it—’twas the dam­age to the churn.”

			He turned to Clare.

			“Jack Dol­lop, a ’hore’s-bird of a fel­low we had here as milk­er at one time, sir, cour­ted a young wo­man over at Mell­stock, and de­ceived her as he had de­ceived many afore. But he had an­oth­er sort o’ wo­man to reck­on wi’ this time, and it was not the girl her­self. One Holy Thursday of all days in the al­man­ac, we was here as we mid be now, only there was no churn­ing in hand, when we zid the girl’s moth­er com­ing up to the door, wi’ a great brass-moun­ted um­brella in her hand that would ha’ felled an ox, and say­ing ‘do Jack Dol­lop work here?—be­cause I want him! I have a big bone to pick with he, I can as­sure ’n!’ And some way be­hind her moth­er walked Jack’s young wo­man, cry­ing bit­terly in­to her handkerch­er. ‘O Lard, here’s a time!’ said Jack, look­ing out o’ winder at ’em. ‘She’ll murder me! Where shall I get—where shall I—? Don’t tell her where I be!’ And with that he scrambled in­to the churn through the trap-door, and shut him­self in­side, just as the young wo­man’s moth­er bus­ted in­to the milk-house. ‘The vil­lain—where is he?’ says she. ‘I’ll claw his face for’n, let me only catch him!’ Well, she hunted about every­where, bal­ly­rag­ging Jack by side and by seam, Jack ly­ing a’most stifled in­side the churn, and the poor maid—or young wo­man rather—stand­ing at the door cry­ing her eyes out. I shall nev­er for­get it, nev­er! ’Twould have melted a marble stone! But she couldn’t find him nowhere at all.”

			The dairy­man paused, and one or two words of com­ment came from the listen­ers.

			Dairy­man Crick’s stor­ies of­ten seemed to be ended when they were not really so, and strangers were be­trayed in­to pre­ma­ture in­ter­jec­tions of fi­nal­ity; though old friends knew bet­ter. The nar­rat­or went on—

			“Well, how the old wo­man should have had the wit to guess it I could nev­er tell, but she found out that he 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. ‘O Lard! stop the churn! let me out!’ says he, pop­ping out his head. ‘I shall be churned in­to a pummy!’ (He was a cow­ardly chap in his heart, as such men mostly be). ‘Not till ye make amends for ravaging her vir­gin in­no­cence!’ says the old wo­man. ‘Stop the churn you old witch!’ screams he. ‘You call me old witch, do ye, you de­ceiv­er!’ says she, ‘when ye ought to ha’ been call­ing me moth­er-law these last five months!’ And on went the churn, and Jack’s bones rattled round again. Well, none of us ven­tured to in­ter­fere; and at last ’a prom­ised to make it right wi’ her. ‘Yes—I’ll be as good as my word!’ he said. And so it ended that day.”

			While the listen­ers were smil­ing their com­ments there was a quick move­ment be­hind their backs, and they looked round. Tess, pale-faced, had gone to the door.

			“How warm ’tis today!” she said, al­most in­aud­ibly.

			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 raillery—

			“Why, maidy” (he fre­quently, with un­con­scious irony, gave her this pet name), “the pret­ti­est milk­er I’ve got in my dairy; you mustn’t get so fagged as this at the first breath of sum­mer weath­er, or we shall be finely put to for want of ’ee by dog-days, shan’t we, Mr. Clare?”

			“I was faint—and—I think I am bet­ter out o’ doors,” she said mech­an­ic­ally; and dis­ap­peared out­side.

			For­tu­nately for her the milk in the re­volving churn at that mo­ment changed its squash­ing for a de­cided flick-flack.

			“ ’Tis com­ing!” cried Mrs. Crick, and the at­ten­tion of all was called off from Tess.

			That fair suf­fer­er 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 wretched—O so wretched—at the per­cep­tion that to her com­pan­ions the dairy­man’s story 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 ex­per­i­ence. The even­ing sun was now ugly to her, like a great in­flamed wound in the sky. Only a sol­it­ary cracked-voice reed-spar­row greeted her from the bushes by the river, in a sad, ma­chine-made tone, re­sem­bling that of a past friend whose friend­ship she had out­worn.

			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. To­night, 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 reawakened by their voices, and quietly turned her eyes to­wards them.

			Neither of her three cham­ber-com­pan­ions had got in­to bed. They were stand­ing in a group, in their night­gowns, bare­footed, at the win­dow, the last red rays of the west still warm­ing their faces and necks 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.

			“Don’t push! You can see as well as I,” said Retty, the au­burn-haired and young­est girl, without re­mov­ing her eyes from the win­dow.

			“ ’Tis no use for you to be in love with him any more than me, Retty Priddle,” said jolly-faced Mari­an, the eld­est, slyly. “His thoughts be of oth­er cheeks than thine!”

			Retty Priddle still looked, and the oth­ers looked again.

			“There he is again!” cried Izz Huett, the pale girl with dark damp hair and keenly cut lips.

			“You needn’t say any­thing, Izz,” answered Retty. “For I zid you kiss­ing his shade.”

			“What did you see her do­ing?” asked Mari­an.

			“Why—he was stand­ing over the whey-tub to let off the whey, and the shade of his face came upon the wall be­hind, close to Izz, who was stand­ing there filling a vat. She put her mouth against the wall and kissed the shade of his mouth; I zid her, though he didn’t.”

			“O Izz Huett!” said Mari­an.

			A rosy spot came in­to the middle of Izz Huett’s cheek.

			“Well, there was no harm in it,” she de­clared, with at­temp­ted cool­ness. “And if I be in love wi’en, so is Retty, too; and so be you, Mari­an, come to that.”

			Mari­an’s full face could not blush past its chron­ic pink­ness.

			“I!” she said. “What a tale! Ah, there he is again! Dear eyes—dear face—dear Mr. Clare!”

			“There—you’ve owned it!”

			“So have you—so have we all,” said Mari­an, with the dry frank­ness of com­plete in­dif­fer­ence to opin­ion. “It is silly to pre­tend oth­er­wise amongst ourselves, though we need not own it to oth­er folks. I would just marry ’n to­mor­row!”

			“So would I—and more,” mur­mured Izz Huett.

			“And I too,” whispered the more tim­id Retty.

			The listen­er grew warm.

			“We can’t all marry him,” said Izz.

			“We shan’t, either of us; which is worse still,” said the eld­est. “There he is again!”

			They all three blew him a si­lent kiss.

			“Why?” asked Retty quickly.

			“Be­cause he likes Tess Durbey­field best,” said Mari­an, lower­ing her voice. “I have watched him every day, and have found it out.”

			There was a re­flect­ive si­lence.

			“But she don’t care any­thing for ’n?” at length breathed Retty.

			“Well—I some­times think that too.”

			“But how silly all this is!” said Izz Huett im­pa­tiently. “Of course he won’t marry any one of us, or Tess either—a gen­tle­man’s son, who’s go­ing to be a great landown­er and farm­er abroad! More likely to ask us to come wi’en as farm­hands at so much a year!”

			One sighed, and an­oth­er sighed, and Mari­an’s plump fig­ure sighed biggest of all. Some­body in bed hard by sighed too. Tears came in­to the eyes of Retty Priddle, the pretty red-haired young­est—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 minutes 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 deep­er-pas­sioned Tess was very far from sleep­ing even then. This con­ver­sa­tion was 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 young­est ex­cept Retty, more wo­man than either, she per­ceived that only the slight­est or­din­ary care was ne­ces­sary for hold­ing her own in An­gel Clare’s heart against these her can­did friends. But the grave ques­tion was, ought she to do this? There was, to be sure, hardly 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 at­tach­ments had 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 corn to reap. A farm-wo­man 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 be temp­ted to do so, draw off Mr. Clare’s at­ten­tion from oth­er wo­men, for the brief 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 usu­al, and 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.

			“And begad, so ’t have!” said the dairy­man, who held in his left hand a wooden slice on which a lump of but­ter was stuck. “Yes—taste for your­self!”

			Sev­er­al of them gathered round him; and Mr. Clare tasted, Tess tasted, also the oth­er in­door milk­maids, one or two of the milk­ing-men, and last of all Mrs. Crick, who came out from the wait­ing break­fast-table. 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—

			“ ’Tis gar­lic! and I thought there wasn’t a blade left in that mead!”

			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 re­cog­nized the taste at that time, and thought the but­ter be­witched.

			“We must over­haul that mead,” he re­sumed; “this mustn’t con­tinny!”

			All hav­ing armed them­selves with old poin­ted knives, they went out to­geth­er. As the in­im­ic­al plant could only be present in very mi­cro­scop­ic 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 dairy­man at the up­per end with Mr. Clare, who had vo­lun­teered to help; then Tess, Mari­an, Izz Huett, and Retty; then Bill Lewell, Jonath­an, and the mar­ried dairy­wo­men—Beck Knibbs, with her wooly black hair and rolling eyes; and flax­en Frances, con­sumptive from the winter damps of the wa­ter-meads—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 inch of 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 dis­cov­er­able in the whole field; yet such was the herb’s pun­gency that prob­ably one bite of it by one cow had been suf­fi­cient to sea­son the whole dairy’s pro­duce for the day.

			Dif­fer­ing one from an­oth­er in natures and moods so greatly as they did, they yet formed, bend­ing, a curi­ously uni­form row—auto­mat­ic, noise­less; and an ali­en ob­serv­er passing down the neigh­bour­ing lane might well have been ex­cused for mass­ing them as “Hodge.” As they crept along, 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, though the 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.

			“Well, how are you?” he mur­mured.

			“Very well, thank you, sir,” she replied de­murely.

			As they had been dis­cuss­ing a score of per­son­al mat­ters only half-an-hour 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.

			“Upon my soul and body, this here stoop­ing do fairly make my back open and shut!” he ex­claimed, straight­en­ing him­self slowly with an ex­cru­ci­ated look till quite up­right. “And you, maidy Tess, you wasn’t well a day or two ago—this will make your head ache finely! Don’t do any more, if you feel fainty; leave the rest to fin­ish it.”

			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.

			“Don’t they look pretty?” she said.

			“Who?”

			“Izzy Huett and Retty.”

			Tess had moodily de­cided that either of these maid­ens would make a good farm­er’s wife, and that she ought to re­com­mend them, and ob­scure her own wretched charms.

			“Pretty? Well, yes—they are pretty girls—fresh look­ing. I have of­ten thought so.”

			“Though, poor dears, pret­ti­ness won’t last long!”

			“O no, un­for­tu­nately.”

			“They are ex­cel­lent dairy­wo­men.”

			“Yes: though not bet­ter than you.”

			“They skim bet­ter than I.”

			“Do they?”

			Clare re­mained ob­serving them—not without their ob­serving him.

			“She is col­our­ing up,” con­tin­ued Tess hero­ic­ally.

			“Who?”

			“Retty Priddle.”

			“Oh! Why it that?”

			“Be­cause you are look­ing at her.”

			Self-sac­ri­fi­cing as her mood might be, Tess could not well go fur­ther and cry, “Marry one of them, if you really do want a dairy­wo­man and not a lady; and don’t think of mar­ry­ing me!” She fol­lowed Dairy­man Crick, and had the mourn­ful sat­is­fac­tion of see­ing that Clare re­mained be­hind.

			From this day she forced her­self to take pains to avoid him—nev­er al­low­ing her­self, 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, rightly or wrongly, the self-con­trolling sense of duty shown by him, a qual­ity which 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 house­mates might have gone weep­ing on her pil­grim­age.

		
	
		
			XXIII

			The hot weath­er of Ju­ly had crept upon them un­awares, and the at­mo­sphere of the flat vale hung heavy as an opi­ate over the dairy-folk, the cows, and the trees. Hot steam­ing rains fell fre­quently, mak­ing the grass where the cows fed yet more rank, and hinder­ing the late hay­mak­ing in the oth­er meads.

			It was Sunday 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 dairy-house. 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 the more 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 res­ult of the rain had been to flood the lane over­shoe to a dis­tance of some fifty yards. This would have been no ser­i­ous hindrance on a week­day; they would have clicked through it in their high pat­tens and boots quite un­con­cerned; but on this day of van­ity, this Sun’s-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 spot would be vis­ible, the pool was an awk­ward im­ped­i­ment. They could hear the church-bell call­ing—as yet nearly a mile off.

			“Who would have ex­pec­ted such a rise in the river in sum­mer­time!” said Mari­an, from the top of the road­side bank on which they had climbed, and were main­tain­ing a pre­cari­ous foot­ing in the hope of creep­ing along its slope till they were past the pool.

			“We can’t get there any­how, without walk­ing right through it, or else go­ing round the Turn­pike way; and that would make us so very late!” said Retty, paus­ing hope­lessly.

			“And I do col­our up so hot, walk­ing in­to church late, and all the people star­ing round,” said Mari­an, “that I hardly cool down again till we get in­to the That-it-may-please-Thees.”

			While they stood cling­ing to the bank they 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.

			His as­pect was prob­ably as un-Sabbatari­an a one as a dog­mat­ic par­son’s son of­ten presen­ted; his at­tire be­ing his dairy clothes, long wad­ing boots, a cab­bage-leaf in­side his hat to keep his head cool, with a thistle-spud to fin­ish him off. “He’s not go­ing to church,” said Mari­an.

			“No—I wish he was!” mur­mured Tess.

			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 was con­sid­er­able 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 pro­gress. So he had hastened on, with a dim idea of how he could help them—one of them in par­tic­u­lar.

			The rosy-cheeked, bright-eyed quar­tet looked so charm­ing in their light sum­mer at­tire, cling­ing to the road­side bank like pi­geons on a roof-slope, that he stopped 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 tis­sue as in an avi­ary. An­gel’s eye at last fell upon Tess, the hind­most of the four; she, be­ing full of sup­pressed laughter at their di­lemma, could not help meet­ing his glance ra­di­antly.

			He came be­neath them in the wa­ter, which did not rise over his long boots; and stood look­ing at the en­trapped flies and but­ter­flies.

			“Are you try­ing to get to church?” he said to Mari­an, who was in front, in­clud­ing the next two in his re­mark, but avoid­ing Tess.

			“Yes, sir; and ’tis get­ting late; and my col­our do come up so—”

			“I’ll carry you through the pool—every Jill of you.”

			The whole four flushed as if one heart beat through them.

			“I think you can’t, sir,” said Mari­an.

			“It is the only way for you to get past. Stand still. Non­sense—you are not too heavy! I’d carry you all four to­geth­er. Now, Mari­an, at­tend,” he con­tin­ued, “and put your arms round my shoulders, so. Now! Hold on. That’s well done.”

			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 by hers. They dis­ap­peared round the curve of the road, and only his sous­ing foot­steps and the top rib­bon of Mari­an’s bon­net told where they were. In a few minutes he re­appeared. Izz Huett was the next in or­der upon the bank.

			“Here he comes,” she mur­mured, and they could hear that her lips were dry with emo­tion. “And I have to put my arms round his neck and look in­to his face as Mari­an did.”

			“There’s noth­ing in that,” said Tess quickly.

			“There’s a time for everything,” con­tin­ued Izz, un­heed­ing. “A time to em­brace, and a time to re­frain from em­bra­cing; the first is now go­ing to be mine.”

			“Fie—it is Scrip­ture, Izz!”

			“Yes,” said Izz, “I’ve al­ways a’ ear at church for pretty verses.”

			An­gel Clare, to whom three-quar­ters 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 third time Retty’s throb­bing heart could be al­most seen to shake her. He went up to the red-haired girl, and while he was seiz­ing her he glanced at Tess. His lips could not have pro­nounced more plainly, “It will soon be you and I.” Her com­pre­hen­sion ap­peared in her face; 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 Clare’s bur­dens. Mari­an had been like a sack of meal, a dead weight of plump­ness un­der which he has lit­er­ally staggered. Izz 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 placed them on the next rising ground. It was now her turn. She was em­bar­rassed to dis­cov­er that ex­cite­ment at the prox­im­ity of Mr. Clare’s breath and eyes, which she had con­temned in her com­pan­ions, was in­tens­i­fied in her­self; and as if fear­ful of be­tray­ing her secret, she paltered with him at the last mo­ment.

			“I may be able to clim’ along the bank per­haps—I can clim’ bet­ter than they. You must be so tired, Mr. Clare!”

			“No, no, Tess,” said he quickly. And al­most be­fore she was aware, she was seated in his arms and rest­ing against his shoulder.

			“Three Leahs to get one Rachel,” he whispered.

			“They are bet­ter wo­men than I,” she replied, mag­nan­im­ously stick­ing to her re­solve.

			“Not to me,” said An­gel.

			He saw her grow warm at this; and they went some steps in si­lence.

			“I hope I am not too heavy?” she said tim­idly.

			“O no. You should lift Mari­an! Such a lump. You are like an un­du­lat­ing bil­low warmed by the sun. And all this fluff of muslin about you is the froth.”

			“It is very pretty—if I seem like that to you.”

			“Do you know that I have un­der­gone three-quar­ters of this la­bour en­tirely for the sake of the fourth quarter?”

			“No.”

			“I did not ex­pect such an event today.”

			“Nor I … The wa­ter came up so sud­den.”

			That the rise in the wa­ter was what she un­der­stood him to refer to, the state of breath­ing be­lied. Clare stood still and in­clinced his face to­wards hers.

			“O Tessy!” he ex­claimed.

			The girl’s cheeks burned to the breeze, and she could not look in­to his eyes for her emo­tion. It re­minded An­gel that he was some­what un­fairly tak­ing ad­vant­age 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 pos­sible; 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 been 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 say­ing—

			“No—in all truth; we have no chance against her!” She looked joy­lessly at Tess.

			“What do you mean?” asked the lat­ter.

			“He likes ’ee best—the very best! We could see it as he brought ’ee. He would have kissed ’ee, if you had en­cour­aged him to do it, ever so little.”

			“No, no,” said she.

			The gaiety with which they had set out had some­how van­ished; and yet there was no enmity or malice between 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.

			Tess’s heart ached. 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 yet that same hungry nature had fought against this, but too feebly, and the nat­ur­al res­ult had fol­lowed.

			“I will nev­er stand in your way, nor in the way of either of you!” she de­clared to Retty that night in the bed­room (her tears run­ning down). “I can’t help this, my dear! I don’t think mar­ry­ing is in his mind at all; but if he were ever to ask me I should re­fuse him, as I should re­fuse any man.”

			“Oh! would you? Why?” said won­der­ing Retty.

			“It can­not be! But I will be plain. Put­ting my­self quite on one side, I don’t think he will choose either of you.”

			“I have nev­er ex­pec­ted it—thought of it!” moaned Retty. “But O! I wish I was dead!”

			The poor child, torn by a feel­ing which she hardly un­der­stood, turned to the oth­er two girls who came up­stairs just then.

			“We be friends with her again,” she said to them. “She thinks no more of his choos­ing her than we do.”

			So the re­serve went off, and they were con­fid­ing and warm.

			“I don’t seem to care what I do now,” said Mari­an, whose mood was turned to its low­est bass. “I was go­ing to marry a dairy­man at Stickle­ford, who’s asked me twice; but—my soul—I would put an end to my­self rather’n be his wife now! Why don’t ye speak, Izz?”

			“To con­fess, then,” mur­mured Izz, “I made sure today that he was go­ing to kiss me as he held me; and I lay still against his breast, hop­ing and hop­ing, and nev­er moved at all. But he did not. I don’t like bid­ing here at Tal­bothays any longer! I shall go hwome.”

			The air of the sleep­ing-cham­ber seemed to pal­pit­ate with the hope­less pas­sion of the girls. They writhed fe­ver­ishly un­der the op­press­ive­ness of an emo­tion thrust on them by cruel Nature’s law—an emo­tion 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 the tor­ture 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 there was 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 a so­cial point of view; its pur­pose­less be­gin­ning; its self-bounded out­look; its lack of everything to jus­ti­fy its ex­ist­ence in the eye of civil­iz­a­tion (while lack­ing noth­ing in the eye of Nature); the one fact that it did ex­ist, ec­stas­iz­ing them to a killing joy—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 cheese-wring dripped mono­ton­ously down­stairs.

			“B’ you awake, Tess?” whispered one, half-an-hour later.

			It was Izz Huett’s voice.

			Tess replied in the af­firm­at­ive, whereupon also Retty and Mari­an sud­denly flung the bed­clothes off them, and sighed—

			“So be we!”

			“I won­der what she is like—the lady they say his fam­ily have looked out for him!”

			“I won­der,” said Izz.

			“Some lady looked out for him?” gasped Tess, start­ing. “I have nev­er heard o’ that!”

			“O yes—’tis whispered; a young lady of his own rank, chosen by his fam­ily; a Doc­tor of Di­vin­ity’s daugh­ter near his fath­er’s par­ish of Em­min­ster; he don’t much care for her, they say. But he is sure to marry her.”

			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 de­tails of his be­ing won round to con­sent, of the wed­ding pre­par­a­tions, of the bride’s hap­pi­ness, of her dress and veil, of her bliss­ful home with him, when ob­li­vi­on would have fallen upon them­selves as far as he and their love were con­cerned. Thus they talked, 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 Clare’s at­ten­tions to her. It was a passing sum­mer love of her face, for love’s own tem­por­ary sake—noth­ing 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 eyes of 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 the state 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 weighed upon them, and at mid­day the land­scape seemed ly­ing in a swoon. Ethiop­ic scorch­ings browned the up­per 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 hav­ing passed, the up­lands were dry. The wheels of the dairy­man’s spring-cart, as he sped home from mar­ket, licked up the pul­ver­ized sur­face of the high­way, and were fol­lowed by white rib­ands of dust, as if they had set a thin powder-train on fire. The cows jumped wildly over the five-barred bar­ton-gate, maddened by the gad­fly; Dairy­man Crick kept his shirtsleeves per­man­ently rolled up from Monday to Sat­urday; open win­dows had no ef­fect in vent­il­a­tion without open doors, and in the dairy-garden the black­birds and thrushes crept about un­der the cur­rant-bushes, 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 backs of the milk­maids’ hands. Con­ver­sa­tions were con­cern­ing sun­stroke; while but­ter-mak­ing, 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 ob­sequiously fol­lowed the shad­ow of the smal­lest tree as it moved round the stem with the di­urn­al 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 from the gen­er­al herd, be­hind the corner of a hedge, among them be­ing Dump­ling and Old Pretty, who loved Tess’s hands above those of any oth­er maid. When she rose from her stool un­der a fin­ished cow, An­gel Clare, who had been ob­serving her for some time, asked her if she would take the afore­said creatures next. She si­lently as­sen­ted, and with her stool at arm’s length, and the pail against her knee, went round to where they stood. Soon the sound of Old Pretty’s milk fizz­ing in­to the pail came through the hedge, and then An­gel felt in­clined to go round the corner also, to fin­ish off a hard-yield­ing 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 cows and gazed in­to the pail. But a few—mainly the young­er ones—res­ted their heads side­ways. This was Tess Durbey­field’s habit, her temple press­ing the milcher’s flank, her eyes fixed on the far end 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 milk­ing-side, it shone flat upon her pink-gowned form and her white cur­tain-bon­net, and upon her pro­file, ren­der­ing it keen as a cameo cut from the dun back­ground of the cow.

			She did not know that 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 Old Pretty’s tail and Tess’s pink hands, the 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 earth. To 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 wo­man’s lips and teeth which forced upon his mind with such per­sist­ent it­er­a­tion the old Eliza­beth­an simile of roses filled with snow. Per­fect, he, as a lov­er, might have called them off­hand. But no—they were not per­fect. And it was the touch of the im­per­fect upon the would-be per­fect that gave the sweet­ness, be­cause it was that which gave the 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, which well nigh pro­duced a qualm; and ac­tu­ally 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 dream­like 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 his arms.

			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 some­thing very like an ec­stat­ic cry.

			He had been on the point of kiss­ing that too tempt­ing mouth, but he checked him­self, for tender con­science’ sake.

			“For­give me, Tess dear!” he whispered. “I ought to have asked. I—did not know what I was do­ing. I do not mean it as a liberty. I am de­voted to you, Tessy, dearest, in all sin­cer­ity!”

			Old Pretty by this time had looked round, puzzled; and see­ing two people crouch­ing un­der her where, by im­me­mori­al cus­tom, there should have been only one, lif­ted her hind leg crossly.

			“She is angry—she doesn’t know what we mean—she’ll kick over the milk!” ex­claimed Tess, gently striv­ing to free her­self, her eyes con­cerned with the quad­ruped’s ac­tions, her heart more deeply con­cerned with her­self and Clare.

			She slipped up from her seat, and they stood to­geth­er, his arm still en­circ­ling her. Tess’s eyes, fixed on dis­tance, began to fill.

			“Why do you cry, my darling?” he said.

			“O—I don’t know!” she mur­mured.

			As she saw and felt more clearly the po­s­i­tion she was in she be­came agit­ated and tried to with­draw.

			“Well, I have be­trayed my feel­ing, Tess, at last,” said he, with a curi­ous sigh of des­per­a­tion, sig­ni­fy­ing un­con­sciously that his heart had out­run his judge­ment. “That I—love you dearly and truly I need not say. But I—it shall go no fur­ther now—it dis­tresses you—I am as sur­prised as you are. You will not think I have pre­sumed upon your de­fence­less­ness—been too quick and un­re­flect­ing, will you?”

			“N’—I can’t tell.”

			He had al­lowed her to free her­self; and in a minute or two the milk­ing of each 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 ac­quaint­ance. Yet in the in­ter­val since Crick’s last view of them some­thing 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 based upon a more stub­born and res­ist­less tend­ency than a whole heap of so-called prac­tic­al­it­ies. A veil had been whisked aside; the tract of each one’s out­look was to have a new ho­ri­zon thence­for­ward—for a short time or for a long.
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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-paths, the house-fronts, the bar­ton-walls were warm as hearths, and re­flec­ted the noon­time tem­per­at­ure in­to the noct­am­bu­list’s face.

			He sat on the east gate of the dairy-yard, and knew not what to think of him­self. Feel­ing had in­deed smothered judge­ment that day.

			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 him—pal­pit­at­ing, con­tem­plat­ive be­ing that he was. He 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 in 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 Whit­man—
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			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 this 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 dairy-house, 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 lichened brick gables breathed forth “Stay!” The win­dows smiled, the door coaxed and beckoned, the creep­er blushed con­fed­er­acy. A per­son­al­ity with­in it was so far-reach­ing in her in­flu­ence as to spread in­to and make the bricks, mor­tar, and whole over­hanging sky throb with a burn­ing sens­ib­il­ity. Whose was this mighty per­son­al­ity? A milk­maid’s.

			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 pa­chy­dermat­ous king. Look­ing 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 liv­ing her pre­cious life—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 her. The 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 First Cause—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 awakened in her—so fer­vid and so im­pres­sion­able as she was un­der her re­serve—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 fall in­to 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 would be mu­tu­ally en­gaged. As yet the harm done was small.

			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 here 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’s wife be a draw­ing-room wax-fig­ure, or a wo­man 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 any­thing of Mr. Clare that day.

			“O no,” said Dairy­man Crick. “Mr. Clare has gone hwome to Em­min­ster to spend a few days wi’ his kinsfolk.”

			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 blank­ness. “He’s get­ting on to­wards the end of his time wi’ me,” ad­ded the dairy­man, with a phlegm which un­con­sciously was bru­tal; “and so I sup­pose he is be­gin­ning to see about his plans else­where.”

			“How much longer is he to bide here?” asked Izz Huett, the only one of the gloom-stricken bevy who could trust her voice with the ques­tion.

			The oth­ers waited for the dairy­man’s an­swer as if their lives hung upon it; Retty, with par­ted lips, gaz­ing on the table­cloth, Mari­an with heat ad­ded to her red­ness, Tess throb­bing and look­ing out at the meads.

			“Well, I can’t mind the ex­act day without look­ing at my memor­andum-book,” replied Crick, with the same in­tol­er­able un­con­cern. “And even that may be altered a bit. He’ll bide to get a little prac­tice in the calv­ing out at the straw-yard, for cer­tain. He’ll hang on till the end of the year I should say.”

			Four months or so of tor­tur­ing ec­stasy in his so­ci­ety—of “pleas­ure girdled about with pain.” After that the black­ness 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 fath­er’s Vicar­age at Em­min­ster, car­ry­ing, as well as he could, a little bas­ket which con­tained some black-pud­dings 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 her? Dared 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 com­rade­ship un­der­lay the tem­por­ary emo­tion, or wheth­er it were a sen­su­ous joy in her form only, with no sub­strat­um of ever­last­ing­ness.

			His fath­er’s hill-sur­roun­ded little town, the Tu­dor church-tower of red stone, the clump of trees near the Vicar­age, came at last in­to view be­neath him, and he rode down to­wards the well-known gate. Cast­ing a glance in the dir­ec­tion of the church be­fore en­ter­ing his home, he be­held stand­ing by the vestry-door 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 school­girls, wear­ing a broad-brimmed hat and highly-starched 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 fath­er’s neigh­bour and friend, whom it was his par­ents’ quiet hope that he might wed some day. She was great at An­ti­no­mi­an­ism and Bible-classes, and was plainly go­ing to hold a class now. Clare’s mind flew to the im­pas­sioned, sum­mer-steeped hea­thens in the Var Vale, their rosy faces court-patched with cow-drop­pings; and to one the most im­pas­sioned of them all.

			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 about the 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, his broth­er the Rev­er­end Fe­lix—cur­ate at a town in the ad­join­ing county, home for the in­side of a fort­night—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 he was—an earn­est, God-fear­ing man, some­what gaunt, in years about sixty-five, his pale face lined with thought and pur­pose. Over their heads hung the pic­ture of An­gel’s sis­ter, the 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 des­cend­ant in 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, and ad­mit­ted no fur­ther reas­on­ing on them thence­for­ward. He was re­garded even by those of his own 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 for the re­mark­able 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 Test­a­ment was less a Chris­ti­ad then a Pauli­ad to his in­tel­li­gence—less 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 cous­in­ship with that of Schopen­hauer and Leo­pardi. He des­pised the Can­ons and Rub­ric, swore by the Art­icles, and deemed him­self con­sist­ent through the whole cat­egory—which in a way he might have been. One thing he cer­tainly was—sin­cere.

			To the aes­thet­ic, sen­su­ous, 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 upon a time 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 not Palestine; and his fath­er’s grief was of that blank de­scrip­tion which could not real­ize that there might lurk a thou­sandth part of a truth, much less 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 was such that he nev­er re­sen­ted any­thing for long, and wel­comed his son today with a smile which was as can­didly sweet as a child’s.

			An­gel sat down, and the place felt like home; yet he did not so much as formerly feel him­self one of the fam­ily gathered there. Every 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 usu­al. Its tran­scend­ent­al as­pir­a­tions—still un­con­sciously based on the geo­centric view of things, a zenith­al para­dise, a nadir­al hell—were 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, un­tram­melled 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 that they 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 schol­ar had nearly dis­ap­peared; still more the man­ner of the draw­ing-room young man. A prig would 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, non-evan­gel­ic­al, well-edu­cated, hall-marked 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 short­sighted, 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 straight­way, 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 shelves. When Cor­reg­gio’s Holy Fam­il­ies were ad­mired, they ad­mired Cor­reg­gio’s Holy Fam­il­ies; when he was de­cried in fa­vour of Velasquez, they sed­u­lously fol­lowed suit without any per­son­al ob­jec­tion.

			If these two no­ticed An­gel’s grow­ing so­cial in­ept­ness, he no­ticed their grow­ing men­tal lim­it­a­tions. Fe­lix 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 out­siders in civ­il­ized so­ci­ety, per­sons who were 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 an off­shoot from a far more re­cent point in the de­vol­u­tion of theo­logy than his fath­er, was less self-sac­ri­fi­cing and dis­in­ter­ested. More tol­er­ant than his fath­er of a con­tra­dict­ory opin­ion, in its as­pect as a danger to its hold­er, he was less ready than his fath­er to par­don it as a slight to his own teach­ing. Cuth­bert was, upon the whole, the more lib­er­al-minded, though, with great­er sub­tlety, he had not so much heart.

			As they walked along the hill­side An­gel’s former feel­ing re­vived in him—that whatever their 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 the com­plic­ated 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 quite a dif­fer­ent thing from what the out­er world was think­ing.

			“I sup­pose it is farm­ing or noth­ing for you now, my dear fel­low,” Fe­lix was say­ing, among oth­er things, to his young­est broth­er, as he looked through his spec­tacles at the dis­tant fields with sad aus­ter­ity. “And, there­fore, we must make the best of it. But I 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 liv­ing, nev­er­the­less.”

			“Of course it may,” said An­gel. “Was it not proved nine­teen hun­dred years ago—if I may tres­pass upon your do­main a little? Why should you think, Fe­lix, that I am likely to drop my high think­ing and my mor­al ideals?”

			“Well, I fan­cied, from the tone of your let­ters and our con­ver­sa­tion—it may be fancy only—that you were some­how los­ing in­tel­lec­tu­al grasp. Hasn’t it struck you, Cuth­bert?”

			“Now, Fe­lix,” said An­gel drily, “we are very good friends, you know; each of us tread­ing our al­lot­ted circles; but if it comes to in­tel­lec­tu­al grasp, I think you, as a con­ten­ted dog­mat­ist, had bet­ter leave mine alone, and in­quire what has be­come of yours.”

			They re­turned down the hill to din­ner, which was fixed at any time at which their fath­er’s and moth­er’s morn­ing 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 con­form a little 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 dairy­man’s some­what coarsely-laden 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 self-deny­ing 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 own ap­pet­ites be­ing quite for­got­ten.

			The fam­ily sat down to table, and a frugal meal of cold vi­ands was de­pos­ited be­fore them. An­gel looked round for Mrs. Crick’s black-pud­dings, which he had dir­ec­ted to be nicely grilled as they did them at the dairy, and of which he wished his fath­er and moth­er to ap­pre­ci­ate the mar­vel­lous herb­al sa­vours as highly as he did him­self.

			“Ah! you are look­ing for the black-pud­dings, my dear boy,” ob­served Clare’s moth­er. “But I am sure you will not mind do­ing without them as I am sure your fath­er and I shall not, when you know the reas­on. I sug­ges­ted to him that we should take Mrs. Crick’s kind present to the chil­dren of the man who can earn noth­ing just now be­cause of his at­tacks of de­li­ri­um tre­mens; and he agreed that it would be a great pleas­ure to them; so we did.”

			“Of course,” said An­gel cheer­fully, look­ing round for the mead.

			“I found the mead so ex­tremely al­co­hol­ic,” con­tin­ued his moth­er, “that it was quite un­fit for use as a bever­age, but as valu­able as rum or brandy in an emer­gency; so I have put it in my medi­cine-closet.”

			“We nev­er drink spir­its at this table, on prin­ciple,” ad­ded his fath­er.

			“But what shall I tell the dairy­man’s wife?” said An­gel.

			“The truth, of course,” said his fath­er.

			“I rather wanted to say we en­joyed the mead and the black-pud­dings very much. She is a kind, jolly sort of body, and is sure to ask me dir­ectly I re­turn.”

			“You can­not, if we did not,” Mr. Clare answered lu­cidly.

			“Ah—no; though that mead was a drop of pretty tipple.”

			“A what?” said Cuth­bert and Fe­lix both.

			“Oh—’tis an ex­pres­sion they use down at Tal­bothays,” 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 pray­ers, that 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 the ser­vice was over they went out of the room with their moth­er, and Mr. Clare and him­self were left alone.

			The young man first dis­cussed with the eld­er his plans for the at­tain­ment of his po­s­i­tion as a farm­er on an ex­tens­ive scale—either in Eng­land or in the Colon­ies. 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 him­self un­duly slighted.

			“As far as worldly wealth goes,” con­tin­ued his fath­er, “you will no doubt stand far su­per­i­or to your broth­ers in a few years.”

			This con­sid­er­ate­ness on old Mr. Clare’s part led An­gel on­ward to the oth­er and dear­er sub­ject. He ob­served to his fath­er that he was then six-and-twenty, and that when he should start in the farm­ing busi­ness he would re­quire eyes in the back of his head to see to all mat­ters—someone would be ne­ces­sary to su­per­in­tend the do­mest­ic la­bours of his es­tab­lish­ment whilst 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 ques­tion—

			“What kind of wife do you think would be best for me as a thrifty hard­work­ing farm­er?”

			“A truly Chris­ti­an wo­man, who will be a help and a com­fort to you in your go­ings-out and your com­ings-in. Bey­ond that, it really mat­ters little. Such an one can be found; in­deed, my earn­est-minded friend and neigh­bour, Dr. Chant—”

			“But ought she not primar­ily to be able to milk cows, 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?”

			“Yes; a farm­er’s wife; yes, cer­tainly. It would be de­sir­able.” Mr. Clare, the eld­er, had plainly nev­er thought of these points be­fore. “I was go­ing to add,” he said, “that for a pure and saintly wo­man you will not find one more to your true ad­vant­age, and cer­tainly not more to your moth­er’s mind and my own, than your friend Mercy, whom you used to show a cer­tain in­terest in. It is true that my neigh­bour Chant’s daugh­ter had lately caught up the fash­ion of the young­er clergy round about us for dec­or­at­ing the Com­mu­nion-table—al­ter, as I was shocked to hear her call it one day—with flowers and oth­er stuff on fest­iv­al oc­ca­sions. But her fath­er, who is quite as op­posed to such flum­mery as I, says that can be cured. It is a mere girl­ish out­break which, I am sure, will not be per­man­ent.”

			“Yes, yes; Mercy is good and de­vout, I know. But, fath­er, don’t you think that a young wo­man equally pure and vir­tu­ous as Miss Chant, but one who, in place of that lady’s ec­cle­si­ast­ic­al ac­com­plish­ments, un­der­stands the du­ties of farm life as well as a farm­er him­self, would suit me in­fin­itely bet­ter?”

			His fath­er per­sisted in his con­vic­tion that a know­ledge of a farm­er’s wife’s du­ties came second to a Pau­line view of hu­man­ity; and the im­puls­ive An­gel, wish­ing to hon­our his fath­er’s feel­ings and to ad­vance the cause of his heart at 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 at­tached her­self to 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; hon­est-hearted, re­cept­ive, in­tel­li­gent, grace­ful to a de­gree, chaste as a vestal, and, in per­son­al ap­pear­ance, ex­cep­tion­ally beau­ti­ful.

			“Is she of a fam­ily such as you would care to marry in­to—a lady, in short?” asked his startled moth­er, who had come softly in­to the study dur­ing the con­ver­sa­tion.

			“She is not what in com­mon par­lance is called a lady,” said An­gel, un­flinch­ingly, “for she is a cot­tager’s daugh­ter, as I am proud to say. But she is a lady, nev­er­the­less—in feel­ing and nature.”

			“Mercy Chant is of a very good fam­ily.”

			“Pooh!—what’s the ad­vant­age of that, moth­er?” said An­gel quickly. “How is fam­ily to avail the wife of a man who has to rough it as I have, and shall have to do?”

			“Mercy is ac­com­plished. And ac­com­plish­ments have their charm,” re­turned his moth­er, look­ing at him through her sil­ver spec­tacles.

			“As to ex­tern­al ac­com­plish­ments, what will be the use of them in the life I am go­ing to lead?—while as to her read­ing, I can take that in hand. She’ll be apt pu­pil enough, as you would say if you knew her. She’s brim full of po­etry—ac­tu­al­ized po­etry, if I may use the ex­pres­sion. She lives what pa­per-po­ets only write … And she is an un­im­peach­able Chris­ti­an, I am sure; per­haps of the very tribe, genus, and spe­cies you de­sire to propag­ate.”

			“O An­gel, you are mock­ing!”

			“Moth­er, I beg par­don. But as she really does at­tend Church al­most every Sunday morn­ing, and is a good Chris­ti­an girl, I am sure you will tol­er­ate any so­cial short­com­ings for the sake of that qual­ity, and feel that I may do worse than choose her.” An­gel waxed quite earn­est 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 wheth­er their 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 have 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 par­tic­u­lars now. He felt that, single-minded and self-sac­ri­fi­cing as his par­ents were, there yet ex­is­ted cer­tain lat­ent pre­ju­dices of theirs, as middle-class people, which it would re­quire some tact to over­come. For though leg­ally at liberty to do as he chose, and though their daugh­ter-in-law’s qual­i­fic­a­tions could make no prac­tic­al dif­fer­ence to their lives, in the prob­ab­il­ity of her liv­ing far away from them, he wished for af­fec­tion’s sake not to wound their sen­ti­ment in the most im­port­ant de­cision of his life.

			He ob­served his own in­con­sist­en­cies in dwell­ing upon ac­ci­dents in Tess’s life as if they were vi­tal fea­tures. It was for her­self that he loved Tess; her soul, her heart, her sub­stance—not for her skill in the dairy, her apt­ness as his schol­ar, and cer­tainly not for her simple form­al faith-pro­fes­sions. Her un­soph­ist­ic­ated open-air 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 do­mest­ic 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 present 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 the cul­tiv­ated 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 wise wo­man of an­oth­er so­cial strat­um, than between the good and bad, the wise and 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 have ac­com­pan­ied 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 best-versed Chris­to­lo­gist of the three, there was ali­en­a­tion 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 his own 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 lanes, to his fath­er’s ac­count of his par­ish dif­fi­culties, and the cold­ness of broth­er cler­gy­men whom he loved, be­cause of his strict in­ter­pret­a­tions of the New Test­a­ment by the light of what they deemed a per­ni­cious Calvin­ist­ic doc­trine.

			“Per­ni­cious!” said Mr. Clare, with gen­i­al scorn; and he pro­ceeded to re­count ex­per­i­ences which would show the ab­surdity of that idea. He told of won­drous con­ver­sions of evil liv­ers of which he had been the in­stru­ment, not only amongst the poor, but amongst the rich and well-to-do; and he also can­didly ad­mit­ted many fail­ures.

			As an in­stance of the lat­ter, he men­tioned the case of a young up­start squire named d’Urberville, liv­ing some forty miles off, in the neigh­bour­hood of Trantridge.

			“Not one of the an­cient d’Urbervilles of Kings­bere and oth­er places?” asked his son. “That curi­ously his­tor­ic worn-out fam­ily with its ghostly le­gend of the coach-and-four?”

			“O no. The ori­gin­al d’Urbervilles de­cayed and dis­ap­peared sixty or eighty years ago—at least, I be­lieve so. This seems to be a new fam­ily which had taken the name; for the cred­it of the former knightly line I hope they are spuri­ous, I’m sure. But it is odd to hear you ex­press in­terest in old fam­il­ies. I thought you set less store by them even than I.”

			“You mis­ap­pre­hend me, fath­er; you of­ten do,” said An­gel with a little im­pa­tience. “Polit­ic­ally I am scep­tic­al as to the vir­tue of their be­ing old. Some of the wise even among them­selves ‘ex­claim against their own suc­ces­sion,’ as Ham­let puts it; but lyr­ic­ally, dra­mat­ic­ally, and even his­tor­ic­ally, I am ten­derly at­tached to them.”

			This dis­tinc­tion, though by no means a subtle 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 seni­or so-called d’Urberville, the young man de­veloped the most culp­able pas­sions, though he had a blind moth­er, whose con­di­tion should have made him know 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 spir­itu­al state. Though he was a stranger, oc­cupy­ing an­oth­er’s pul­pit, he had felt this to be his duty, and took for his text the words from St. Luke: “Thou fool, this night thy soul shall be re­quired of thee!” The young man much re­sen­ted this dir­ect­ness of 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.

			“Dear fath­er,” he said sadly, “I wish you would not ex­pose your­self to such gra­tu­it­ous pain from scoun­drels!”

			“Pain?” said his fath­er, his rugged face shin­ing in the ar­dour of self-ab­neg­a­tion. “The only pain to me was pain on his ac­count, poor, fool­ish young man. Do you sup­pose his in­censed words could give me any pain, or even his blows? ‘Be­ing re­viled we 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.’ Those an­cient and noble words to the Cor­inthi­ans are strictly true at this present hour.”

			“Not blows, fath­er? He did not pro­ceed to blows?”

			“No, he did not. Though I have borne blows from men in a mad state of in­tox­ic­a­tion.”

			“No!”

			“A dozen times, my boy. What then? I have saved them from the guilt of mur­der­ing their own flesh and blood thereby; and they have lived to thank me, and praise God.”

			“May this young man do the same!” said An­gel fer­vently. “But I fear oth­er­wise, from what you say.”

			“We’ll hope, nev­er­the­less,” said Mr. Clare. “And I con­tin­ue to pray for him, though on this side of the 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.”

			Now, as al­ways, Clare’s fath­er was san­guine as a child; and though the young­er could not ac­cept his par­ent’s nar­row dogma, he revered his prac­tice and re­cog­nized the hero un­der the pi­et­ist. Per­haps he revered his fath­er’s 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 she were well provided or pen­ni­less. The same un­world­li­ness was what had ne­ces­sit­ated An­gel’s get­ting a liv­ing as a farm­er, and would prob­ably keep his broth­ers in the po­s­i­tion of poor par­sons for the term of their activ­it­ies; yet An­gel ad­mired it none the less. 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.

		
	
		
			XXVII

			An up­hill and down­hill ride of twenty-odd miles through a gar­ish mid­day at­mo­sphere brought him in the af­ter­noon 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 at­mo­sphere 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 spot that he 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 in his stu­dent-days; and, much as he loved his par­ents, he could not help be­ing aware that to come here, as now, after an ex­per­i­ence of home-life, 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.

			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 rendered 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 entered, and went through the si­lent pas­sages of the house to the back quar­ters, where he listened for a mo­ment. Sus­tained snores came from the cart-house, where some of the men were ly­ing down; the grunt and squeal of swel­ter­ing pigs arose from the still fur­ther dis­tance. The large-leaved rhu­barb and cab­bage plants slept too, their broad limp sur­faces hanging in the sun like half-closed um­brel­las.

			He un­bridled and fed his horse, and as he re-entered the house the clock struck three. Three was the af­ter­noon skim­ming-hour; and, with the stroke, Clare heard the creak­ing of the floor­boards above, and then the touch of a des­cend­ing foot on the stairs. It was Tess’s, who in an­oth­er mo­ment came down be­fore his eyes.

			She had not heard him enter, and hardly real­ized his pres­ence there. She was yawn­ing, and he saw the red in­teri­or of her mouth as if it had been a snake’s. She had stretched one arm so high above her coiled-up cable of hair that he could see its sat­in del­ic­acy above the sun­burn; her face was flushed with sleep, and her eye­lids hung heavy over their pu­pils. The brim-full­ness of her nature breathed from her. It was a mo­ment when a wo­man’s soul is more in­carn­ate than at any oth­er time; when the most spir­itu­al beauty be­speaks it­self flesh; and sex takes the out­side place 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 ex­claimed—“O Mr. Clare! How you frightened me—I—”

			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 Clare’s tender look as he stepped for­ward to the bot­tom stair.

			“Dear, darling Tessy!” he whispered, put­ting his arm round her, and his face to her flushed cheek. “Don’t, for Heav­en’s sake, Mis­ter me any more. I have hastened back so soon be­cause of you!”

			Tess’s ex­cit­able heart beat against his by way of reply; and there they stood upon the red­brick 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 her temple, 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 the ever-vary­ing 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.

			“I’ve got to go a-skim­ming,” she pleaded, “and I have on’y old Deb to help me today. Mrs. Crick is gone to mar­ket with Mr. Crick, and Retty is not well, and the oth­ers are gone out some­where, and won’t be home till milk­ing.”

			As they re­treated to the milk-house De­borah Fy­ander ap­peared on the stairs.

			“I have come back, De­borah,” said Mr. Clare, up­wards. “So I can help Tess with the skim­ming; and, as you are very tired, I am sure, you needn’t come down till milk­ing-time.”

			Pos­sibly the Tal­bothays milk was not very thor­oughly skimmed that af­ter­noon. Tess was in a dream wherein fa­mil­i­ar ob­jects ap­peared as 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 plant in too 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 cream-edge, he cleaned it in nature’s way; for the un­con­strained man­ners of Tal­bothays dairy came con­veni­ent now.

			“I may as well say it now as later, dearest,” he re­sumed gently. “I wish to ask you some­thing of a very prac­tic­al nature, which I have been think­ing of ever since that day last week in the meads. I shall soon want to marry, and, be­ing a farm­er, you see I shall re­quire for my wife a wo­man who knows all about the man­age­ment of farms. Will you be that wo­man, Tessy?”

			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 bowed to the in­ev­it­able 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 dis­sol­u­tion she mur­mured the words of her in­dis­pens­able and sworn an­swer as an hon­our­able wo­man.

			“O Mr. Clare—I can­not be your wife—I can­not be!”

			The sound of her own de­cision seemed to break Tess’s very heart, and she bowed her face in her grief.

			“But, Tess!” he said, amazed at her reply, and hold­ing her still more greed­ily close. “Do you say no? Surely you love me?”

			“O yes, yes! And I would rather be yours than any­body’s in the world,” re­turned the sweet and hon­est voice of the dis­tressed girl. “But I can­not marry you!”

			“Tess,” he said, hold­ing her at arm’s length, “you are en­gaged to marry someone else!”

			“No, no!”

			“Then why do you re­fuse me?”

			“I don’t want to marry! I have not thought of do­ing it. I can­not! I only want to love you.”

			“But why?”

			Driv­en to sub­ter­fuge, she stammered—

			“Your fath­er is a par­son, and your moth­er wouldn’ like you to marry such as me. She will want you to marry a lady.”

			“Non­sense—I have spoken to them both. That was partly why I went home.”

			“I feel I can­not—nev­er, nev­er!” she echoed.

			“Is it too sud­den to be asked thus, my Pretty?”

			“Yes—I did not ex­pect it.”

			“If you will let it pass, please, Tessy, I will give you time,” he said. “It was very ab­rupt to come home and speak to you all at once. I’ll not al­lude to it again for a while.”

			She again took up the shin­ing skim­mer, held it be­neath the pump, and began anew. But she could not, as at oth­er times, hit the ex­act un­der­sur­face of the cream with the del­ic­ate dex­ter­ity re­quired, try as she might; some­times she was cut­ting down in­to the milk, some­times 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.

			“I can’t skim—I can’t!” she said, turn­ing away from him.

			Not to agit­ate and hinder her longer, the con­sid­er­ate Clare began talk­ing in a more gen­er­al way:

			“You quite mis­ap­pre­hend my par­ents. They are the most simple-mannered people alive, and quite un­am­bi­tious. They are two of the few re­main­ing Evan­gel­ic­al school. Tessy, are you an Evan­gel­ic­al?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“You go to church very reg­u­larly, and our par­son here is not very High, they tell me.”

			Tess’s ideas on the views of the par­ish cler­gy­man, whom she heard every week, seemed to be rather more vague than Clare’s, who had nev­er heard him at all.

			“I wish I could fix my mind on what I hear there more firmly than I do,” she re­marked as a safe gen­er­al­ity. “It is of­ten a great sor­row to me.”

			She spoke so un­af­fectedly that An­gel was sure in his heart that his fath­er could not ob­ject to 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 phras­eo­logy, 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 views;
					

					Nor thou with shad­ow’d hint con­fuse
					

					A life that leads me­lodi­ous days.
				

			

			He had oc­ca­sion­ally 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 fath­er’s mode of life, of his zeal for his prin­ciples; she grew se­rener, and the un­du­la­tions dis­ap­peared from her skim­ming; as she fin­ished one lead after an­oth­er he fol­lowed her, and drew the plugs for let­ting down the milk.

			“I fan­cied you looked a little down­cast when you came in,” she ven­tured to ob­serve, anxious to keep away from the sub­ject of her­self.

			“Yes—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 him­self, and I don’t like to hear of such hu­mi­li­ations to a man of his age, the more par­tic­u­larly as I don’t think earn­est­ness does any good when car­ried so far. He has been telling me of a very un­pleas­ant scene in which he took part quite re­cently. He went as the deputy of some 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 there—son of some landown­er up that way—and who has a moth­er af­flic­ted with blind­ness. My fath­er ad­dressed him­self to the gen­tle­man point-blank, and there was quite a dis­turb­ance. It was very fool­ish of my fath­er, I must say, to in­trude his con­ver­sa­tion upon a stranger when the prob­ab­il­it­ies were so ob­vi­ous that it would be use­less. But whatever he thinks to be his duty, that he’ll do, in sea­son or out of sea­son; and, of course, he makes many en­emies, not only among the ab­so­lutely vi­cious, but among the easy­going, who hate be­ing bothered. He says he glor­ies in what happened, and that good may be done in­dir­ectly; but I wish he would not wear him­self out now he is get­ting old, and would leave such pigs to their wal­low­ing.”

			Tess’s look had grown hard and worn, and her ripe mouth tra­gic­al; but she no longer showed any trem­u­lous­ness. Clare’s re­vived thoughts of his fath­er 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 came to scald out the leads for the new milk. As Tess with­drew to go afield to the cows he said to her softly—

			“And my ques­tion, Tessy?”

			“O no—no!” replied she with grave hope­less­ness, as one who had heard anew the tur­moil of her own past in the al­lu­sion to Alec d’Urberville. “It can’t be!”

			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 an­im­als—the reck­less, un­chastened mo­tion of wo­men ac­cus­tomed to un­lim­ited space—in which they aban­doned them­selves to the air as a swim­mer to the wave. It seemed nat­ur­al enough to him now that Tess was again in sight to choose a mate from un­con­strained Nature, and not from the abodes of Art.

		
	
		
			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 noth­ing more 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 as an ad­di­tion­al as­sur­ance, not fully trow­ing that in the fields and pas­tures to “sigh gratis” is by no means deemed waste; love­mak­ing be­ing here more of­ten ac­cep­ted in­con­sid­er­ately and for its own sweet sake than in the cark­ing, anxious homes of the am­bi­tious, where a girl’s crav­ing for an es­tab­lish­ment para­lyzes her healthy thought of a pas­sion as an end.

			“Tess, why did you say ‘no’ in such a pos­it­ive way?” he asked her in the course of a few days.

			She star­ted.

			“Don’t ask me. I told you why—partly. I am not good enough—not worthy enough.”

			“How? Not fine lady enough?”

			“Yes—some­thing like that,” mur­mured she. “Your friends would scorn me.”

			“In­deed, you mis­take them—my fath­er and moth­er. As for my broth­ers, I don’t care—” He clasped his fin­gers be­hind her back to keep her from slip­ping away. “Now—you did not mean it, sweet?—I am sure you did not! You have made me so rest­less that I can­not read, or play, or do any­thing. I am in no hurry, Tess, but I want to know—to hear from your own warm lips—that you will some day be mine—any time you may choose; but some day?”

			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.

			“Then I ought not to hold you in this way—ought I? I have no right to you—no right to seek out where you are, or walk with you! Hon­estly, Tess, do you love any oth­er man?”

			“How can you ask?” she said, with con­tin­ued self-sup­pres­sion.

			“I al­most know that you do not. But then, why do you re­pulse me?”

			“I don’t re­pulse you. I like you to—tell me you love me; and you may al­ways tell me so as you go about with me—and nev­er of­fend me.”

			“But you will not ac­cept me as a hus­band?”

			“Ah—that’s dif­fer­ent—it is for your good, in­deed, my dearest! O, be­lieve me, it is only for your sake! I don’t like to give my­self the great hap­pi­ness o’ prom­ising to be yours in that way—be­cause—be­cause I am sure I ought not to do it.”

			“But you will make me happy!”

			“Ah—you think so, but you don’t know!”

			At such times 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 well-in­formed and ver­sat­ile—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 or in­to her 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 his—two ar­dent hearts against one poor little con­science—that she tried to for­ti­fy her res­ol­u­tion by every means in her power. She had come to Tal­bothays with a made-up 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 that what her con­science had de­cided for her when her mind was un­biased ought not to be over­ruled now.

			“Why don’t some­body tell him all about me?” she said. “It was only forty miles off—why hasn’t it reached here? Some­body must know!”

			Yet nobody seemed to know; 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 her­self in 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 cheese-mak­ing the pair were again left alone to­geth­er. The dairy­man him­self had been lend­ing 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 Durbey­field’s hands showed them­selves of the pink­ness of the rose. 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 was sul­try, her arm, from her dab­bling in the curds, was as cold and damp to his mouth as a new-gathered mush­room, and tasted of the whey. But she was such a sheaf of sus­cept­ib­il­it­ies that her pulse was ac­cel­er­ated by the touch, her blood driv­en to her find­er-ends, and the cool arms flushed hot. Then, as though her heart had said, “Is coy­ness longer ne­ces­sary? Truth is truth between man and wo­man, as between man and man,” she lif­ted her eyes and they beamed de­votedly in­to his, as her lip rose in a tender half-smile.

			“Do you know why I did that, Tess?” he said.

			“Be­cause you love me very much!”

			“Yes, and as a pre­lim­in­ary to a new en­treaty.”

			“Not again!”

			She looked a sud­den fear that her res­ist­ance might break down un­der her own de­sire.

			“O, Tessy!” he went on, “I can­not think why you are so tan­tal­iz­ing. Why do you dis­ap­point me so? You seem al­most like a coquette, upon my life you do—a coquette of the first urb­an wa­ter! They blow hot and blow cold, just as you do, and it is the very last sort of thing to ex­pect to find in a re­treat like Tal­bothays. … And yet, dearest,” he quickly ad­ded, ob­serving now the re­mark had cut her, “I know you to be the most hon­est, spot­less creature that ever lived. So how can I sup­pose you a flirt? Tess, why don’t you like the idea of be­ing my wife, if you love me as you seem to do?”

			“I have nev­er said I don’t like the idea, and I nev­er could say it; be­cause—it isn’t true!”

			The stress now get­ting bey­ond en­dur­ance, her lip quivered, and she was ob­liged to go away. Clare was so pained and per­plexed that he ran after and caught her in the pas­sage.

			“Tell me, tell me!” he said, pas­sion­ately clasp­ing her, in for­get­ful­ness of his curdy hands: “do tell me that you won’t be­long to any­body but me!”

			“I will, I will tell you!” she ex­claimed. “And I will give you a com­plete an­swer, if you will let me go now. I will tell you my ex­per­i­ences—all about my­self—all!”

			“Your ex­per­i­ences, dear; yes, cer­tainly; any num­ber.” He ex­pressed as­sent in lov­ing satire, look­ing in­to her face. “My 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 don’t use that wretched ex­pres­sion any more about not be­ing worthy of me.”

			“I will try—not! And I’ll give you my reas­ons to­mor­row—next week.”

			“Say on Sunday?”

			“Yes, on Sunday.”

			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 quite un­seen. Here Tess flung her­self down upon the rust­ling un­der­growth of spear-grass, 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.

			In real­ity, she was drift­ing in­to ac­qui­es­cence. Every seesaw 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 him at the 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 self-chas­tise­ment, wrest­lings, com­mun­ings, schemes to lead a fu­ture of aus­tere isol­a­tion, love’s coun­sel would pre­vail.

			The af­ter­noon ad­vanced, and still she re­mained among the wil­lows. She heard the rattle of tak­ing down the pails from the forked stands; the “waow-waow!” which 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 could not be borne.

			Her lov­er must have guessed her over­wrought state, and in­ven­ted some ex­cuse for her nonap­pear­ance, for no in­quir­ies were made or calls giv­en. At half-past six the sun settled down upon the levels with the as­pect of a great forge in the heav­ens; and presently a mon­strous pump­kin-like moon arose on the oth­er hand. The pol­lard wil­lows, tor­tured out of their nat­ur­al shape by in­cess­ant chop­pings, be­came spiny-haired 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 her in the bed­cham­ber. Fri­day passed; Sat­urday. To­mor­row was the day.

			“I shall give way—I shall say yes—I shall let my­self marry him—I can­not help it!” she jeal­ously panted, with her hot face to the pil­low that night, on hear­ing one of the oth­er girls sigh his name in her sleep. “I can’t bear to let any­body have him but me! Yet it is a wrong to him, and may kill him when he knows! O my heart—O—O—O!”

		
	
		
			XXIX

			“Now, who mid ye think I’ve heard news o’ this morn­ing?” said Dairy­man Crick, as he sat down to break­fast next day, with a rid­dling gaze round upon the munch­ing men and maids. “Now, just who mid ye think?”

			One guessed, and an­oth­er guessed. Mrs. Crick did not guess, be­cause she knew already.

			“Well,” said the dairy­man, “ ’tis that slack-twis­ted ’hore’s-bird of a feller, Jack Dol­lop. He’s lately got mar­ried to a wid­ow-wo­man.”

			“Not Jack Dol­lop? A vil­lain—to think o’ that!” said a milk­er.

			The name entered quickly in­to Tess Durbey­field’s con­scious­ness, for it was the name of the lov­er who had wronged his sweet­heart, and had af­ter­wards been so roughly used by the young wo­man’s moth­er in the but­ter-churn.

			“And had he mar­ried the vali­ant mat­ron’s daugh­ter, as he prom­ised?” asked An­gel Clare ab­sently, as he turned over the news­pa­per he was read­ing at the little table to which he was al­ways ban­ished by Mrs. Crick, in her sense of his gen­til­ity.

			“Not he, sir. Nev­er meant to,” replied the dairy­man. “As I say, ’tis a wid­ow-wo­man, and she had money, it seems—fifty poun’ a year or so; and that was all he was after. They were mar­ried in a great hurry; and then she told him that by mar­ry­ing she had lost her fifty poun’ a year. Just fancy the state o’ my gen­tle­man’s mind at that news! Nev­er such a cat-and-dog life as they’ve been lead­ing ever since! Serves him well beright. But on­luck­ily the poor wo­man gets the worst o’t.”

			“Well, the silly body should have told en soon­er that the ghost of her first man would trouble him,” said Mrs. Crick.

			“Ay, ay,” re­spon­ded the dairy­man in­de­cis­ively. “Still, you can see ex­actly how ’twas. She wanted a home, and didn’t like to run the risk of los­ing him. Don’t ye think that was some­thing like it, maid­ens?”

			He glanced to­wards the row of girls.

			“She ought to ha’ told him just be­fore they went to church, when he could hardly have backed out,” ex­claimed Mari­an.

			“Yes, she ought,” agreed Izz.

			“She must have seen what he was after, and should ha’ re­fused him,” cried Retty spas­mod­ic­ally.

			“And what do you say, my dear?” asked the dairy­man of Tess.

			“I think she ought—to have told him the true state of things—or else re­fused him—I don’t know,” replied Tess, the bread-and-but­ter chok­ing her.

			“Be cust if I’d have done either o’t,” said Beck Knibbs, a mar­ried help­er from one of the cot­tages. “All’s fair in love and war. I’d ha’ mar­ried en just as she did, and if he’d said two words to me about not telling him be­fore­hand any­thing what­som­dever about my first chap that I hadn’t chose to tell, I’d ha’ knocked him down wi’ the rolling-pin—a scram little feller like he! Any wo­man could do it.”

			The laughter which fol­lowed this sally was sup­ple­men­ted only by a sorry smile, for form’s sake, from Tess. What 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 little 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 wa­ter-weeds high­er up the river, and masses of them were float­ing past her—mov­ing is­lands of green crow­foot, 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 story—the heav­iest of crosses to her­self—seemed but amuse­ment to oth­ers. It was as if people should laugh at mar­tyr­dom.

			“Tessy!” came from be­hind her, and Clare sprang across the gully, alight­ing be­side her feet. “My wife—soon!”

			“No, no; I can­not. For your sake, O Mr. Clare; for your sake, I say no!”

			“Tess!”

			“Still I say no!” she re­peated.

			Not ex­pect­ing this, he had put his arm lightly round her waist the mo­ment after speak­ing, be­neath her hanging tail of hair. (The young­er dairy­maids, in­clud­ing Tess, break­fas­ted with their hair loose on Sunday morn­ings be­fore build­ing it up ex­tra high for at­tend­ing church, a style they could not ad­opt when milk­ing with their heads against the cows.) If she had said “Yes” in­stead of “No” he would have kissed her; it had evid­ently been his in­ten­tion; but her de­term­ined 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 have hon­estly em­ployed had she been bet­ter able to avoid him. He re­leased her mo­ment­ar­ily-im­prisoned waist, and with­held the kiss.

			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 dairy­man; 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 met—some­what less con­stantly than be­fore; and thus two or three weeks went by. The end of Septem­ber drew near, and she could see in his eye that he might ask her again.

			His plan of pro­ced­ure was dif­fer­ent now—as 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 her man­ner 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 un­der­tones like that of the purl­ing milk—at the cow’s side, at skim­mings, at but­ter-mak­ings, at cheese-mak­ings, among broody poultry, and among far­row­ing pigs—as no milk­maid was ever wooed be­fore by such a man.

			Tess knew that she must break down. Neither a re­li­gious 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, her nature cried for his tu­telary guid­ance. And thus, though Tess kept re­peat­ing to her­self, “I can nev­er be his wife,” the words were vain. A proof of 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 was—what man’s is not?—so much that of one who would love and cher­ish and de­fend her un­der any con­di­tions, changes, 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 time; and a fresh re­new­al of Clare’s plead­ing oc­curred one morn­ing between three and 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 stairs with the candle in her hand. At the same mo­ment he came down his steps from above in his shirtsleeves and put his arm across the stair­way.

			“Now, Miss Flirt, be­fore you go down,” he said per­emp­tor­ily. “It is a fort­night since I spoke, and this won’t do any longer. You must tell me what you mean, or I shall have to leave this house. My door was ajar just now, and I saw you. For your own safety I must go. You don’t know. Well? Is it to be yes at last?”

			“I am only just up, Mr. Clare, and it is too early to take me to task!” she pouted. “You need not call me Flirt. ’Tis cruel and un­true. Wait till by and by. Please wait till by and by! I will really think ser­i­ously about it between now and then. Let me go down­stairs!”

			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.

			“Call me An­gel, then, and not Mr. Clare.”

			“An­gel.”

			“An­gel dearest—why not?”

			“ ’Twould mean that I agree, wouldn’t it?”

			“It would only mean that you love me, even if you can­not marry me; and you were so good as to own that long ago.”

			“Very well, then, ‘An­gel dearest,’ if I must,” she mur­mured, look­ing at her candle, a roguish curl com­ing upon her mouth, not­with­stand­ing her sus­pense.

			Clare had re­solved nev­er to kiss her un­til he had ob­tained her prom­ise; but some­how, as Tess stood there in her pret­tily tucked-up milk­ing gown, her hair care­lessly heaped upon her head till there should be leis­ure to ar­range it when skim­ming and milk­ing 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 sad yel­low rays which the morn­ing candles emit­ted in con­trast with the first cold sig­nals of the dawn without.

			When skim­ming was done—which, as the milk di­min­ished with the ap­proach of au­tumn, was a lessen­ing pro­cess day by day—Retty and the rest went out. The lov­ers fol­lowed them.

			“Our trem­u­lous lives are so dif­fer­ent from theirs, are they not?” he mus­ingly ob­served to her, as he re­garded the three fig­ures trip­ping be­fore him through the fri­gid pal­lor of open­ing day.

			“Not so very dif­fer­ent, I think,” she said.

			“Why do you think that?”

			“There are very few wo­men’s lives that are not—trem­u­lous,” Tess replied, paus­ing over the new word as if it im­pressed her. “There’s more in those three than you think.”

			“What is in them?”

			“Al­most either of ’em,” she began, “would make—per­haps would make—a proper­er wife than I. And per­haps they love you as well as I—al­most.”

			“O, Tessy!”

			There were signs that it was an ex­quis­ite re­lief to her to hear the im­pa­tient ex­clam­a­tion, 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 self-im­mol­a­tion a second time then. They were joined by a milk­er from one of the cot­tages, and no more was said on that which con­cerned them so deeply. But Tess knew that this day would de­cide it.

			In the af­ter­noon sev­er­al of the dairy­man’s house­hold and 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 large spring-wag­on 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.

			“Why, ’tis later than I thought,” he said. “Begad! We shan’t be soon enough with this milk at the sta­tion, if we don’t mind. There’s no time today to take it home and mix it with the bulk afore send­ing off. It must go to sta­tion straight from here. Who’ll drive it across?”

			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 milk­ing-hood only, na­ked-armed and jack­et­less; 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 spring-wag­on be­side Clare.

		
	
		
			XXX

			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 and stretches of fir-trees, whose notched tips ap­peared like bat­tle­men­ted towers crown­ing black-fron­ted 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 be­ing broken 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 then An­gel 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 her­ald-drops of rain, and the stag­nant air of the day changed in­to a fit­ful breeze which played about their faces. The quick-sil­very 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 nat­ur­al carna­tion slightly em­browned by the sea­son, had deepened its tinge with the beat­ing of the rain­drops; and her hair, which the pres­sure of the cows’ flanks had, as usu­al, caused to tumble down from its fasten­ings and stray bey­ond the cur­tain of her calico bon­net, was made clammy by the mois­ture till it hardly was bet­ter than sea­weed.

			“I ought not to have come, I sup­pose,” she mur­mured, look­ing at the sky.

			“I am sorry for the rain,” said he. “But how glad I am to have you here!”

			Re­mote Eg­don dis­ap­peared by 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.

			“I am so afraid you will get cold, with noth­ing upon your arms and shoulders,” he said. “Creep close to me, and per­haps the drizzle won’t hurt you much. I should be sor­ri­er still if I did not think that the rain might be help­ing me.”

			She im­per­cept­ibly crept closer, and he wrapped round them both a large piece of sail­cloth, which was some­times used to keep the sun off the milk-cans. Tess held it from slip­ping off him as well as her­self, Clare’s hands be­ing oc­cu­pied.

			“Now we are all right again. Ah—no we are not! It runs down in­to my neck a little, and it must still more in­to yours. That’s bet­ter. Your arms are like wet marble, Tess. Wipe them in the cloth. Now, if you stay quiet, you will not get an­oth­er drop. Well, dear—about that ques­tion of mine—that long-stand­ing ques­tion?”

			The only reply that he could hear for a little while was the smack of the horse’s hoofs on the moisten­ing road, and the cluck of the milk in the cans be­hind them.

			“Do you re­mem­ber what you said?”

			“I do,” she replied.

			“Be­fore we get home, mind.”

			“I’ll try.”

			He said no more then. As they drove on, the frag­ment of an old man­or house of Car­oline date rose against the sky, and was in due course passed and left be­hind.

			“That,” he ob­served, to en­ter­tain her, “is an in­ter­est­ing old place—one of the sev­er­al seats which be­longed to an an­cient Nor­man fam­ily formerly of great in­flu­ence in this county, the d’Urbervilles. I nev­er pass one of their res­id­ences without think­ing of them. There is some­thing very sad in the ex­tinc­tion of a fam­ily of renown, even if it was fierce, dom­in­eer­ing, feud­al renown.”

			“Yes,” said Tess.

			They crept 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 of con­tact 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.

			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 con­trast. 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 truck. The light of the en­gine flashed for a second upon Tess Durbey­field’s fig­ure, 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 natures at times, 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.

			“Lon­don­ers will drink it at their break­fasts to­mor­row, won’t they?” she asked. “Strange people that we have nev­er seen.”

			“Yes—I sup­pose they will. Though not as we send it. When its strength has been lowered, so that it may not get up in­to their heads.”

			“Noble men and noble wo­men, am­bas­sad­ors and cen­tur­i­ons, ladies and trades­wo­men, and ba­bies who have nev­er seen a cow.”

			“Well, yes; per­haps; par­tic­u­larly cen­tur­i­ons.”

			“Who don’t know any­thing of us, and where it comes from; or think how we two drove miles across the moor to­night in the rain that it might reach ’em in time?”

			“We did not drive en­tirely on ac­count of these pre­cious Lon­don­ers; we drove a little on our own—on ac­count of that anxious mat­ter which you will, I am sure, set at rest, dear Tess. Now, per­mit me to put it in this way. You be­long to me already, you know; your heart, I mean. Does it not?”

			“You know as well as I. O yes—yes!”

			“Then, if your heart does, why not your hand?”

			“My only reas­on was on ac­count of you—on ac­count of a ques­tion. I have some­thing to tell you—”

			“But sup­pose it to be en­tirely for my hap­pi­ness, and my worldly con­veni­ence also?”

			“O yes; if it is for your hap­pi­ness and worldly con­veni­ence. But my life be­fore I came here—I want—”

			“Well, it is for my con­veni­ence as well as my hap­pi­ness. 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 of the largest man­sion in the coun­try. So please—please, dear Tessy, dis­ab­use your mind of the feel­ing that you will stand in my way.”

			“But my his­tory. I want you to know it—you must let me tell you—you will not like me so well!”

			“Tell it if you wish to, dearest. This pre­cious his­tory then. Yes, I was born at so-and-so, An­no Domini—”

			“I was born at Mar­lott,” she said, catch­ing at his words as a help, lightly as they were spoken. “And I grew up there. And I was in the Sixth Stand­ard when I left school, and they said I had great apt­ness, and should make a good teach­er, so it was settled that I should be one. But there was trouble in my fam­ily; fath­er was not very in­dus­tri­ous, and he drank a little.”

			“Yes, yes. Poor child! Noth­ing new.” He pressed her more closely to his side.

			“And then—there is some­thing very un­usu­al about it—about me. I—I was—”

			Tess’s breath quickened.

			“Yes, dearest. Nev­er mind.”

			“I—I—am not a Durbey­field, but a d’Urberville—a des­cend­ant of the same fam­ily as those that owned the old house we passed. And—we are all gone to noth­ing!”

			“A d’Urberville!—In­deed! And is that all the trouble, dear Tess?”

			“Yes,” she answered faintly.

			“Well—why should I love you less after know­ing this?”

			“I was told by the dairy­man that you hated old fam­il­ies.”

			He laughed.

			“Well, it is true, in one sense. I do hate the ar­is­to­crat­ic 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 I am ex­tremely in­ter­ested in this news—you can have no idea how in­ter­ested I am! Are you not in­ter­ested your­self in be­ing one of that well-known line?”

			“No. I have thought it sad—es­pe­cially since com­ing here, and know­ing that many of the hills and fields I see once be­longed to my fath­er’s people. But oth­er hills and field be­longed to Retty’s people, and per­haps oth­ers to Mari­an’s, so that I don’t value it par­tic­u­larly.”

			“Yes—it is sur­pris­ing how many of the present tillers of the soil were once own­ers of it, and I some­times won­der that a cer­tain school of politi­cians don’t make cap­it­al of the cir­cum­stance; but they don’t seem to know it … I won­der that I did not see the re­semb­lance of your name to d’Urberville, and trace the mani­fest cor­rup­tion. And this was the cark­ing secret!”

			She had not told. At the last mo­ment her cour­age had failed her; she feared his blame for not telling him soon­er; and her in­stinct of self-pre­ser­va­tion was stronger than her cand­our.

			“Of course,” con­tin­ued the un­wit­ting Clare, “I should have been glad to know you to be des­cen­ded ex­clus­ively from the long-suf­fer­ing, dumb, un­re­cor­ded rank and file of the Eng­lish na­tion, and not from the self-seek­ing few who made them­selves power­ful at the ex­pense of the rest. But I am cor­rup­ted away from that by my af­fec­tion for you, Tess,” (he laughed as he spoke), “and made selfish like­wise. For your own sake I re­joice 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 I have made you the well-read wo­man that I mean to make you. My moth­er too, poor soul, will think so much bet­ter of you on ac­count of it. Tess, you must spell your name cor­rectly—d’Urberville—from this very day.”

			“I like the oth­er way rather best.”

			“But you must, dearest! Good heav­ens, why dozens of mush­room mil­lion­aires would jump at such a pos­ses­sion! By the by, there’s one of that kid­ney who has taken the name—where have I heard of him?—Up in the neigh­bour­hood of The Chase, I think. Why, he is the very man who had that rum­pus with my fath­er I told you of. What an odd co­in­cid­ence!”

			“An­gel, I think I would rather not take the name! It is un­lucky, per­haps!”

			She was agit­ated.

			“Now then, Mis­tress Teresa d’Urberville, I have you. Take my name, and so you will es­cape yours! The secret is out, so why should you any longer re­fuse me?”

			“If it is sure to make you happy to have me as your wife, and you feel that you do wish to marry me, very, very much—”

			“I do, dearest, of course!”

			“I mean, that it is only your want­ing me very much, and be­ing hardly able to keep alive without me, whatever my of­fences, that would make me feel I ought to say I will.”

			“You will—you do say it, I know! You will be mine forever and ever.”

			He clasped her close and kissed her.

			“Yes!”

			She had no soon­er said it than she burst in­to a dry hard sob­bing, so vi­ol­ent that it seemed to rend her. Tess was not a hys­ter­ic­al girl by any means, and he was sur­prised.

			“Why do you cry, dearest?”

			“I can’t tell—quite!—I am so glad to think—of be­ing yours, and mak­ing you happy!”

			“But this does not seem very much like glad­ness, my Tessy!”

			“I mean—I cry be­cause I have broken down in my vow! I said I would die un­mar­ried!”

			“But, if you love me you would like me to be your hus­band?”

			“Yes, yes, yes! But O, I some­times wish I had nev­er been born!”

			“Now, my dear Tess, if I did not know that you are very much ex­cited, and very in­ex­per­i­enced, I should say that re­mark was not very com­pli­ment­ary. How came you to wish that if you care for me? Do you care for me? I wish you would prove it in some way.”

			“How can I prove it more than I have done?” she cried, in a dis­trac­tion of ten­der­ness. “Will this prove it more?”

			She clasped his neck, and for the first time Clare learnt what an im­pas­sioned wo­man’s kisses were like upon the lips of one whom she loved with all her heart and soul, as Tess loved him.

			“There—now do you be­lieve?” she asked, flushed, and wip­ing her eyes.

			“Yes. I nev­er really doubted—nev­er, nev­er!”

			So they drove on through the gloom, form­ing one bundle in­side the sail­cloth, the horse go­ing as he would, and the rain driv­ing against them. She had con­sen­ted. She might as well have agreed at first. The “ap­pet­ite for joy” 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 rub­ric.

			“I must write to my moth­er,” she said. “You don’t mind my do­ing that?”

			“Of course not, dear child. You are a child to me, Tess, 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. Where does she live?”

			“At the same place—Mar­lott. On the fur­ther side of Black­moor Vale.”

			“Ah, then I have seen you be­fore this sum­mer—”

			“Yes; at that dance on the green; but you would not dance with me. O, I hope that is of no ill-omen for us now!”

		
	
		
			XXXI

			Tess wrote a most touch­ing and ur­gent let­ter to her moth­er the very next day, and by the end of the week a re­sponse to her com­mu­nic­a­tion ar­rived in Joan Durbey­field’s wan­der­ing last-cen­tury hand.

			
				Dear Tess—

				I write these few lines hop­ing they will find you well, as they leave me at present, thank God for it. Dear Tess, we are all glad to hear that you are go­ing really to be mar­ried soon. But with re­spect to your ques­tion, Tess, I say between ourselves, quite private but very strong, that on no ac­count do you say a word of your by­gone trouble to him. I did not tell everything to your fath­er, he be­ing so proud on ac­count of his re­spect­ab­il­ity, which, per­haps, your in­ten­ded is the same. Many a wo­man—some of the highest in the land—have had a trouble in their time; and why should you trum­pet yours when oth­ers don’t trum­pet theirs? No girl would be such a fool, spe­cially as it is so long ago, and not your fault at all. I shall an­swer the same if you ask me fifty times. Be­sides, you must bear in mind that, know­ing it to be your child­ish nature to tell all that’s in your heart—so simple!—I made you prom­ise me nev­er to let it out by word or deed, hav­ing your wel­fare in my mind; and you most sol­emnly did prom­ise it go­ing from this door. I have not named either that ques­tion or your com­ing mar­riage to your fath­er, as he would blab it every­where, poor simple man.

				Dear Tess, keep up your spir­its, and we mean to send you a hogshead of cider for you wed­ding, know­ing there is not much in your parts, and thin sour stuff what there is. So no more at present, and with kind love to your young man.—

				
					From your af­fectte. Moth­er,

					J. Durbey­field

				
			

			“O moth­er, moth­er!” mur­mured Tess.

			She was re­cog­niz­ing how light was the touch of events the most op­press­ive upon Mrs. Durbey­field’s elast­ic spir­it. Her moth­er did not see life as Tess saw it. That haunt­ing epis­ode of by­gone days was to her moth­er but a passing ac­ci­dent. But per­haps her moth­er was right as to the course to be fol­lowed, whatever she might be in her reas­ons. Si­lence seemed, on the face of it, best for her ad­ored one’s hap­pi­ness: si­lence it should be.

			Thus stead­ied by a com­mand from the only per­son in the world who had any shad­ow of right to con­trol her ac­tion, Tess grew calmer. The re­spons­ib­il­ity was shif­ted, and her heart was light­er than it had been for weeks. The days of de­clin­ing au­tumn which fol­lowed her as­sent, be­gin­ning with the month of Oc­to­ber, formed a sea­son through which she lived in spir­itu­al alti­tudes more nearly ap­proach­ing ec­stasy than any oth­er peri­od of her life.

			There was hardly a touch of earth in her love for Clare. To her sub­lime trust­ful­ness he was all that good­ness could be—knew all that a guide, philo­soph­er, and friend should know. She thought every line in the con­tour of his per­son the per­fec­tion of mas­cu­line beauty, his soul the soul of a saint, his in­tel­lect that of a seer. The wis­dom of her love for him, as love, sus­tained her dig­nity; she seemed to be wear­ing a crown. The com­pas­sion of his love for her, as she saw it, made her lift up her heart to him in de­vo­tion. He would some­times catch her large, wor­ship­ful eyes, that had no bot­tom to them look­ing at him from their depths, as if she saw some­thing im­mor­tal be­fore her.

			She dis­missed the past—trod upon it and put it out, as one treads on a coal that is smoul­der­ing and dan­ger­ous.

			She had not known that men could be so dis­in­ter­ested, chiv­al­rous, pro­tect­ive, in their love for wo­men as he. An­gel Clare was far from all that she thought him in this re­spect; ab­surdly far, in­deed; but he was, in truth, more spir­itu­al than an­im­al; he had him­self well in hand, and was sin­gu­larly free from gross­ness. Though not cold-natured, he was rather bright than hot—less Byron­ic than Shel­ley­an; could love des­per­ately, but with a love more es­pe­cially in­clined to the ima­gin­at­ive and eth­er­e­al; it was a fas­ti­di­ous emo­tion which could jeal­ously guard the loved one against his very self. This amazed and en­rap­tured Tess, whose slight ex­per­i­ences had been so in­fe­li­cit­ous till now; and in her re­ac­tion from in­dig­na­tion against the male sex she swerved to ex­cess of hon­our for Clare.

			They un­af­fectedly sought each oth­er’s com­pany; in her hon­est faith she did not dis­guise her de­sire to be with him. The sum of her in­stincts on this mat­ter, if clearly stated, would have been that the elu­sive qual­ity of her sex which at­tracts men in gen­er­al might be dis­taste­ful to so per­fect a man after an avow­al of love, since it must in its very nature carry with it a sus­pi­cion of art.

			The coun­try cus­tom of un­re­served com­rade­ship out of doors dur­ing be­troth­al was the only cus­tom she knew, and to her it had no strange­ness; though it seemed oddly an­ti­cip­at­ive to Clare till he saw how nor­mal a thing she, in com­mon with all the oth­er dairy-folk, re­garded it. Thus, dur­ing this Oc­to­ber month of won­der­ful af­ter­noons they roved along the meads by creep­ing paths which fol­lowed the brinks of trick­ling trib­u­tary brooks, hop­ping across by little wooden bridges to the oth­er side, and back again. They were nev­er out of the sound of some purl­ing weir, whose buzz ac­com­pan­ied their own mur­mur­ing, while the beams of the sun, al­most as ho­ri­zont­al as the mead it­self, formed a pol­len of ra­di­ance over the land­scape. They saw tiny blue fogs in the shad­ows of trees and hedges, all the time that there was bright sun­shine else­where. The sun was so near the ground, and the sward so flat, that the shad­ows of Clare and Tess would stretch a quarter of a mile ahead of them, like two long fin­gers point­ing afar to where the green al­lu­vi­al reaches abut­ted against the slop­ing sides of the vale.

			Men were at work here and there—for it was the sea­son for “tak­ing up” the mead­ows, or dig­ging the little wa­ter­ways clear for the winter ir­rig­a­tion, and mend­ing their banks where trod­den down by the cows. The shovel­fuls of loam, black as jet, brought there by the river when it was as wide as the whole val­ley, were an es­sence of soils, poun­ded cham­paigns of the past, steeped, re­fined, and sub­til­ized to ex­traordin­ary rich­ness, out of which came all the fer­til­ity of the mead, and of the cattle graz­ing there.

			Clare hardily kept his arm round her waist in sight of these wa­ter­men, with the air of a man who was ac­cus­tomed to pub­lic dal­li­ance, though ac­tu­ally as shy as she who, with lips par­ted and eyes askance on the la­bour­ers, wore the look of a wary an­im­al the while.

			“You are not ashamed of own­ing me as yours be­fore them!” she said gladly.

			“O no!”

			“But if it should reach the ears of your friends at Em­min­ster that you are walk­ing about like this with me, a milk­maid—”

			“The most be­witch­ing milk­maid ever seen.”

			“They might feel it a hurt to their dig­nity.”

			“My dear girl—a d’Urberville hurt the dig­nity of a Clare! It is a grand card to play—that of your be­long­ing to such a fam­ily, and I am re­serving it for a grand ef­fect when we are mar­ried, and have the proofs of your des­cent from Par­son Tring­ham. Apart from that, my fu­ture is to be totally for­eign to my fam­ily—it will not af­fect even the sur­face of their lives. We shall leave this part of Eng­land—per­haps Eng­land it­self—and what does it mat­ter how people re­gard us here? You will like go­ing, will you not?”

			She could an­swer no more than a bare af­firm­at­ive, so great was the emo­tion aroused in her at the thought of go­ing through the world with him as his own fa­mil­i­ar friend. Her feel­ings al­most filled her ears like a babble of waves, and surged up to her eyes. She put her hand in his, and thus they went on, to a place where the re­flec­ted sun glared up from the river, un­der a bridge, with a mol­ten-metal­lic glow that dazzled their eyes, though the sun it­self was hid­den by the bridge. They stood still, whereupon little furred and feathered heads popped up from the smooth sur­face of the wa­ter; but, find­ing that the dis­turb­ing pres­ences had paused, and not passed by, they dis­ap­peared again. Upon this river-brink they lingered till the fog began to close round them—which was very early in the even­ing at this time of the year—set­tling on the lashes of her eyes, where it res­ted like crys­tals, and on his brows and hair.

			They walked later on Sundays, when it was quite dark. Some of the dairy-people, who were also out of doors on the first Sunday even­ing after their en­gage­ment, heard her im­puls­ive speeches, ec­stas­ized to frag­ments, though they were too far off to hear the words dis­coursed; noted the spas­mod­ic catch in her re­marks, broken in­to syl­lables by the leap­ings of her heart, as she walked lean­ing on his arm; her con­ten­ted pauses, the oc­ca­sion­al little laugh upon which her soul seemed to ride—the laugh of a wo­man in com­pany with the man she loves and has won from all oth­er wo­men—un­like any­thing else in nature. They marked the buoy­ancy of her tread, like the skim of a bird which has not quite alighted.

			Her af­fec­tion for him was now the breath and life of Tess’s be­ing; it en­vel­oped her as a pho­to­sphere, ir­ra­di­ated her in­to for­get­ful­ness of her past sor­rows, keep­ing back the gloomy spectres that would per­sist in their at­tempts to touch her—doubt, fear, mood­i­ness, care, shame. She knew that they were wait­ing like wolves just out­side the cir­cum­scrib­ing light, but she had long spells of power to keep them in hungry sub­jec­tion there.

			A spir­itu­al for­get­ful­ness co­ex­is­ted with an in­tel­lec­tu­al re­mem­brance. She walked in bright­ness, but she knew that in the back­ground those shapes of dark­ness were al­ways spread. They might be re­ced­ing, or they might be ap­proach­ing, one or the oth­er, a little every day.

			

			One even­ing Tess and Clare were ob­liged to sit in­doors keep­ing house, all the oth­er oc­cu­pants of the dom­i­cile be­ing away. As they talked she looked thought­fully up at him, and met his two ap­pre­ci­at­ive eyes.

			“I am not worthy of you—no, I am not!” she burst out, jump­ing up from her low stool as though ap­palled at his homage, and the full­ness of her own joy there­at.

			Clare, deem­ing the whole basis of her ex­cite­ment to be that which was only the smal­ler part of it, said—

			“I won’t have you speak like it, dear Tess! Dis­tinc­tion does not con­sist in the fa­cile use of a con­tempt­ible set of con­ven­tions, but in be­ing numbered among those who are true, and hon­est, and just, and pure, and lovely, and of good re­port—as you are, my Tess.”

			She struggled with the sob in her throat. How of­ten had that string of ex­cel­lences made her young heart ache in church of late years, and how strange that he should have cited them now.

			“Why didn’t you stay and love me when I—was six­teen; liv­ing with my little sis­ters and broth­ers, and you danced on the green? O, why didn’t you, why didn’t you!” she said, im­petu­ously clasp­ing her hands.

			An­gel began to com­fort and re­as­sure her, think­ing to him­self, truly enough, what a creature of moods she was, and how care­ful he would have to be of her when she de­pended for her hap­pi­ness en­tirely on him.

			“Ah—why didn’t I stay!” he said. “That is just what I feel. If I had only known! But you must not be so bit­ter in your re­gret—why should you be?”

			With the wo­man’s in­stinct to hide she di­verged hast­ily—

			“I should have had four years more of your heart than I can ever have now. Then I should not have wasted my time as I have done—I should have had so much longer hap­pi­ness!”

			It was no ma­ture wo­man with a long dark vista of in­trigue be­hind her who was tor­men­ted thus, but a girl of simple life, not yet one-and-twenty, who had been caught dur­ing her days of im­ma­tur­ity like a bird in a springe. To calm her­self the more com­pletely, she rose from her little stool and left the room, over­turn­ing the stool with her skirts as she went.

			He sat on by the cheer­ful fire­light thrown from a bundle of green ash-sticks laid across the dogs; the sticks snapped pleas­antly, and hissed out bubbles of sap from their ends. When she came back she was her­self again.

			“Do you not think you are just a wee bit ca­pri­cious, fit­ful, Tess?” he said, good-hu­mouredly, as he spread a cush­ion for her on the stool, and seated him­self in the settle be­side her. “I wanted to ask you some­thing, and just then you ran away.”

			“Yes, per­haps I am ca­pri­cious,” she mur­mured. She sud­denly ap­proached him, and put a hand upon each of his arms. “No, An­gel, I am not really so—by nature, I mean!” The more par­tic­u­larly to as­sure him that she was not, she placed her­self close to him in the settle, and al­lowed her head to find a rest­ing-place against Clare’s shoulder. “What did you want to ask me—I am sure I will an­swer it,” she con­tin­ued humbly.

			“Well, you love me, and have agreed to marry me, and hence there fol­lows a thirdly, ‘When shall the day be?’ ”

			“I like liv­ing like this.”

			“But I must think of start­ing in busi­ness on my own hook with the new year, or a little later. And be­fore I get in­volved in the mul­ti­far­i­ous de­tails of my new po­s­i­tion, I should like to have se­cured my part­ner.”

			“But,” she tim­idly answered, “to talk quite prac­tic­ally, wouldn’t it be best not to marry till after all that?—Though I can’t bear the thought o’ your go­ing away and leav­ing me here!”

			“Of course you can­not—and it is not best in this case. I want you to help me in many ways in mak­ing my start. When shall it be? Why not a fort­night from now?”

			“No,” she said, be­com­ing grave: “I have so many things to think of first.”

			“But—”

			He drew her gently near­er to him.

			The real­ity of mar­riage was start­ling when it loomed so near. Be­fore dis­cus­sion of the ques­tion had pro­ceeded fur­ther there walked round the corner of the settle in­to the full fire­light of the apart­ment Mr. Dairy­man Crick, Mrs. Crick, and two of the milk­maids.

			Tess sprang like an elast­ic ball from his side to her feet, while her face flushed and her eyes shone in the fire­light.

			“I knew how it would be if I sat so close to him!” she cried, with vex­a­tion. “I said to my­self, they are sure to come and catch us! But I wasn’t really sit­ting on his knee, though it might ha’ seemed as if I was al­most!”

			“Well—if so be you hadn’t told us, I am sure we shouldn’t ha’ no­ticed that ye had been sit­ting any­where at all in this light,” replied the dairy­man. He con­tin­ued to his wife, with the stol­id mien of a man who un­der­stood noth­ing of the emo­tions re­lat­ing to mat­ri­mony—“Now, Chris­ti­an­er, that shows that folks should nev­er fancy oth­er folks be sup­pos­ing things when they bain’t. O no, I should nev­er ha’ thought a word of where she was a sit­ting to, if she hadn’t told me—not I.”

			“We are go­ing to be mar­ried soon,” said Clare, with im­pro­vised phlegm.

			“Ah—and be ye! Well, I am truly glad to hear it, sir. I’ve thought you mid do such a thing for some time. She’s too good for a dairy­maid—I said so the very first day I zid her—and a prize for any man; and what’s more, a won­der­ful wo­man for a gen­tle­man-farm­er’s wife; he won’t be at the mercy of his baily wi’ her at his side.”

			Some­how Tess dis­ap­peared. She had been even more struck with the look of the girls who fol­lowed Crick than abashed by Crick’s blunt praise.

			After sup­per, when she reached her bed­room, they were all present. A light was burn­ing, and each dam­sel was sit­ting up whitely in her bed, await­ing Tess, the whole like a row of aven­ging ghosts.

			But she saw in a few mo­ments that there was no malice in their mood. They could scarcely feel as a loss what they had nev­er ex­pec­ted to have. Their con­di­tion was ob­ject­ive, con­tem­plat­ive.

			“He’s go­ing to marry her!” mur­mured Retty, nev­er tak­ing eyes off Tess. “How her face do show it!”

			“You be go­ing to marry him?” asked Mari­an.

			“Yes,” said Tess.

			“When?”

			“Some day.”

			They thought that this was evas­ive­ness only.

			“Yes—go­ing to marry him—a gen­tle­man!” re­peated Izz Huett.

			And by a sort of fas­cin­a­tion the three girls, one after an­oth­er, crept out of their beds, and came and stood bare­footed round Tess. Retty put her hands upon Tess’s shoulders, as if to real­ize her friend’s cor­por­eal­ity after such a mir­acle, and the oth­er two laid their arms round her waist, all look­ing in­to her face.

			“How it do seem! Al­most more than I can think of!” said Izz Huett.

			Mari­an kissed Tess. “Yes,” she mur­mured as she with­drew her lips.

			“Was that be­cause of love for her, or be­cause oth­er lips have touched there by now?” con­tin­ued Izz drily to Mari­an.

			“I wasn’t think­ing o’ that,” said Mari­an simply. “I was on’y feel­ing all the strange­ness o’t—that she is to be his wife, and nobody else. I don’t say nay to it, nor either of us, be­cause we did not think of it—only loved him. Still, nobody else is to marry’n in the world—no fine lady, nobody in silks and sat­ins; but she who do live like we.”

			“Are you sure you don’t dis­like me for it?” said Tess in a low voice.

			They hung about her in their white night­gowns be­fore reply­ing, as if they con­sidered their an­swer might lie in her look.

			“I don’t know—I don’t know,” mur­mured Retty Priddle. “I want to hate ’ee; but I can­not!”

			“That’s how I feel,” echoed Izz and Mari­an. “I can’t hate her. Some­how she hinders me!”

			“He ought to marry one of you,” mur­mured Tess.

			“Why?”

			“You are all bet­ter than I.”

			“We bet­ter than you?” said the girls in a low, slow whis­per. “No, no, dear Tess!”

			“You are!” she con­tra­dicted im­petu­ously. And sud­denly tear­ing away from their cling­ing arms she burst in­to a hys­ter­ic­al fit of tears, bow­ing her­self on the chest of draw­ers and re­peat­ing in­cess­antly, “O yes, yes, yes!”

			Hav­ing once giv­en way she could not stop her weep­ing.

			“He ought to have had one of you!” she cried. “I think I ought to make him even now! You would be bet­ter for him than—I don’t know what I’m say­ing! O! O!”

			They went up to her and clasped her round, but still her sobs tore her.

			“Get some wa­ter,” said Mari­an, “She’s up­set by us, poor thing, poor thing!”

			They gently led her back to the side of her bed, where they kissed her warmly.

			“You are best for’n,” said Mari­an. “More lady­like, and a bet­ter schol­ar than we, es­pe­cially since he had taught ’ee so much. But even you ought to be proud. You be proud, I’m sure!”

			“Yes, I am,” she said; “and I am ashamed at so break­ing down.”

			When they were all in bed, and the light was out, Mari­an whispered across to her—

			“You will think of us when you be his wife, Tess, and of how we told ’ee that we loved him, and how we tried not to hate you, and did not hate you, and could not hate you, be­cause you were his choice, and we nev­er hoped to be chose by him.”

			They were not aware that, at these words, salt, sting­ing tears trickled down upon Tess’s pil­low anew, and how she re­solved, with a burst­ing heart, to tell all her his­tory to An­gel Clare, des­pite her moth­er’s com­mand—to let him for whom she lived and breathed des­pise her if he would, and her moth­er re­gard her as a fool, rather then pre­serve a si­lence which might be deemed a treach­ery to him, and which some­how seemed a wrong to these.

		
	
		
			XXXII

			This pen­it­en­tial mood kept her from nam­ing the wed­ding-day. The be­gin­ning of Novem­ber found its date still in abey­ance, though he asked her at the most tempt­ing times. But Tess’s de­sire seemed to be for a per­petu­al be­troth­al in which everything should re­main as it was then.

			The meads were chan­ging now; but it was still warm enough in early af­ter­noons be­fore milk­ing to idle there awhile, and the state of dairy-work at this time of year al­lowed a spare hour for id­ling. Look­ing over the damp sod in the dir­ec­tion of the sun, a glisten­ing ripple of gos­samer webs was vis­ible to their eyes un­der the lu­minary, like the track of moon­light on the sea. Gnats, know­ing noth­ing of their brief glor­i­fic­a­tion, wandered across the shim­mer of this path­way, ir­ra­di­ated as if they bore fire with­in them, then passed out of its line, and were quite ex­tinct. In the pres­ence of these things he would re­mind her that the date was still the ques­tion.

			Or he would ask her at night, when he ac­com­pan­ied her on some mis­sion in­ven­ted by Mrs. Crick to give him the op­por­tun­ity. This was mostly a jour­ney to the farm­house on the slopes above the vale, to in­quire how the ad­vanced cows were get­ting on in the straw-bar­ton to which they were re­leg­ated. For it was a time of the year that brought great changes to the world of kine. Batches of the an­im­als were sent away daily to this ly­ing-in hos­pit­al, where they lived on straw till their calves were born, after which event, and as soon as the calf could walk, moth­er and off­spring were driv­en back to the dairy. In the in­ter­val which elapsed be­fore the calves were sold there was, of course, little milk­ing to be done, but as soon as the calf had been taken away the milk­maids would have to set to work as usu­al.

			Re­turn­ing from one of these dark walks they reached a great gravel-cliff im­me­di­ately over the levels, where they stood still and listened. The wa­ter was now high in the streams, squirt­ing through the weirs, and tink­ling un­der cul­verts; the smal­lest gul­lies were all full; there was no tak­ing short­cuts any­where, and foot-pas­sen­gers were com­pelled to fol­low the per­man­ent ways. From the whole ex­tent of the in­vis­ible vale came a mul­ti­tudin­ous in­ton­a­tion; it forced upon their fancy that a great city lay be­low them, and that the mur­mur was the vo­ci­fer­a­tion of its popu­lace.

			“It seems like tens of thou­sands of them,” said Tess; “hold­ing pub­lic-meet­ings in their mar­ket­places, ar­guing, preach­ing, quar­rel­ling, sob­bing, groan­ing, pray­ing, and curs­ing.”

			Clare was not par­tic­u­larly heed­ing.

			“Did Crick speak to you today, dear, about his not want­ing much as­sist­ance dur­ing the winter months?”

			“No.”

			“The cows are go­ing dry rap­idly.”

			“Yes. Six or sev­en went to the straw-bar­ton yes­ter­day, and three the day be­fore, mak­ing nearly twenty in the straw already. Ah—is it that the farm­er don’t want my help for the calv­ing? O, I am not wanted here any more! And I have tried so hard to—”

			“Crick didn’t ex­actly say that he would no longer re­quire you. But, know­ing what our re­la­tions were, he said in the most good-natured and re­spect­ful man­ner pos­sible that he sup­posed on my leav­ing at Christ­mas I should take you with me, and on my ask­ing what he would do without you he merely ob­served that, as a mat­ter of fact, it was a time of year when he could do with a very little fe­male help. I am afraid I was sin­ner enough to feel rather glad that he was in this way for­cing your hand.”

			“I don’t think you ought to have felt glad, An­gel. Be­cause ’tis al­ways mourn­ful not to be wanted, even if at the same time ’tis con­veni­ent.”

			“Well, it is con­veni­ent—you have ad­mit­ted that.” He put his fin­ger upon her cheek. “Ah!” he said.

			“What?”

			“I feel the red rising up at her hav­ing been caught! But why should I trifle so! We will not trifle—life is too ser­i­ous.”

			“It is. Per­haps I saw that be­fore you did.”

			She was see­ing it then. To de­cline to marry him after all—in obed­i­ence to her emo­tion of last night—and leave the dairy, meant to go to some strange place, not a dairy; for milk­maids were not in re­quest now calv­ing-time was com­ing on; to go to some ar­able farm where no di­vine be­ing like An­gel Clare was. She hated the thought, and she hated more the thought of go­ing home.

			“So that, ser­i­ously, dearest Tess,” he con­tin­ued, “since you will prob­ably have to leave at Christ­mas, it is in every way de­sir­able and con­veni­ent that I should carry you off then as my prop­erty. Be­sides, if you were not the most un­cal­cu­lat­ing girl in the world you would know that we could not go on like this forever.”

			“I wish we could. That it would al­ways be sum­mer and au­tumn, and you al­ways court­ing me, and al­ways think­ing as much of me as you have done through the past sum­mer­time!”

			“I al­ways shall.”

			“O, I know you will!” she cried, with a sud­den fer­vour of faith in him. “An­gel, I will fix the day when I will be­come yours for al­ways!”

			Thus at last it was ar­ranged between them, dur­ing that dark walk home, amid the myri­ads of li­quid voices on the right and left.

			When they reached the dairy Mr. and Mrs. Crick were promptly told—with in­junc­tions of secrecy; for each of the lov­ers was de­sirous that the mar­riage should be kept as private as pos­sible. The dairy­man, though he had thought of dis­miss­ing her soon, now made a great con­cern about los­ing her. What should he do about his skim­ming? Who would make the or­na­ment­al but­ter-pats for the Angle­bury and Sand­bourne ladies? Mrs. Crick con­grat­u­lated Tess on the shilly-shal­ly­ing hav­ing at last come to an end, and said that dir­ectly she set eyes on Tess she di­vined that she was to be the chosen one of some­body who was no com­mon out­door man; Tess had looked so su­per­i­or as she walked across the bar­ton on that af­ter­noon of her ar­rival; that she was of a good fam­ily she could have sworn. In point of fact Mrs. Crick did re­mem­ber think­ing that Tess was grace­ful and good-look­ing as she ap­proached; but the su­peri­or­ity might have been a growth of the ima­gin­a­tion aided by sub­sequent know­ledge.

			Tess was now car­ried along upon the wings of the hours, without the sense of a will. The word had been giv­en; the num­ber of the day writ­ten down. Her nat­ur­ally bright in­tel­li­gence had be­gun to ad­mit the fa­tal­ist­ic con­vic­tions com­mon to field-folk and those who as­so­ci­ate more ex­tens­ively with nat­ur­al phe­nom­ena than with their fel­low-creatures; and she ac­cord­ingly drif­ted in­to that pass­ive re­spons­ive­ness to all things her lov­er sug­ges­ted, char­ac­ter­ist­ic of the frame of mind.

			But she wrote anew to her moth­er, os­tens­ibly to no­ti­fy the wed­ding-day; really to again im­plore her ad­vice. It was a gen­tle­man who had chosen her, which per­haps her moth­er had not suf­fi­ciently con­sidered. A post­nup­tial ex­plan­a­tion, which might be ac­cep­ted with a light heart by a rough­er man, might not be re­ceived with the same feel­ing by him. But this com­mu­nic­a­tion brought no reply from Mrs. Durbey­field.

			Des­pite An­gel Clare’s plaus­ible rep­res­ent­a­tion to him­self and to Tess of the prac­tic­al need for their im­me­di­ate mar­riage, there was in truth an ele­ment of pre­cip­it­ancy in the step, as be­came ap­par­ent at a later date. He loved her dearly, though per­haps rather ideally and fanci­fully than with the im­pas­sioned thor­ough­ness of her feel­ing for him. He had en­ter­tained no no­tion, when doomed as he had thought to an un­in­tel­lec­tu­al bu­col­ic life, that such charms as he be­held in this idyll­ic creature would be found be­hind the scenes. Un­soph­ist­ic­a­tion was a thing to talk of; but he had not known how it really struck one un­til he came here. Yet he was very far from see­ing his fu­ture track clearly, and it might be a year or two be­fore he would be able to con­sider him­self fairly star­ted in life. The secret lay in the tinge of reck­less­ness im­par­ted to his ca­reer and char­ac­ter by the sense that he had been made to miss his true des­tiny through the pre­ju­dices of his fam­ily.

			“Don’t you think ’twould have been bet­ter for us to wait till you were quite settled in your mid­land farm?” she once asked tim­idly. (A mid­land farm was the idea just then.)

			“To tell the truth, my Tess, I don’t like you to be left any­where away from my pro­tec­tion and sym­pathy.”

			The reas­on was a good one, so far as it went. His in­flu­ence over her had been so marked that she had caught his man­ner and habits, his speech and phrases, his lik­ings and his aver­sions. And to leave her in farm­land would be to let her slip back again out of ac­cord with him. He wished to have her un­der his charge for an­oth­er reas­on. His par­ents had nat­ur­ally de­sired to see her once at least be­fore he car­ried her off to a dis­tant set­tle­ment, Eng­lish or co­lo­ni­al; and as no opin­ion of theirs was to be al­lowed to change his in­ten­tion, he judged that a couple of months’ life with him in lodgings whilst seek­ing for an ad­vant­age­ous open­ing would be of some so­cial as­sist­ance to her at what she might feel to be a try­ing or­deal—her present­a­tion to his moth­er at the Vicar­age.

			Next, he wished to see a little of the work­ing of a flour-mill, hav­ing an idea that he might com­bine the use of one with corn-grow­ing. The pro­pri­et­or of a large old wa­ter-mill at Well­bridge—once the mill of an Ab­bey—had offered him the in­spec­tion of his time-hon­oured mode of pro­ced­ure, and a hand in the op­er­a­tions for a few days, whenev­er he should choose to come. Clare paid a vis­it to the place, some few miles dis­tant, one day at this time, to in­quire par­tic­u­lars, and re­turned to Tal­bothays in the even­ing. She found him de­term­ined to spend a short time at the Well­bridge flour-mills. And what had de­term­ined him? Less the op­por­tun­ity of an in­sight in­to grind­ing and bolt­ing than the cas­u­al fact that lodgings were to be ob­tained in that very farm­house which, be­fore its mu­til­a­tion, had been the man­sion of a branch of the d’Urberville fam­ily. This was al­ways how Clare settled prac­tic­al ques­tions; by a sen­ti­ment which had noth­ing to do with them. They de­cided to go im­me­di­ately after the wed­ding, and re­main for a fort­night, in­stead of jour­ney­ing to towns and inns.

			“Then we will start off to ex­am­ine some farms on the oth­er side of Lon­don that I have heard of,” he said, “and by March or April we will pay a vis­it to my fath­er and moth­er.”

			Ques­tions of pro­ced­ure such as these arose and passed, and the day, the in­cred­ible day, on which she was to be­come his, loomed large in the near fu­ture. The thirty-first of Decem­ber, New Year’s Eve, was the date. His wife, she said to her­self. Could it ever be? Their two selves to­geth­er, noth­ing to di­vide them, every in­cid­ent shared by them; why not? And yet why?

			One Sunday morn­ing Izz Huett re­turned from church, and spoke privately to Tess.

			“You was not called home this morn­ing.”

			“What?”

			“It should ha’ been the first time of ask­ing today,” she answered, look­ing quietly at Tess. “You meant to be mar­ried New Year’s Eve, deary?”

			The oth­er re­turned a quick af­firm­at­ive.

			“And there must be three times of ask­ing. And now there be only two Sundays left between.”

			Tess felt her cheek pal­ing; Izz was right; of course there must be three. Per­haps he had for­got­ten! If so, there must be a week’s post­pone­ment, and that was un­lucky. How could she re­mind her lov­er? She who had been so back­ward was sud­denly fired with im­pa­tience and alarm lest she should lose her dear prize.

			A nat­ur­al in­cid­ent re­lieved her anxi­ety. Izz men­tioned the omis­sion of the banns to Mrs. Crick, and Mrs. Crick as­sumed a mat­ron’s priv­ilege of speak­ing to An­gel on the point.

			“Have ye for­got ’em, Mr. Clare? The banns, I mean.”

			“No, I have not for­got ’em,” says Clare.

			As soon as he caught Tess alone he as­sured her:

			“Don’t let them tease you about the banns. A li­cence will be quieter for us, and I have de­cided on a li­cence without con­sult­ing you. So if you go to church on Sunday morn­ing you will not hear your own name, if you wished to.”

			“I didn’t wish to hear it, dearest,” she said proudly.

			But to know that things were in train was an im­mense re­lief to Tess not­with­stand­ing, who had well-nigh feared that some­body would stand up and for­bid the banns on the ground of her his­tory. How events were fa­vour­ing her!

			“I don’t quite feel easy,” she said to her­self. “All this good for­tune may be scourged out of me af­ter­wards by a lot of ill. That’s how Heav­en mostly does. I wish I could have had com­mon banns!”

			But everything went smoothly. She wondered wheth­er he would like her to be mar­ried in her present best white frock, or if she ought to buy a new one. The ques­tion was set at rest by his fore­thought, dis­closed by the ar­rival of some large pack­ages ad­dressed to her. In­side them she found a whole stock of cloth­ing, from bon­net to shoes, in­clud­ing a per­fect morn­ing cos­tume, such as would well suit the simple wed­ding they planned. He entered the house shortly after the ar­rival of the pack­ages, and heard her up­stairs un­do­ing them.

			A minute later she came down with a flush on her face and tears in her eyes.

			“How thought­ful you’ve been!” she mur­mured, her cheek upon his shoulder. “Even to the gloves and handker­chief! My own love—how good, how kind!”

			“No, no, Tess; just an or­der to a trades­wo­man in Lon­don—noth­ing more.”

			And to di­vert her from think­ing too highly of him, he told her to go up­stairs, and take her time, and see if it all fit­ted; and, if not, to get the vil­lage semp­stress to make a few al­ter­a­tions.

			She did re­turn up­stairs, and put on the gown. Alone, she stood for a mo­ment be­fore the glass look­ing at the ef­fect of her silk at­tire; and then there came in­to her head her moth­er’s bal­lad of the mys­tic robe—

			
				
					That nev­er would be­come that wife
					

					That had once done amiss,
				

			

			which Mrs. Durbey­field had used to sing to her as a child, so blithely and so archly, her foot on the cradle, which she rocked to the tune. Sup­pose this robe should be­tray her by chan­ging col­our, as her robe had be­trayed Queen Guinev­ere. Since she had been at the dairy she had not once thought of the lines till now.
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			An­gel felt that he would like to spend a day with her be­fore the wed­ding, some­where away from the dairy, as a last jaunt in her com­pany while there were yet mere lov­er and mis­tress; a ro­mantic day, in cir­cum­stances that would nev­er be re­peated; with that oth­er and great­er day beam­ing close ahead of them. Dur­ing the pre­ced­ing week, there­fore, he sug­ges­ted mak­ing a few pur­chases in the nearest town, and they star­ted to­geth­er.

			Clare’s life at the dairy had been that of a re­cluse in re­spect the world of his own class. For months he had nev­er gone near a town, and, re­quir­ing no vehicle, had nev­er kept one, hir­ing the dairy­man’s cob or gig if he rode or drove. They went in the gig that day.

			And then for the first time in their lives they shopped as part­ners in one con­cern. It was Christ­mas Eve, with its loads a holly and mistle­toe, and the town was very full of strangers who had come in from all parts of the coun­try on ac­count of the day. Tess paid the pen­alty of walk­ing about with hap­pi­ness su­per­ad­ded to beauty on her coun­ten­ance by be­ing much stared at as she moved amid them on his arm.

			In the even­ing they re­turned to the inn at which they had put up, and Tess waited in the entry while An­gel went to see the horse and gig brought to the door. The gen­er­al sit­ting-room was full of guests, who were con­tinu­ally go­ing in and out. As the door opened and shut each time for the pas­sage of these, the light with­in the par­lour fell full upon Tess’s face. Two men came out and passed by her among the rest. One of them had stared her up and down in sur­prise, and she fan­cied he was a Trantridge man, though that vil­lage lay so many miles off that Trantridge folk were rar­it­ies here.

			“A comely maid that,” said the oth­er.

			“True, comely enough. But un­less I make a great mis­take—” And he neg­at­ived the re­mainder of the defin­i­tion forth­with.

			Clare had just re­turned from the stable-yard, and, con­front­ing the man on the threshold, heard the words, and saw the shrink­ing of Tess. The in­sult to her stung him to the quick, and be­fore he had con­sidered any­thing at all he struck the man on the chin with the full force of his fist, send­ing him stag­ger­ing back­wards in­to the pas­sage.

			The man re­covered him­self, and seemed in­clined to come on, and Clare, step­ping out­side the door, put him­self in a pos­ture of de­fence. But his op­pon­ent began to think bet­ter of the mat­ter. He looked anew at Tess as he passed her, and said to Clare—

			“I beg par­don, sir; ’twas a com­plete mis­take. I thought she was an­oth­er wo­man, forty miles from here.”

			Clare, feel­ing then that he had been too hasty, and that he was, moreover, to blame for leav­ing her stand­ing in an inn-pas­sage, did what he usu­ally did in such cases, gave the man five shil­lings to plaster the blow; and thus they par­ted, bid­ding each oth­er a pa­cific good night. As soon as Clare had taken the reins from the ost­ler, and the young couple had driv­en off, the two men went in the oth­er dir­ec­tion.

			“And was it a mis­take?” said the second one.

			“Not a bit of it. But I didn’t want to hurt the gen­tle­man’s feel­ings—not I.”

			In the mean­time the lov­ers were driv­ing on­ward.

			“Could we put off our wed­ding till a little later?” Tess asked in a dry dull voice. “I mean if we wished?”

			“No, my love. Calm your­self. Do you mean that the fel­low may have time to sum­mon me for as­sault?” he asked good-hu­mouredly.

			“No—I only meant—if it should have to be put off.”

			What she meant was not very clear, and he dir­ec­ted her to dis­miss such fan­cies from her mind, which she obed­i­ently did as well as she could. But she was grave, very grave, all the way home; till she thought, “We shall go away, a very long dis­tance, hun­dreds of miles from these parts, and such as this can nev­er hap­pen again, and no ghost of the past reach there.”

			They par­ted ten­derly that night on the land­ing, and Clare as­cen­ded to his at­tic. Tess sat up get­ting on with some little re­quis­ites, lest the few re­main­ing days should not af­ford suf­fi­cient time. While she sat she heard a noise in An­gel’s room over­head, a sound of thump­ing and strug­gling. Every­body else in the house was asleep, and in her anxi­ety lest Clare should be ill she ran up and knocked at his door, and asked him what was the mat­ter.

			“Oh, noth­ing, dear,” he said from with­in. “I am so sorry I dis­turbed you! But the reas­on is rather an amus­ing one: I fell asleep and dreamt that I was fight­ing that fel­low again who in­sul­ted you, and the noise you heard was my pum­mel­ling away with my fists at my port­manteau, which I pulled out today for pack­ing. I am oc­ca­sion­ally li­able to these freaks in my sleep. Go to bed and think of it no more.”

			This was the last drachm re­quired to turn the scale of her in­de­cision. De­clare the past to him by word of mouth she could not; but there was an­oth­er way. She sat down and wrote on the four pages of a note-sheet a suc­cinct nar­rat­ive of those events of three or four years ago, put it in­to an en­vel­ope, and dir­ec­ted it to Clare. Then, lest the flesh should again be weak, she crept up­stairs without any shoes and slipped the note un­der his door.

			Her night was a broken one, as it well might be, and she listened for the first faint noise over­head. It came, as usu­al; he des­cen­ded, as usu­al. She des­cen­ded. He met her at the bot­tom of the stairs and kissed her. Surely it was as warmly as ever!

			He looked a little dis­turbed and worn, she thought. But he said not a word to her about her rev­el­a­tion, even when they were alone. Could he have had it? Un­less he began the sub­ject she felt that she could say noth­ing. So the day passed, and it was evid­ent that whatever he thought he meant to keep to him­self. Yet he was frank and af­fec­tion­ate as be­fore. Could it be that her doubts were child­ish? that he for­gave her; that he loved her for what she was, just as she was, and smiled at her dis­quiet as at a fool­ish night­mare? Had he really re­ceived her note? She glanced in­to his room, and could see noth­ing of it. It might be that he for­gave her. But even if he had not re­ceived it she had a sud­den en­thu­si­ast­ic trust that he surely would for­give her.

			Every morn­ing and night he was the same, and thus New Year’s Eve broke—the wed­ding day.

			The lov­ers did not rise at milk­ing-time, hav­ing through the whole of this last week of their so­journ at the dairy been ac­cor­ded some­thing of the po­s­i­tion of guests, Tess be­ing hon­oured with a room of her own. When they ar­rived down­stairs at break­fast-time they were sur­prised to see what ef­fects had been pro­duced in the large kit­chen for their glory since they had last be­held it. At some un­nat­ur­al hour of the morn­ing the dairy­man had caused the yawn­ing chim­ney-corner to be whitened, and the brick hearth reddened, and a blaz­ing yel­low dam­ask blower to be hung across the arch in place of the old grimy blue cot­ton one with a black sprig pat­tern which had formerly done duty there. This ren­ov­ated as­pect of what was the fo­cus in­deed of the room on a full winter morn­ing threw a smil­ing de­mean­our over the whole apart­ment.

			“I was de­term­ined to do sum­mat in hon­our o’t,” said the dairy­man. “And as you wouldn’t hear of my gie­ing a rat­tling good randy wi’ fiddles and bass-vi­ols com­plete, as we should ha’ done in old times, this was all I could think o’ as a noise­less thing.”

			Tess’s friends lived so far off that none could con­veni­ently have been present at the ce­re­mony, even had any been asked; but as a fact nobody was in­vited from Mar­lott. As for An­gel’s fam­ily, he had writ­ten and duly in­formed them of the time, and as­sured them that he would be glad to see one at least of them there for the day if he would like to come. His broth­ers had not replied at all, seem­ing to be in­dig­nant with him; while his fath­er and moth­er had writ­ten a rather sad let­ter, de­plor­ing his pre­cip­it­ancy in rush­ing in­to mar­riage, but mak­ing the best of the mat­ter by say­ing that, though a dairy­wo­man was the last daugh­ter-in-law they could have ex­pec­ted, their son had ar­rived at an age which he might be sup­posed to be the best judge.

			This cool­ness in his re­la­tions dis­tressed Clare less than it would have done had he been without the grand card with which he meant to sur­prise them ere long. To pro­duce Tess, fresh from the dairy, as a d’Urberville and a lady, he had felt to be tem­er­ari­ous and risky; hence he had con­cealed her lin­eage till such time as, fa­mil­i­ar­ized with worldly ways by a few months’ travel and read­ing with him, he could take her on a vis­it to his par­ents and im­part the know­ledge while tri­umphantly pro­du­cing her as worthy of such an an­cient line. It was a pretty lov­er’s dream, if no more. Per­haps Tess’s lin­eage had more value for him­self than for any­body in the world be­side.

			Her per­cep­tion that An­gel’s bear­ing to­wards her still re­mained in no whit altered by her own com­mu­nic­a­tion rendered Tess guiltily doubt­ful if he could have re­ceived it. She rose from break­fast be­fore he had fin­ished, and hastened up­stairs. It had oc­curred to her to look once more in­to the queer gaunt room which had been Clare’s den, or rather eyrie, for so long, and climb­ing the lad­der she stood at the open door of the apart­ment, re­gard­ing and pon­der­ing. She stooped to the threshold of the door­way, where she had pushed in the note two or three days earli­er in such ex­cite­ment. The car­pet reached close to the sill, and un­der the edge of the car­pet she dis­cerned the faint white mar­gin of the en­vel­ope con­tain­ing her let­ter to him, which he ob­vi­ously had nev­er seen, ow­ing to her hav­ing in her haste thrust it be­neath the car­pet as well as be­neath the door.

			With a feel­ing of faint­ness she with­drew the let­ter. There it was—sealed up, just as it had left her hands. The moun­tain had not yet been re­moved. She could not let him read it now, the house be­ing in full bustle of pre­par­a­tion; and des­cend­ing to her own room she des­troyed the let­ter there.

			She was so pale when he saw her again that he felt quite anxious. The in­cid­ent of the mis­placed let­ter she had jumped at as if it pre­ven­ted a con­fes­sion; but she knew in her con­science that it need not; there was still time. Yet everything was in a stir; there was com­ing and go­ing; all had to dress, the dairy­man and Mrs. Crick hav­ing been asked to ac­com­pany them as wit­nesses; and re­flec­tion or de­lib­er­ate talk was well-nigh im­possible. The only minute Tess could get to be alone with Clare was when they met upon the land­ing.

			“I am so anxious to talk to you—I want to con­fess all my faults and blun­ders!” she said with at­temp­ted light­ness.

			“No, no—we can’t have faults talked of—you must be deemed per­fect today at least, my Sweet!” he cried. “We shall have plenty of time, here­after, I hope, to talk over our fail­ings. I will con­fess mine at the same time.”

			“But it would be bet­ter for me to do it now, I think, so that you could not say—”

			“Well, my quix­ot­ic one, you shall tell me any­thing—say, as soon as we are settled in our lodging; not now. I, too, will tell you my faults then. But do not let us spoil the day with them; they will be ex­cel­lent mat­ter for a dull time.”

			“Then you don’t wish me to, dearest?”

			“I do not, Tessy, really.”

			The hurry of dress­ing and start­ing left no time for more than this. Those words of his seemed to re­as­sure her on fur­ther re­flec­tion. She was whirled on­ward through the next couple of crit­ic­al hours by the mas­ter­ing tide of her de­vo­tion to him, which closed up fur­ther med­it­a­tion. Her one de­sire, so long res­isted, to make her­self his, to call him her lord, her own—then, if ne­ces­sary, to die—had at last lif­ted her up from her plod­ding re­flect­ive path­way. In dress­ing, she moved about in a men­tal cloud of many-col­oured ideal­it­ies, which ec­lipsed all sin­is­ter con­tin­gen­cies by its bright­ness.

			The church was a long way off, and they were ob­liged to drive, par­tic­u­larly as it was winter. A closed car­riage was ordered from a road­side inn, a vehicle which had been kept there ever since the old days of post-chaise trav­el­ling. It had stout wheel-spokes and heavy fel­loes, a great curved bed, im­mense straps and springs, and a pole like a bat­ter­ing-ram. The pos­tilion was a ven­er­able “boy” of sixty—a mar­tyr to rheum­at­ic gout, the res­ult of ex­cess­ive ex­pos­ure in youth, coun­ter­ac­ted by strong li­quors—who had stood at inn-doors do­ing noth­ing for the whole five-and-twenty years that had elapsed since he had no longer been re­quired to ride pro­fes­sion­ally, as if ex­pect­ing the old times to come back again. He had a per­man­ent run­ning wound on the out­side of his right leg, ori­gin­ated by the con­stant bruis­ings of ar­is­to­crat­ic car­riage-poles dur­ing the many years that he had been in reg­u­lar em­ploy at the King’s Arms, Cas­ter­bridge.

			In­side this cum­brous and creak­ing struc­ture, and be­hind this de­cayed con­duct­or, the partie car­rée took their seats—the bride and bride­groom and Mr. and Mrs. Crick. An­gel would have liked one at least of his broth­ers to be present as grooms­man, but their si­lence after his gentle hint to that ef­fect by let­ter had sig­ni­fied that they did not care to come. They dis­ap­proved of the mar­riage, and could not be ex­pec­ted to coun­ten­ance it. Per­haps it was as well that they could not be present. They were not worldly young fel­lows, but frat­ern­iz­ing with dairy-folk would have struck un­pleas­antly upon their biased nice­ness, apart from their views of the match.

			Up­held by the mo­mentum of the time, Tess knew noth­ing of this, did not see any­thing, did not know the road they were tak­ing to the church. She knew that An­gel was close to her; all the rest was a lu­min­ous mist. She was a sort of ce­les­ti­al per­son, who owed her be­ing to po­etry—one of those clas­sic­al di­vin­it­ies Clare was ac­cus­tomed to talk to her about when they took their walks to­geth­er.

			The mar­riage be­ing by li­cence there were only a dozen or so of people in the church; had there been a thou­sand they would have pro­duced no more ef­fect upon her. They were at stel­lar dis­tances from her present world. In the ec­stat­ic solem­nity with which she swore her faith to him the or­din­ary sens­ib­il­it­ies of sex seemed a flip­pancy. At a pause in the ser­vice, while they were kneel­ing to­geth­er, she un­con­sciously in­clined her­self to­wards him, so that her shoulder touched his arm; she had been frightened by a passing thought, and the move­ment had been auto­mat­ic, to as­sure her­self that he was really there, and to for­ti­fy her be­lief that his fi­del­ity would be proof against all things.

			Clare knew that she loved him—every curve of her form showed that—but he did not know at that time the full depth of her de­vo­tion, its single-minded­ness, its meek­ness; what long-suf­fer­ing it guar­an­teed, what hon­esty, what en­dur­ance, what good faith.

			As they came out of church the ringers swung the bells off their rests, and a mod­est peal of three notes broke forth—that lim­ited amount of ex­pres­sion hav­ing been deemed suf­fi­cient by the church build­ers for the joys of such a small par­ish. Passing by the tower with her hus­band on the path to the gate she could feel the vi­brant air hum­ming round them from the louvred bel­fry in the circle of sound, and it matched the highly-charged men­tal at­mo­sphere in which she was liv­ing.

			This con­di­tion of mind, wherein she felt glor­i­fied by an ir­ra­di­ation not her own, like the an­gel whom St. John saw in the sun, las­ted till the sound of the church bells had died away, and the emo­tions of the wed­ding-ser­vice had calmed down. Her eyes could dwell upon de­tails more clearly now, and Mr. and Mrs. Crick hav­ing dir­ec­ted their own gig to be sent for them, to leave the car­riage to the young couple, she ob­served the build and char­ac­ter of that con­vey­ance for the first time. Sit­ting in si­lence she re­garded it long.

			“I fancy you seem op­pressed, Tessy,” said Clare.

			“Yes,” she answered, put­ting her hand to her brow. “I tremble at many things. It is all so ser­i­ous, An­gel. Among oth­er things I seem to have seen this car­riage be­fore, to be very well ac­quain­ted with it. It is very odd—I must have seen it in a dream.”

			“Oh—you have heard the le­gend of the d’Urberville Coach—that well-known su­per­sti­tion of this county about your fam­ily when they were very pop­u­lar here; and this lum­ber­ing old thing re­minds you of it.”

			“I have nev­er heard of it to my know­ledge,” said she. “What is the le­gend—may I know it?”

			“Well—I would rather not tell it in de­tail just now. A cer­tain d’Urberville of the six­teenth or sev­en­teenth cen­tury com­mit­ted a dread­ful crime in his fam­ily coach; and since that time mem­bers of the fam­ily see or hear the old coach whenev­er—But I’ll tell you an­oth­er day—it is rather gloomy. Evid­ently some dim know­ledge of it has been brought back to your mind by the sight of this ven­er­able cara­van.”

			“I don’t re­mem­ber hear­ing it be­fore,” she mur­mured. “Is it when we are go­ing to die, An­gel, that mem­bers of my fam­ily see it, or is it when we have com­mit­ted a crime?”

			“Now, Tess!”

			He si­lenced her by a kiss.

			By the time they reached home she was con­trite and spir­it­less. She was Mrs. An­gel Clare, in­deed, but had she any mor­al right to the name? Was she not more truly Mrs. Al­ex­an­der d’Urberville? Could in­tens­ity of love jus­ti­fy what might be con­sidered in up­right souls as culp­able reti­cence? She knew not what was ex­pec­ted of wo­men in such cases; and she had no coun­sel­lor.

			How­ever, when she found her­self alone in her room for a few minutes—the last day this on which she was ever to enter it—she knelt down and prayed. She tried to pray to God, but it was her hus­band who really had her sup­plic­a­tion. Her id­ol­atry of this man was such that she her­self al­most feared it to be ill-omened. She was con­scious of the no­tion ex­pressed by Fri­ar Laurence: “These vi­ol­ent de­lights have vi­ol­ent ends.” It might be too des­per­ate for hu­man con­di­tions—too rank, to wild, too deadly.

			“O my love, why do I love you so!” she whispered there alone; “for she you love is not my real self, but one in my im­age; the one I might have been!”

			Af­ter­noon came, and with it the hour for de­par­ture. They had de­cided to ful­fil the plan of go­ing for a few days to the lodgings in the old farm­house near Well­bridge Mill, at which he meant to reside dur­ing his in­vest­ig­a­tion of flour pro­cesses. At two o’clock there was noth­ing left to do but to start. All the ser­vantry of the dairy were stand­ing in the red­brick entry to see them go out, the dairy­man and his wife fol­low­ing to the door. Tess saw her three cham­ber-mates in a row against the wall, pens­ively in­clin­ing their heads. She had much ques­tioned if they would ap­pear at the part­ing mo­ment; but there they were, stoic­al and staunch to the last. She knew why the del­ic­ate Retty looked so fra­gile, and Izz so tra­gic­ally sor­row­ful, and Mari­an so blank; and she for­got her own dog­ging shad­ow for a mo­ment in con­tem­plat­ing theirs.

			She im­puls­ively whispered to him—

			“Will you kiss ’em all, once, poor things, for the first and last time?”

			Clare had not the least ob­jec­tion to such a farewell form­al­ity—which was all that it was to him—and as he passed them he kissed them in suc­ces­sion where they stood, say­ing “Good­bye” to each as he did so. When they reached the door Tess fem­in­inely glanced back to dis­cern the ef­fect of that kiss of char­ity; there was no tri­umph in her glance, as there might have been. If there had it would have dis­ap­peared when she saw how moved the girls all were. The kiss had ob­vi­ously done harm by awaken­ing feel­ings they were try­ing to sub­due.

			Of all this Clare was un­con­scious. Passing on to the wick­et-gate he shook hands with the dairy­man and his wife, and ex­pressed his last thanks to them for their at­ten­tions; after which there was a mo­ment of si­lence be­fore they had moved off. It was in­ter­rup­ted by the crow­ing of a cock. The white one with the rose comb had come and settled on the pal­ings in front of the house, with­in a few yards of them, and his notes thrilled their ears through, dwind­ling away like echoes down a val­ley of rocks.

			“Oh?” said Mrs. Crick. “An af­ter­noon crow!”

			Two men were stand­ing by the yard gate, hold­ing it open.

			“That’s bad,” one mur­mured to the oth­er, not think­ing that the words could be heard by the group at the door-wick­et.

			The cock crew again—straight to­wards Clare.

			“Well!” said the dairy­man.

			“I don’t like to hear him!” said Tess to her hus­band. “Tell the man to drive on. Good­bye, good­bye!”

			The cock crew again.

			“Hoosh! Just you be off, sir, or I’ll twist your neck!” said the dairy­man with some ir­rit­a­tion, turn­ing to the bird and driv­ing him away. And to his wife as they went in­doors: “Now, to think o’ that just today! I’ve not heard his crow of an af­ter­noon all the year afore.”

			“It only means a change in the weath­er,” said she; “not what you think: ’tis im­possible!”

		
	
		
			XXXIV

			They drove by the level road along the val­ley to a dis­tance of a few miles, and, reach­ing Well­bridge, turned away from the vil­lage to the left, and over the great Eliza­beth­an bridge which gives the place half its name. Im­me­di­ately be­hind it stood the house wherein they had en­gaged lodgings, whose ex­ter­i­or fea­tures are so well known to all trav­el­lers through the Froom Val­ley; once por­tion of a fine man­ori­al res­id­ence, and the prop­erty and seat of a d’Urberville, but since its par­tial de­moli­tion a farm­house.

			“Wel­come to one of your an­ces­tral man­sions!” said Clare as he handed her down. But he re­gret­ted the pleas­antry; it was too near a satire.

			On en­ter­ing they found that, though they had only en­gaged a couple of rooms, the farm­er had taken ad­vant­age of their pro­posed pres­ence dur­ing the com­ing days to pay a New Year’s vis­it to some friends, leav­ing a wo­man from a neigh­bour­ing cot­tage to min­is­ter to their few wants. The ab­so­lute­ness of pos­ses­sion pleased them, and they real­ized it as the first mo­ment of their ex­per­i­ence un­der their own ex­clus­ive rooftree.

			But he found that the mouldy old hab­it­a­tion some­what de­pressed his bride. When the car­riage was gone they as­cen­ded the stairs to wash their hands, the char­wo­man show­ing the way. On the land­ing Tess stopped and star­ted.

			“What’s the mat­ter?” said he.

			“Those hor­rid wo­men!” she answered with a smile. “How they frightened me.”

			He looked up, and per­ceived two life-size por­traits on pan­els built in­to the ma­sonry. As all vis­it­ors to the man­sion are aware, these paint­ings rep­res­ent wo­men of middle age, of a date some two hun­dred years ago, whose lin­ea­ments once seen can nev­er be for­got­ten. The long poin­ted fea­tures, nar­row eye, and smirk of the one, so sug­gest­ive of mer­ci­less treach­ery; the bill­hook nose, large teeth, and bold eye of the oth­er sug­gest­ing ar­rog­ance to the point of fe­ro­city, haunt the be­hold­er af­ter­wards in his dreams.

			“Whose por­traits are those?” asked Clare of the char­wo­man.

			“I have been told by old folk that they were ladies of the d’Urberville fam­ily, the an­cient lords of this man­or,” she said, “Ow­ing to their be­ing buil­ded in­to the wall they can’t be moved away.”

			The un­pleas­ant­ness of the mat­ter was that, in ad­di­tion to their ef­fect upon Tess, her fine fea­tures were un­ques­tion­ably trace­able in these ex­ag­ger­ated forms. He said noth­ing of this, how­ever, and, re­gret­ting that he had gone out of his way to choose the house for their bridal time, went on in­to the ad­join­ing room. The place hav­ing been rather hast­ily pre­pared for them, they washed their hands in one basin. Clare touched hers un­der the wa­ter.

			“Which are my fin­gers and which are yours?” he said, look­ing up. “They are very much mixed.”

			“They are all yours,” said she, very pret­tily, and en­deav­oured to be gay­er than she was. He had not been dis­pleased with her thought­ful­ness on such an oc­ca­sion; it was what every sens­ible wo­man would show: but Tess knew that she had been thought­ful to ex­cess, and struggled against it.

			The sun was so low on that short last af­ter­noon of the year that it shone in through a small open­ing and formed a golden staff which stretched across to her skirt, where it made a spot like a paint-mark set upon her. They went in­to the an­cient par­lour to tea, and here they shared their first com­mon meal alone. Such was their child­ish­ness, or rather his, that he found it in­ter­est­ing to use the same bread-and-but­ter plate as her­self, and to brush crumbs from her lips with his own. He wondered a little that she did not enter in­to these frivolit­ies with his own zest.

			Look­ing at her si­lently for a long time; “She is a dear dear Tess,” he thought to him­self, as one de­cid­ing on the true con­struc­tion of a dif­fi­cult pas­sage. “Do I real­ize sol­emnly enough how ut­terly and ir­re­triev­ably this little wo­manly thing is the creature of my good or bad faith and for­tune? I think not. I think I could not, un­less I were a wo­man my­self. What I am in worldly es­tate, she is. What I be­come, she must be­come. What I can­not be, she can­not be. And shall I ever neg­lect her, or hurt her, or even for­get to con­sider her? God for­bid such a crime!”

			They sat on over the tea-table wait­ing for their lug­gage, which the dairy­man had prom­ised to send be­fore it grew dark. But even­ing began to close in, and the lug­gage did not ar­rive, and they had brought noth­ing more than they stood in. With the de­par­ture of the sun the calm mood of the winter day changed. Out of doors there began noises as of silk smartly rubbed; the rest­ful dead leaves of the pre­ced­ing au­tumn were stirred to ir­rit­ated re­sur­rec­tion, and whirled about un­will­ingly, and tapped against the shut­ters. It soon began to rain.

			“That cock knew the weath­er was go­ing to change,” said Clare.

			The wo­man who had at­ten­ded upon them had gone home for the night, but she had placed candles upon the table, and now they lit them. Each candle-flame drew to­wards the fire­place.

			“These old houses are so draughty,” con­tin­ued An­gel, look­ing at the flames, and at the grease gut­ter­ing down the sides. “I won­der where that lug­gage is. We haven’t even a brush and comb.”

			“I don’t know,” she answered, ab­sent­minded.

			“Tess, you are not a bit cheer­ful this even­ing—not at all as you used to be. Those har­rid­ans on the pan­els up­stairs have un­settled you. I am sorry I brought you here. I won­der if you really love me, after all?”

			He knew that she did, and the words had no ser­i­ous in­tent; but she was sur­charged with emo­tion, and winced like a wounded an­im­al. Though she tried not to shed tears, she could not help show­ing one or two.

			“I did not mean it!” said he, sorry. “You are wor­ried at not hav­ing your things, I know. I can­not think why old Jonath­an has not come with them. Why, it is sev­en o’clock? Ah, there he is!”

			A knock had come to the door, and, there be­ing nobody else to an­swer it, Clare went out. He re­turned to the room with a small pack­age in his hand.

			“It is not Jonath­an, after all,” he said.

			“How vex­ing!” said Tess.

			The pack­et had been brought by a spe­cial mes­sen­ger, who had ar­rived at Tal­bothays from Em­min­ster Vicar­age im­me­di­ately after the de­par­ture of the mar­ried couple, and had fol­lowed them hith­er, be­ing un­der in­junc­tion to de­liv­er it in­to nobody’s hands but theirs. Clare brought it to the light. It was less than a foot long, sewed up in can­vas, sealed in red wax with his fath­er’s seal, and dir­ec­ted in his fath­er’s hand to “Mrs. An­gel Clare.”

			“It is a little wed­ding-present for you, Tess,” said he, hand­ing it to her. “How thought­ful they are!”

			Tess looked a little flustered as she took it.

			“I think I would rather have you open it, dearest,” said she, turn­ing over the par­cel. “I don’t like to break those great seals; they look so ser­i­ous. Please open it for me!”

			He un­did the par­cel. In­side was a case of mo­rocco leath­er, on the top of which lay a note and a key.

			The note was for Clare, in the fol­low­ing words:

			
				My dear son—

				Pos­sibly you have for­got­ten that on the death of your god­moth­er, Mrs. Pit­ney, when you were a lad, she—vain, kind wo­man that she was—left to me a por­tion of the con­tents of her jew­el-case in trust for your wife, if you should ever have one, as a mark of her af­fec­tion for you and whom­so­ever you should choose. This trust I have ful­filled, and the dia­monds have been locked up at my banker’s ever since. Though I feel it to be a some­what in­con­gru­ous act in the cir­cum­stances, I am, as you will see, bound to hand over the art­icles to the wo­man to whom the use of them for her life­time will now rightly be­long, and they are there­fore promptly sent. They be­come, I be­lieve, heir­looms, strictly speak­ing, ac­cord­ing to the terms of your god­moth­er’s will. The pre­cise words of the clause that refers to this mat­ter are en­closed.

			

			“I do re­mem­ber,” said Clare; “but I had quite for­got­ten.”

			Un­lock­ing the case, they found it to con­tain a neck­lace, with pendant, brace­lets, and ear­rings; and also some oth­er small or­na­ments.

			Tess seemed afraid to touch them at first, but her eyes sparkled for a mo­ment as much as the stones when Clare spread out the set.

			“Are they mine?” she asked in­cred­u­lously.

			“They are, cer­tainly,” said he.

			He looked in­to the fire. He re­membered how, when he was a lad of fif­teen, his god­moth­er, the Squire’s wife—the only rich per­son with whom he had ever come in con­tact—had pinned her faith to his suc­cess; had proph­esied a won­drous ca­reer for him. There had seemed noth­ing at all out of keep­ing with such a con­jec­tured ca­reer in the stor­ing up of these showy or­na­ments for his wife and the wives of her des­cend­ants. They gleamed some­what iron­ic­ally now. “Yet why?” he asked him­self. It was but a ques­tion of van­ity through­out; and if that were ad­mit­ted in­to one side of the equa­tion it should be ad­mit­ted in­to the oth­er. His wife was a d’Urberville: whom could they be­come bet­ter than her?

			Sud­denly he said with en­thu­si­asm—

			“Tess, put them on—put them on!” And he turned from the fire to help her.

			But as if by ma­gic she had already donned them—neck­lace, ear­rings, brace­lets, and all.

			“But the gown isn’t right, Tess,” said Clare. “It ought to be a low one for a set of bril­liants like that.”

			“Ought it?” said Tess.

			“Yes,” said he.

			He sug­ges­ted to her how to tuck in the up­per edge of her bod­ice, so as to make it roughly ap­prox­im­ate to the cut for even­ing wear; and when she had done this, and the pendant to the neck­lace hung isol­ated amid the white­ness of her throat, as it was de­signed to do, he stepped back to sur­vey her.

			“My heav­ens,” said Clare, “how beau­ti­ful you are!”

			As every­body knows, fine feath­ers make fine birds; a peas­ant girl but very mod­er­ately pre­pos­sess­ing to the cas­u­al ob­serv­er in her simple con­di­tion and at­tire will bloom as an amaz­ing beauty if clothed as a wo­man of fash­ion with the aids that Art can render; while the beauty of the mid­night crush would of­ten cut but a sorry fig­ure if placed in­side the field-wo­man’s wrap­per upon a mono­ton­ous acre­age of turnips on a dull day. He had nev­er till now es­tim­ated the artist­ic ex­cel­lence of Tess’s limbs and fea­tures.

			“If you were only to ap­pear in a ball­room!” he said. “But no—no, dearest; I think I love you best in the wing-bon­net and cot­ton-frock—yes, bet­ter than in this, well as you sup­port these dig­nit­ies.”

			Tess’s sense of her strik­ing ap­pear­ance had giv­en her a flush of ex­cite­ment, which was yet not hap­pi­ness.

			“I’ll take them off,” she said, “in case Jonath­an should see me. They are not fit for me, are they? They must be sold, I sup­pose?”

			“Let them stay a few minutes longer. Sell them? Nev­er. It would be a breach of faith.”

			In­flu­enced by a second thought she read­ily obeyed. She had some­thing to tell, and there might be help in these. She sat down with the jew­els upon her; and they again in­dulged in con­jec­tures as to where Jonath­an could pos­sibly be with their bag­gage. The ale they had poured out for his con­sump­tion when he came had gone flat with long stand­ing.

			Shortly after this they began sup­per, which was already laid on a side-table. Ere they had fin­ished there was a jerk in the fire-smoke, the rising skein of which bulged out in­to the room, as if some gi­ant had laid his hand on the chim­ney-top for a mo­ment. It had been caused by the open­ing of the out­er door. A heavy step was now heard in the pas­sage, and An­gel went out.

			“I couldn’ make nobody hear at all by knock­ing,” apo­lo­gized Jonath­an Kail, for it was he at last; “and as’t was rain­ing out I opened the door. I’ve brought the things, sir.”

			“I am very glad to see them. But you are very late.”

			“Well, yes, sir.”

			There was some­thing sub­dued in Jonath­an Kail’s tone which had not been there in the day, and lines of con­cern were ploughed upon his fore­head in ad­di­tion to the lines of years. He con­tin­ued—

			“We’ve all been gal­lied at the dairy at what might ha’ been a most ter­rible af­flic­tion since you and your Mis’ess—so to name her now—left us this a’ter­noon. Per­haps you ha’nt for­got the cock’s af­ter­noon crow?”

			“Dear me;—what—”

			“Well, some says it do mane one thing, and some an­oth­er; but what’s happened is that poor little Retty Priddle hev tried to drown her­self.”

			“No! Really! Why, she bade us good­bye with the rest—”

			“Yes. Well, sir, when you and your Mis’ess—so to name what she law­ful is—when you two drove away, as I say, Retty and Mari­an put on their bon­nets and went out; and as there is not much do­ing now, be­ing New Year’s Eve, and folks mops and brooms from what’s in­side ’em, nobody took much no­tice. They went on to Lew-Ever­ard, where they had sum­mut to drink, and then on they vamped to Dree-armed Cross, and there they seemed to have par­ted, Retty strik­ing across the wa­ter-meads as if for home, and Mari­an go­ing on to the next vil­lage, where there’s an­oth­er pub­lic-house. Noth­ing more was zeed or heard o’ Retty till the wa­ter­man, on his way home, no­ticed some­thing by the Great Pool; ’twas her bon­net and shawl packed up. In the wa­ter he found her. He and an­oth­er man brought her home, think­ing a’ was dead; but she fetched round by de­grees.”

			An­gel, sud­denly re­col­lect­ing that Tess was over­hear­ing this gloomy tale, went to shut the door between the pas­sage and the ante­room to the in­ner par­lour where she was; but his wife, fling­ing a shawl round her, had come to the out­er room and was listen­ing to the man’s nar­rat­ive, her eyes rest­ing ab­sently on the lug­gage and the drops of rain glisten­ing upon it.

			“And, more than this, there’s Mari­an; she’s been found dead drunk by the withy-bed—a girl who hev nev­er been known to touch any­thing be­fore ex­cept shil­ling ale; though, to be sure, ’a was al­ways a good trench­er-wo­man, as her face showed. It seems as if the maids had all gone out o’ their minds!”

			“And Izz?” asked Tess.

			“Izz is about house as usu­al; but ’a do say ’a can guess how it happened; and she seems to be very low in mind about it, poor maid, as well she mid be. And so you see, sir, as all this happened just when we was pack­ing your few traps and your Mis’ess’s night-rail and dress­ing things in­to the cart, why, it be­lated me.”

			“Yes. Well, Jonath­an, will you get the trunks up­stairs, and drink a cup of ale, and hasten back as soon as you can, in case you should be wanted?”

			Tess had gone back to the in­ner par­lour, and sat down by the fire, look­ing wist­fully in­to it. She heard Jonath­an Kail’s heavy foot­steps up and down the stairs till he had done pla­cing the lug­gage, and heard him ex­press his thanks for the ale her hus­band took out to him, and for the gra­tu­ity he re­ceived. Jonath­an’s foot­steps then died from the door, and his cart creaked away.

			An­gel slid for­ward the massive oak bar which se­cured the door, and com­ing in to where she sat over the hearth, pressed her cheeks between his hands from be­hind. He ex­pec­ted her to jump up gaily and un­pack the toi­let-gear that she had been so anxious about, but as she did not rise he sat down with her in the fire­light, the candles on the sup­per-table be­ing too thin and glim­mer­ing to in­ter­fere with its glow.

			“I am so sorry you should have heard this sad story about the girls,” he said. “Still, don’t let it de­press you. Retty was nat­ur­ally mor­bid, you know.”

			“Without the least cause,” said Tess. “While they who have cause to be, hide it, and pre­tend they are not.”

			This in­cid­ent had turned the scale for her. They were simple and in­no­cent girls on whom the un­hap­pi­ness of un­re­quited love had fallen; they had de­served bet­ter at the hands of Fate. She had de­served worse—yet she was the chosen one. It was wicked of her to take all without pay­ing. She would pay to the ut­ter­most farth­ing; she would tell, there and then. This fi­nal de­term­in­a­tion she came to when she looked in­to the fire, he hold­ing her hand.

			A steady glare from the now flame­less em­bers painted the sides and back of the fire­place with its col­our, and the well-pol­ished and­irons, and the old brass tongs that would not meet. The un­der­side of the man­tel-shelf was flushed with the high-col­oured light, and the legs of the table nearest the fire. Tess’s face and neck re­flec­ted the same warmth, which each gem turned in­to an Alde­baran or a Siri­us—a con­stel­la­tion of white, red, and green flashes, that in­ter­changed their hues with her every pulsa­tion.

			“Do you re­mem­ber what we said to each oth­er this morn­ing about telling our faults?” he asked ab­ruptly, find­ing that she still re­mained im­mov­able. “We spoke lightly per­haps, and you may well have done so. But for me it was no light prom­ise. I want to make a con­fes­sion to you, Love.”

			This, from him, so un­ex­pec­tedly ap­pos­ite, had the ef­fect upon her of a Provid­en­tial in­ter­pos­i­tion.

			“You have to con­fess some­thing?” she said quickly, and even with glad­ness and re­lief.

			“You did not ex­pect it? Ah—you thought too highly of me. Now listen. Put your head there, be­cause I want you to for­give me, and not to be in­dig­nant with me for not telling you be­fore, as per­haps I ought to have done.”

			How strange it was! He seemed to be her double. She did not speak, and Clare went on—

			“I did not men­tion it be­cause I was afraid of en­dan­ger­ing my chance of you, darling, the great prize of my life—my Fel­low­ship I call you. My broth­er’s Fel­low­ship was won at his col­lege, mine at Tal­bothays Dairy. Well, I would not risk it. I was go­ing to tell you a month ago—at the time you agreed to be mine, but I could not; I thought it might fright­en you away from me. I put it off; then I thought I would tell you yes­ter­day, to give you a chance at least of es­cap­ing me. But I did not. And I did not this morn­ing, when you pro­posed our con­fess­ing our faults on the land­ing—the sin­ner that I was! But I must, now I see you sit­ting there so sol­emnly. I won­der if you will for­give me?”

			“O yes! I am sure that—”

			“Well, I hope so. But wait a minute. You don’t know. To be­gin at the be­gin­ning. Though I ima­gine my poor fath­er fears that I am one of the etern­ally lost for my doc­trines, I am of course, a be­liev­er in good mor­als, Tess, as much as you. I used to wish to be a teach­er of men, and it was a great dis­ap­point­ment to me when I found I could not enter the Church. I ad­mired spot­less­ness, even though I could lay no claim to it, and hated im­pur­ity, as I hope I do now. Whatever one may think of plen­ary in­spir­a­tion, one must heart­ily sub­scribe to these words of Paul: ‘Be thou an ex­ample—in word, in con­ver­sa­tion, in char­ity, in spir­it, in faith, in pur­ity.’ It is the only safe­guard for us poor hu­man be­ings. In­teger vitae, says a Ro­man poet, who is strange com­pany for St. Paul—

			
				
					“The man of up­right life, from frailties free,
					

					Stands not in need of Moor­ish spear or bow.
				

			

			“Well, a cer­tain place is paved with good in­ten­tions, and hav­ing felt all that so strongly, you will see what a ter­rible re­morse it bred in me when, in the midst of my fine aims for oth­er people, I my­self fell.”

			He then told her of that time of his life to which al­lu­sion has been made when, tossed about by doubts and dif­fi­culties in Lon­don, like a cork on the waves, he plunged in­to eight-and-forty hours’ dis­sip­a­tion with a stranger.

			“Hap­pily I awoke al­most im­me­di­ately to a sense of my folly,” he con­tin­ued. “I would have no more to say to her, and I came home. I have nev­er re­peated the of­fence. But I felt I should like to treat you with per­fect frank­ness and hon­our, and I could not do so without telling this. Do you for­give me?”

			She pressed his hand tightly for an an­swer.

			“Then we will dis­miss it at once and forever!—too pain­ful as it is for the oc­ca­sion—and talk of some­thing light­er.”

			“O, An­gel—I am al­most glad—be­cause now you can for­give me! I have not made my con­fes­sion. I have a con­fes­sion, too—re­mem­ber, I said so.”

			“Ah, to be sure! Now then for it, wicked little one.”

			“Per­haps, al­though you smile, it is as ser­i­ous as yours, or more so.”

			“It can hardly be more ser­i­ous, dearest.”

			“It can­not—O no, it can­not!” She jumped up joy­fully at the hope. “No, it can­not be more ser­i­ous, cer­tainly,” she cried, “be­cause ’tis just the same! I will tell you now.”

			She sat down again.

			Their hands were still joined. The ashes un­der the grate were lit by the fire ver­tic­ally, like a tor­rid waste. Ima­gin­a­tion might have be­held a Last Day lur­id­ness in this red-coaled glow, which fell on his face and hand, and on hers, peer­ing in­to the loose hair about her brow, and fir­ing the del­ic­ate skin un­der­neath. A large shad­ow of her shape rose upon the wall and ceil­ing. She bent for­ward, at which each dia­mond on her neck gave a sin­is­ter wink like a toad’s; and press­ing her fore­head against his temple she entered on her story of her ac­quaint­ance with Alec d’Urberville and its res­ults, mur­mur­ing the words without flinch­ing, and with her eye­lids droop­ing down.
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			XXXV

			Her nar­rat­ive ended; even its re-as­ser­tions and sec­ond­ary ex­plan­a­tions were done. Tess’s voice through­out had hardly ris­en high­er than its open­ing tone; there had been no ex­culp­at­ory phrase of any kind, and she had not wept.

			But the com­plex­ion even of ex­tern­al things seemed to suf­fer trans­mu­ta­tion as her an­nounce­ment pro­gressed. The fire in the grate looked imp­ish—de­moni­ac­ally funny, as if it did not care in the least about her strait. The fend­er grinned idly, as if it too did not care. The light from the wa­ter-bottle was merely en­gaged in a chro­mat­ic prob­lem. All ma­ter­i­al ob­jects around an­nounced their ir­re­spons­ib­il­ity with ter­rible it­er­a­tion. And yet noth­ing had changed since the mo­ments when he had been kiss­ing her; or rather, noth­ing in the sub­stance of things. But the es­sence of things had changed.

			When she ceased, the au­ri­cu­lar im­pres­sions from their pre­vi­ous en­dear­ments seemed to hustle away in­to the corner of their brains, re­peat­ing them­selves as echoes from a time of su­premely pur­blind fool­ish­ness.

			Clare per­formed the ir­rel­ev­ant act of stir­ring the fire; the in­tel­li­gence had not even yet got to the bot­tom of him. After stir­ring the em­bers he rose to his feet; all the force of her dis­clos­ure had im­par­ted it­self now. His face had withered. In the strenu­ous­ness of his con­cen­tra­tion he treadled fit­fully on the floor. He could not, by any con­triv­ance, think closely enough; that was the mean­ing of his vague move­ment. When he spoke it was in the most in­ad­equate, com­mon­place voice of the many var­ied tones she had heard from him.

			“Tess!”

			“Yes, dearest.”

			“Am I to be­lieve this? From your man­ner I am to take it as true. O you can­not be out of your mind! You ought to be! Yet you are not … My wife, my Tess—noth­ing in you war­rants such a sup­pos­i­tion as that?”

			“I am not out of my mind,” she said.

			“And yet—” He looked va­cantly at her, to re­sume with dazed senses: “Why didn’t you tell me be­fore? Ah, yes, you would have told me, in a way—but I hindered you, I re­mem­ber!”

			These and oth­er of his words were noth­ing but the per­func­tory babble of the sur­face while the depths re­mained para­lyzed. He turned away, and bent over a chair. Tess fol­lowed him to the middle of the room, where he was, and stood there star­ing at him with eyes that did not weep. Presently she slid down upon her knees be­side his foot, and from this po­s­i­tion she crouched in a heap.

			“In the name of our love, for­give me!” she whispered with a dry mouth. “I have for­giv­en you for the same!”

			And, as he did not an­swer, she said again—

			“For­give me as you are for­giv­en! I for­give you, An­gel.”

			“You—yes, you do.”

			“But you do not for­give me?”

			“O Tess, for­give­ness does not ap­ply to the case! You were one per­son; now you are an­oth­er. My God—how can for­give­ness meet such a grot­esque—pres­ti­di­git­a­tion as that!”

			He paused, con­tem­plat­ing this defin­i­tion; then sud­denly broke in­to hor­rible laughter—as un­nat­ur­al and ghastly as a laugh in hell.

			“Don’t—don’t! It kills me quite, that!” she shrieked. “O have mercy upon me—have mercy!”

			He did not an­swer; and, sickly white, she jumped up.

			“An­gel, An­gel! what do you mean by that laugh?” she cried out. “Do you know what this is to me?”

			He shook his head.

			“I have been hop­ing, long­ing, pray­ing, to make you happy! I have thought what joy it will be to do it, what an un­worthy wife I shall be if I do not! That’s what I have felt, An­gel!”

			“I know that.”

			“I thought, An­gel, that you loved me—me, my very self! If it is I you do love, O how can it be that you look and speak so? It fright­ens me! Hav­ing be­gun to love you, I love you forever—in all changes, in all dis­graces, be­cause you are your­self. I ask no more. Then how can you, O my own hus­band, stop lov­ing me?”

			“I re­peat, the wo­man I have been lov­ing is not you.”

			“But who?”

			“An­oth­er wo­man in your shape.”

			She per­ceived in his words the real­iz­a­tion of her own ap­pre­hens­ive fore­bod­ing in former times. He looked upon her as a spe­cies of im­poster; a guilty wo­man in the guise of an in­no­cent one. Ter­ror was upon her white face as she saw it; her cheek was flac­cid, and her mouth had al­most the as­pect of a round little hole. The hor­rible sense of his view of her so deadened her that she staggered, and he stepped for­ward, think­ing she was go­ing to fall.

			“Sit down, sit down,” he said gently. “You are ill; and it is nat­ur­al that you should be.”

			She did sit down, without know­ing where she was, that strained look still upon her face, and her eyes such as to make his flesh creep.

			“I don’t be­long to you any more, then; do I, An­gel?” she asked help­lessly. “It is not me, but an­oth­er wo­man like me that he loved, he says.”

			The im­age raised caused her to take pity upon her­self as one who was ill-used. Her eyes filled as she re­garded her po­s­i­tion fur­ther; she turned round and burst in­to a flood of self-sym­path­et­ic tears.

			Clare was re­lieved at this change, for the ef­fect on her of what had happened was be­gin­ning to be a trouble to him only less than the woe of the dis­clos­ure it­self. He waited pa­tiently, apathet­ic­ally, till the vi­ol­ence of her grief had worn it­self out, and her rush of weep­ing had lessened to a catch­ing gasp at in­ter­vals.

			“An­gel,” she said sud­denly, in her nat­ur­al tones, the in­sane, dry voice of ter­ror hav­ing left her now. “An­gel, am I too wicked for you and me to live to­geth­er?”

			“I have not been able to think what we can do.”

			“I shan’t ask you to let me live with you, An­gel, be­cause I have no right to! I shall not write to moth­er and sis­ters to say we be mar­ried, as I said I would do; and I shan’t fin­ish the good-hus­sif’ I cut out and meant to make while we were in lodgings.”

			“Shan’t you?”

			“No, I shan’t do any­thing, un­less you or­der me to; and if you go away from me I shall not fol­low ’ee; and if you nev­er speak to me any more I shall not ask why, un­less you tell me I may.”

			“And if I or­der you to do any­thing?”

			“I will obey you like your wretched slave, even if it is to lie down and die.”

			“You are very good. But it strikes me that there is a want of har­mony between your present mood of self-sac­ri­fice and your past mood of self-pre­ser­va­tion.”

			These were the first words of ant­ag­on­ism. To fling elab­or­ate sar­casms at Tess, how­ever, was much like fling­ing them at a dog or cat. The charms of their sub­tlety passed by her un­ap­pre­ci­ated, and she only re­ceived them as in­im­ic­al sounds which meant that an­ger ruled. She re­mained mute, not know­ing that he was smoth­er­ing his af­fec­tion for her. She hardly ob­served that a tear des­cen­ded slowly upon his cheek, a tear so large that it mag­ni­fied the pores of the skin over which it rolled, like the ob­ject lens of a mi­cro­scope. Mean­while re­il­lu­min­a­tion as to the ter­rible and total change that her con­fes­sion had wrought in his life, in his uni­verse, re­turned to him, and he tried des­per­ately to ad­vance among the new con­di­tions in which he stood. Some con­sequent ac­tion was ne­ces­sary; yet what?

			“Tess,” he said, as gently as he could speak, “I can­not stay—in this room—just now. I will walk out a little way.”

			He quietly left the room, and the two glasses of wine that he had poured out for their sup­per—one for her, one for him—re­mained on the table un­tasted. This was what their agape had come to. At tea, two or three hours earli­er, they had, in the freak­ish­ness of af­fec­tion, drunk from one cup.

			The clos­ing of the door be­hind him, gently as it had been pulled to, roused Tess from her stupor. He was gone; she could not stay. Hast­ily fling­ing her cloak around her she opened the door and fol­lowed, put­ting out the candles as if she were nev­er com­ing back. The rain was over and the night was now clear.

			She was soon close at his heels, for Clare walked slowly and without pur­pose. His form be­side her light gray fig­ure looked black, sin­is­ter, and for­bid­ding, and she felt as sar­casm the touch of the jew­els of which she had been mo­ment­ar­ily so proud. Clare turned at hear­ing her foot­steps, but his re­cog­ni­tion of her pres­ence seemed to make no dif­fer­ence to him, and he went on over the five yawn­ing arches of the great bridge in front of the house.

			The cow and horse tracks in the road were full of wa­ter, the rain hav­ing been enough to charge them, but not enough to wash them away. Across these minute pools the re­flec­ted stars flit­ted in a quick trans­it as she passed; she would not have known they were shin­ing over­head if she had not seen them there—the vast­est things of the uni­verse im­aged in ob­jects so mean.

			The place to which they had trav­elled today was in the same val­ley as Tal­bothays, but some miles lower down the river; and the sur­round­ings be­ing open, she kept eas­ily in sight of him. Away from the house the road wound through the meads, and along these she fol­lowed Clare without any at­tempt to come up with him or to at­tract him, but with dumb and va­cant fi­del­ity.

			At last, how­ever, her list­less walk brought her up along­side him, and still he said noth­ing. The cruelty of fooled hon­esty is of­ten great after en­light­en­ment, and it was mighty in Clare now. The out­door air had ap­par­ently taken away from him all tend­ency to act on im­pulse; she knew that he saw her without ir­ra­di­ation—in all her bare­ness; that Time was chant­ing his satir­ic psalm at her then—

			
				
					Be­hold, when thy face is made bare, he that loved thee shall hate;
					

					Thy face shall be no more fair at the fall of thy fate.
					

					For thy life shall fall as a leaf and be shed as the rain;
					

					And the veil of thine head shall be grief, and the crown shall be pain.
				

			

			He was still in­tently think­ing, and her com­pan­ion­ship had now in­suf­fi­cient power to break or di­vert the strain of thought. What a weak thing her pres­ence must have be­come to him! She could not help ad­dress­ing Clare.

			“What have I done—what have I done! I have not told of any­thing that in­ter­feres with or be­lies my love for you. You don’t think I planned it, do you? It is in your own mind what you are angry at, An­gel; it is not in me. O, it is not in me, and I am not that de­ceit­ful wo­man you think me!”

			“H’m—well. Not de­ceit­ful, my wife; but not the same. No, not the same. But do not make me re­proach you. I have sworn that I will not; and I will do everything to avoid it.”

			But she went on plead­ing in her dis­trac­tion; and per­haps said things that would have been bet­ter left to si­lence.

			“An­gel!—An­gel! I was a child—a child when it happened! I knew noth­ing of men.”

			“You were more sinned against than sin­ning, that I ad­mit.”

			“Then will you not for­give me?”

			“I do for­give you, but for­give­ness is not all.”

			“And love me?”

			To this ques­tion he did not an­swer.

			“O An­gel—my moth­er says that it some­times hap­pens so!—she knows sev­er­al cases where they were worse than I, and the hus­band has not minded it much—has got over it at least. And yet the wo­man had not loved him as I do you!”

			“Don’t, Tess; don’t ar­gue. Dif­fer­ent so­ci­et­ies, dif­fer­ent man­ners. You al­most make me say you are an un­ap­pre­hend­ing peas­ant wo­man, who have nev­er been ini­ti­ated in­to the pro­por­tions of so­cial things. You don’t know what you say.”

			“I am only a peas­ant by po­s­i­tion, not by nature!”

			She spoke with an im­pulse to an­ger, but it went as it came.

			“So much the worse for you. I think that par­son who un­earthed your ped­i­gree would have done bet­ter if he had held his tongue. I can­not help as­so­ci­at­ing your de­cline as a fam­ily with this oth­er fact—of your want of firm­ness. De­crep­it fam­il­ies im­ply de­crep­it wills, de­crep­it con­duct. Heav­en, why did you give me a handle for des­pising you more by in­form­ing me of your des­cent! Here was I think­ing you a new-sprung child of nature; there were you, the be­lated seed­ling of an ef­fete ar­is­to­cracy!”

			“Lots of fam­il­ies are as bad as mine in that! Retty’s fam­ily were once large landown­ers, and so were Dairy­man Bil­lett’s. And the Debby­houses, who now are carters, were once the De Bayeux fam­ily. You find such as I every­where; ’tis a fea­ture of our county, and I can’t help it.”

			“So much the worse for the county.”

			She took these re­proaches in their bulk simply, not in their par­tic­u­lars; he did not love her as he had loved her hitherto, and to all else she was in­dif­fer­ent.

			They wandered on again in si­lence. It was said af­ter­wards that a cot­tager of Well­bridge, who went out late that night for a doc­tor, met two lov­ers in the pas­tures, walk­ing very slowly, without con­verse, one be­hind the oth­er, as in a fu­ner­al pro­ces­sion, and the glimpse that he ob­tained of their faces seemed to de­note that they were anxious and sad. Re­turn­ing later, he passed them again in the same field, pro­gress­ing just as slowly, and as re­gard­less of the hour and of the cheer­less night as be­fore. It was only on ac­count of his pre­oc­cu­pa­tion with his own af­fairs, and the ill­ness in his house, that he did not bear in mind the curi­ous in­cid­ent, which, how­ever, he re­called a long while after.

			Dur­ing the in­ter­val of the cot­tager’s go­ing and com­ing, she had said to her hus­band—

			“I don’t see how I can help be­ing the cause of much misery to you all your life. The river is down there. I can put an end to my­self in it. I am not afraid.”

			“I don’t wish to add murder to my oth­er fol­lies,” he said.

			“I will leave some­thing to show that I did it my­self—on ac­count of my shame. They will not blame you then.”

			“Don’t speak so ab­surdly—I wish not to hear it. It is non­sense to have such thoughts in this kind of case, which is rather one for satir­ic­al laughter than for tragedy. You don’t in the least un­der­stand the qual­ity of the mis­hap. It would be viewed in the light of a joke by nine-tenths of the world if it were known. Please ob­lige me by re­turn­ing to the house, and go­ing to bed.”

			“I will,” said she du­ti­fully.

			They had rambled round by a road which led to the well-known ru­ins of the Cister­cian ab­bey be­hind the mill, the lat­ter hav­ing, in cen­tur­ies past, been at­tached to the mon­ast­ic es­tab­lish­ment. The mill still worked on, food be­ing a per­en­ni­al ne­ces­sity; the ab­bey had per­ished, creeds be­ing tran­si­ent. One con­tinu­ally sees the min­is­tra­tion of the tem­por­ary out­last­ing the min­is­tra­tion of the etern­al. Their walk hav­ing been cir­cuit­ous, they were still not far from the house, and in obey­ing his dir­ec­tion she only had to reach the large stone bridge across the main river and fol­low the road for a few yards. When she got back, everything re­mained as she had left it, the fire be­ing still burn­ing. She did not stay down­stairs for more than a minute, but pro­ceeded to her cham­ber, whith­er the lug­gage had been taken. Here she sat down on the edge of the bed, look­ing blankly around, and presently began to un­dress. In re­mov­ing the light to­wards the bed­stead its rays fell upon the test­er of white dim­ity; some­thing was hanging be­neath it, and she lif­ted the candle to see what it was. A bough of mistle­toe. An­gel had put it there; she knew that in an in­stant. This was the ex­plan­a­tion of that mys­ter­i­ous par­cel which it had been so dif­fi­cult to pack and bring; whose con­tents he would not ex­plain to her, say­ing that time would soon show her the pur­pose there­of. In his zest and his gaiety he had hung it there. How fool­ish and in­op­por­tune that mistle­toe looked now.

			Hav­ing noth­ing more to fear, hav­ing scarce any­thing to hope, for that he would re­lent there seemed no prom­ise whatever, she lay down dully. When sor­row ceases to be spec­u­lat­ive, sleep sees her op­por­tun­ity. Among so many hap­pi­er moods which for­bid re­pose this was a mood which wel­comed it, and in a few minutes the lonely Tess for­got ex­ist­ence, sur­roun­ded by the aro­mat­ic still­ness of the cham­ber that had once, pos­sibly, been the bride-cham­ber of her own an­ces­try.

			Later on that night Clare also re­traced his steps to the house. En­ter­ing softly to the sit­ting-room he ob­tained a light, and with the man­ner of one who had con­sidered his course he spread his rugs upon the old horse­hair sofa which stood there, and roughly shaped it to a sleep­ing-couch. Be­fore ly­ing down he crept shoe­less up­stairs, and listened at the door of her apart­ment. Her meas­ured breath­ing told that she was sleep­ing pro­foundly.

			“Thank God!” mur­mured Clare; and yet he was con­scious of a pang of bit­ter­ness at the thought—ap­prox­im­ately true, though not wholly so—that hav­ing shif­ted the bur­den of her life to his shoulders, she was now re­pos­ing without care.

			He turned away to des­cend; then, ir­res­ol­ute, faced round to her door again. In the act he caught sight of one of the d’Urberville dames, whose por­trait was im­me­di­ately over the en­trance to Tess’s bed­cham­ber. In the candle­light the paint­ing was more than un­pleas­ant. Sin­is­ter design lurked in the wo­man’s fea­tures, a con­cen­trated pur­pose of re­venge on the oth­er sex—so it seemed to him then. The Car­oline bod­ice of the por­trait was low—pre­cisely as Tess’s had been when he tucked it in to show the neck­lace; and again he ex­per­i­enced the dis­tress­ing sen­sa­tion of a re­semb­lance between them.

			The check was suf­fi­cient. He re­sumed his re­treat and des­cen­ded.

			His air re­mained calm and cold, his small com­pressed mouth in­dex­ing his powers of self-con­trol; his face wear­ing still that ter­rible sterile ex­pres­sion which had spread there­on since her dis­clos­ure. It was the face of a man who was no longer pas­sion’s slave, yet who found no ad­vant­age in his en­fran­chise­ment. He was simply re­gard­ing the har­row­ing con­tin­gen­cies of hu­man ex­per­i­ence, the un­ex­pec­ted­ness of things. Noth­ing so pure, so sweet, so vir­gin­al as Tess had seemed pos­sible all the long while that he had ad­ored her, up to an hour ago; but

			
				
					The little less, and what worlds away!
				

			

			He ar­gued er­ro­neously when he said to him­self that her heart was not in­dexed in the hon­est fresh­ness of her face; but Tess had no ad­voc­ate to set him right. Could it be pos­sible, he con­tin­ued, that eyes which as they gazed nev­er ex­pressed any di­ver­gence from what the tongue was telling, were yet ever see­ing an­oth­er world be­hind her os­tens­ible one, dis­cord­ant and con­trast­ing?

			He re­clined on his couch in the sit­ting-room, and ex­tin­guished the light. The night came in, and took up its place there, un­con­cerned and in­dif­fer­ent; the night which had already swal­lowed up his hap­pi­ness, and was now di­gest­ing it list­lessly; and was ready to swal­low up the hap­pi­ness of a thou­sand oth­er people with as little dis­turb­ance or change of mien.

		
	
		
			XXXVI

			Clare arose in the light of a dawn that was ashy and furt­ive, as though as­so­ci­ated with crime. The fire­place con­fron­ted him with its ex­tinct em­bers; the spread sup­per-table, where­on stood the two full glasses of un­tasted wine, now flat and filmy; her va­cated seat and his own; the oth­er art­icles of fur­niture, with their etern­al look of not be­ing able to help it, their in­tol­er­able in­quiry what was to be done? From above there was no sound; but in a few minutes there came a knock at the door. He re­membered that it would be the neigh­bour­ing cot­tager’s wife, who was to min­is­ter to their wants while they re­mained here.

			The pres­ence of a third per­son in the house would be ex­tremely awk­ward just now, and, be­ing already dressed, he opened the win­dow and in­formed her that they could man­age to shift for them­selves that morn­ing. She had a milk-can in her hand, which he told her to leave at the door. When the dame had gone away he searched in the back quar­ters of the house for fuel, and speedily lit a fire. There was plenty of eggs, but­ter, bread, and so on in the lar­der, and Clare soon had break­fast laid, his ex­per­i­ences at the dairy hav­ing rendered him fa­cile in do­mest­ic pre­par­a­tions. The smoke of the kindled wood rose from the chim­ney without like a lo­tus-headed column; loc­al people who were passing by saw it, and thought of the newly-mar­ried couple, and en­vied their hap­pi­ness.

			An­gel cast a fi­nal glance round, and then go­ing to the foot of the stairs, called in a con­ven­tion­al voice—

			“Break­fast is ready!”

			He opened the front door, and took a few steps in the morn­ing air. When, after a short space, he came back she was already in the sit­ting-room mech­an­ic­ally re­ad­just­ing the break­fast things. As she was fully at­tired, and the in­ter­val since his call­ing her had been but two or three minutes, she must have been dressed or nearly so be­fore he went to sum­mon her. Her hair was twis­ted up in a large round mass at the back of her head, and she had put on one of the new frocks—a pale blue wool­len gar­ment with neck-frill­ings of white. Her hands and face ap­peared to be cold, and she had pos­sibly been sit­ting dressed in the bed­room a long time without any fire. The marked ci­vil­ity of Clare’s tone in call­ing her seemed to have in­spired her, for the mo­ment, with a new glim­mer of hope. But it soon died when she looked at him.

			The pair were, in truth, but the ashes of their former fires. To the hot sor­row of the pre­vi­ous night had suc­ceeded heav­i­ness; it seemed as if noth­ing could kindle either of them to fer­vour of sen­sa­tion any more.

			He spoke gently to her, and she replied with a like un­demon­strat­ive­ness. At last she came up to him, look­ing in his sharply-defined face as one who had no con­scious­ness that her own formed a vis­ible ob­ject also.

			“An­gel!” she said, and paused, touch­ing him with her fin­gers lightly as a breeze, as though she could hardly be­lieve to be there in the flesh the man who was once her lov­er. Her eyes were bright, her pale cheek still showed its wonted round­ness, though half-dried tears had left glisten­ing traces there­on; and the usu­ally ripe red mouth was al­most as pale as her cheek. Throb­bingly alive as she was still, un­der the stress of her men­tal grief the life beat so brokenly that a little fur­ther pull upon it would cause real ill­ness, dull her char­ac­ter­ist­ic eyes, and make her mouth thin.

			She looked ab­so­lutely pure. Nature, in her fant­ast­ic trick­ery, had set such a seal of maid­en­hood upon Tess’s coun­ten­ance that he gazed at her with a stu­pefied air.

			“Tess! Say it is not true! No, it is not true!”

			“It is true.”

			“Every word?”

			“Every word.”

			He looked at her im­plor­ingly, as if he would will­ingly have taken a lie from her lips, know­ing it to be one, and have made of it, by some sort of soph­istry, a val­id deni­al. How­ever, she only re­peated—

			“It is true.”

			“Is he liv­ing?” An­gel then asked.

			“The baby died.”

			“But the man?”

			“He is alive.”

			A last des­pair passed over Clare’s face.

			“Is he in Eng­land?”

			“Yes.”

			He took a few vague steps.

			“My po­s­i­tion—is this,” he said ab­ruptly. “I thought—any man would have thought—that by giv­ing up all am­bi­tion to win a wife with so­cial stand­ing, with for­tune, with know­ledge of the world, I should se­cure rus­tic in­no­cence as surely as I should se­cure pink cheeks; but—How­ever, I am no man to re­proach you, and I will not.”

			Tess felt his po­s­i­tion so en­tirely that the re­mainder had not been needed. Therein lay just the dis­tress of it; she saw that he had lost all round.

			“An­gel—I should not have let it go on to mar­riage with you if I had not known that, after all, there was a last way out of it for you; though I hoped you would nev­er—”

			Her voice grew husky.

			“A last way?”

			“I mean, to get rid of me. You can get rid of me.”

			“How?”

			“By di­vor­cing me.”

			“Good heav­ens—how can you be so simple! How can I di­vorce you?”

			“Can’t you—now I have told you? I thought my con­fes­sion would give you grounds for that.”

			“O Tess—you are too, too—child­ish—un­formed—crude, I sup­pose! I don’t know what you are. You don’t un­der­stand the law—you don’t un­der­stand!”

			“What—you can­not?”

			“In­deed I can­not.”

			A quick shame mixed with the misery upon his listen­er’s face.

			“I thought—I thought,” she whispered. “O, now I see how wicked I seem to you! Be­lieve me—be­lieve me, on my soul, I nev­er thought but that you could! I hoped you would not; yet I be­lieved, without a doubt, that you could cast me off if you were de­term­ined, and didn’t love me at—at—all!”

			“You were mis­taken,” he said.

			“O, then I ought to have done it, to have done it last night! But I hadn’t the cour­age. That’s just like me!”

			“The cour­age to do what?”

			As she did not an­swer he took her by the hand.

			“What were you think­ing of do­ing?” he in­quired.

			“Of put­ting an end to my­self.”

			“When?”

			She writhed un­der this in­quis­it­ori­al man­ner of his. “Last night,” she answered.

			“Where?”

			“Un­der your mistle­toe.”

			“My good—! How?” he asked sternly.

			“I’ll tell you, if you won’t be angry with me!” she said, shrink­ing. “It was with the cord of my box. But I could not—do the last thing! I was afraid that it might cause a scan­dal to your name.”

			The un­ex­pec­ted qual­ity of this con­fes­sion, wrung from her, and not vo­lun­teered, shook him per­cept­ibly. But he still held her, and, let­ting his glance fall from her face down­wards, he said, “Now, listen to this. You must not dare to think of such a hor­rible thing! How could you! You will prom­ise me as your hus­band to at­tempt that no more.”

			“I am ready to prom­ise. I saw how wicked it was.”

			“Wicked! The idea was un­worthy of you bey­ond de­scrip­tion.”

			“But, An­gel,” she pleaded, en­lar­ging her eyes in calm un­con­cern upon him, “it was thought of en­tirely on your ac­count—to set you free without the scan­dal of the di­vorce that I thought you would have to get. I should nev­er have dreamt of do­ing it on mine. How­ever, to do it with my own hand is too good for me, after all. It is you, my ruined hus­band, who ought to strike the blow. I think I should love you more, if that were pos­sible, if you could bring your­self to do it, since there’s no oth­er way of es­cape for ’ee. I feel I am so ut­terly worth­less! So very greatly in the way!”

			“Ssh!”

			“Well, since you say no, I won’t. I have no wish op­posed to yours.”

			He knew this to be true enough. Since the des­per­a­tion of the night her activ­it­ies had dropped to zero, and there was no fur­ther rash­ness to be feared.

			Tess tried to busy her­self again over the break­fast-table with more or less suc­cess, and they sat down both on the same side, so that their glances did not meet. There was at first some­thing awk­ward in hear­ing each oth­er eat and drink, but this could not be es­caped; moreover, the amount of eat­ing done was small on both sides. Break­fast over, he rose, and telling her the hour at which he might be ex­pec­ted to din­ner, went off to the miller’s in a mech­an­ic­al pur­su­ance of the plan of study­ing that busi­ness, which had been his only prac­tic­al reas­on for com­ing here.

			When he was gone Tess stood at the win­dow, and presently saw his form cross­ing the great stone bridge which con­duc­ted to the mill premises. He sank be­hind it, crossed the rail­way bey­ond, and dis­ap­peared. Then, without a sigh, she turned her at­ten­tion to the room, and began clear­ing the table and set­ting it in or­der.

			The char­wo­man soon came. Her pres­ence was at first a strain upon Tess, but af­ter­wards an al­le­vi­ation. At half-past twelve she left her as­sist­ant alone in the kit­chen, and, re­turn­ing to the sit­ting-room, waited for the re­appear­ance of An­gel’s form be­hind the bridge.

			About one he showed him­self. Her face flushed, al­though he was a quarter of a mile off. She ran to the kit­chen to get the din­ner served by the time he should enter. He went first to the room where they had washed their hands to­geth­er the day be­fore, and as he entered the sit­ting-room the dish-cov­ers rose from the dishes as if by his own mo­tion.

			“How punc­tu­al!” he said.

			“Yes. I saw you com­ing over the bridge,” said she.

			The meal was passed in com­mon­place talk of what he had been do­ing dur­ing the morn­ing at the Ab­bey Mill, of the meth­ods of bolt­ing and the old-fash­ioned ma­chinery, which he feared would not en­light­en him greatly on mod­ern im­proved meth­ods, some of it seem­ing to have been in use ever since the days it ground for the monks in the ad­join­ing con­ven­tu­al build­ings—now a heap of ru­ins. He left the house again in the course of an hour, com­ing home at dusk, and oc­cupy­ing him­self through the even­ing with his pa­pers. She feared she was in the way and, when the old wo­man was gone, re­tired to the kit­chen, where she made her­self busy as well as she could for more than an hour.

			Clare’s shape ap­peared at the door. “You must not work like this,” he said. “You are not my ser­vant; you are my wife.”

			She raised her eyes, and brightened some­what. “I may think my­self that—in­deed?” she mur­mured, in piteous raillery. “You mean in name! Well, I don’t want to be any­thing more.”

			“You may think so, Tess! You are. What do you mean?”

			“I don’t know,” she said hast­ily, with tears in her ac­cents. “I thought I—be­cause I am not re­spect­able, I mean. I told you I thought I was not re­spect­able enough long ago—and on that ac­count I didn’t want to marry you, only—only you urged me!”

			She broke in­to sobs, and turned her back to him. It would al­most have won round any man but An­gel Clare. With­in the re­mote depths of his con­sti­tu­tion, so gentle and af­fec­tion­ate as he was in gen­er­al, there lay hid­den a hard lo­gic­al de­pos­it, like a vein of met­al in a soft loam, which turned the edge of everything that at­temp­ted to tra­verse it. It had blocked his ac­cept­ance of the Church; it blocked his ac­cept­ance of Tess. Moreover, his af­fec­tion it­self was less fire than ra­di­ance, and, with re­gard to the oth­er sex, when he ceased to be­lieve he ceased to fol­low: con­trast­ing in this with many im­pres­sion­able natures, who re­main sen­su­ously in­fatu­ated with what they in­tel­lec­tu­ally des­pise. He waited till her sob­bing ceased.

			“I wish half the wo­men in Eng­land were as re­spect­able as you,” he said, in an ebulli­tion of bit­ter­ness against wo­man­kind in gen­er­al. “It isn’t a ques­tion of re­spect­ab­il­ity, but one of prin­ciple!”

			He spoke such things as these and more of a kindred sort to her, be­ing still swayed by the an­ti­pathet­ic wave which warps dir­ect souls with such per­sist­ence when once their vis­ion finds it­self mocked by ap­pear­ances. There was, it is true, un­der­neath, a back cur­rent of sym­pathy through which a wo­man of the world might have conquered him. But Tess did not think of this; she took everything as her deserts, and hardly opened her mouth. The firm­ness of her de­vo­tion to him was in­deed al­most pi­ti­ful; quick-tempered as she nat­ur­ally was, noth­ing that he could say made her un­seemly; she sought not her own; was not pro­voked; thought no evil of his treat­ment of her. She might just now have been Apostol­ic Char­ity her­self re­turned to a self-seek­ing mod­ern world.

			This even­ing, night, and morn­ing were passed pre­cisely as the pre­ced­ing ones had been passed. On one, and only one, oc­ca­sion did she—the formerly free and in­de­pend­ent Tess—ven­ture to make any ad­vances. It was on the third oc­ca­sion of his start­ing after a meal to go out to the flour-mill. As he was leav­ing the table he said “Good­bye,” and she replied in the same words, at the same time in­clin­ing her mouth in the way of his. He did not avail him­self of the in­vit­a­tion, say­ing, as he turned hast­ily aside—

			“I shall be home punc­tu­ally.”

			Tess shrank in­to her­self as if she had been struck. Of­ten enough had he tried to reach those lips against her con­sent—of­ten had he said gaily that her mouth and breath tasted of the but­ter and eggs and milk and honey on which she mainly lived, that he drew susten­ance from them, and oth­er fol­lies of that sort. But he did not care for them now. He ob­served her sud­den shrink­ing, and said gently—

			“You know, I have to think of a course. It was im­per­at­ive that we should stay to­geth­er a little while, to avoid the scan­dal to you that would have res­ul­ted from our im­me­di­ate part­ing. But you must see it is only for form’s sake.”

			“Yes,” said Tess ab­sently.

			He went out, and on his way to the mill stood still, and wished for a mo­ment that he had re­spon­ded yet more kindly, and kissed her once at least.

			Thus they lived through this des­pair­ing day or two; in the same house, truly; but more widely apart than be­fore they were lov­ers. It was evid­ent to her that he was, as he had said, liv­ing with para­lyzed activ­it­ies in his en­deav­our to think of a plan of pro­ced­ure. She was awestricken to dis­cov­er such de­term­in­a­tion un­der such ap­par­ent flex­ib­il­ity. His con­sist­ency was, in­deed, too cruel. She no longer ex­pec­ted for­give­ness now. More than once she thought of go­ing away from him dur­ing his ab­sence at the mill; but she feared that this, in­stead of be­ne­fit­ing him, might be the means of ham­per­ing and hu­mi­li­at­ing him yet more if it should be­come known.

			Mean­while Clare was med­it­at­ing, ver­ily. His thought had been un­sus­pen­ded; he was be­com­ing ill with think­ing; eaten out with think­ing, withered by think­ing; scourged out of all his former pulsat­ing, flexuous do­mest­icity. He walked about say­ing to him­self, “What’s to be done—what’s to be done?” and by chance she over­heard him. It caused her to break the re­serve about their fu­ture which had hitherto pre­vailed.

			“I sup­pose—you are not go­ing to live with me—long, are you, An­gel?” she asked, the sunk corners of her mouth be­tray­ing how purely mech­an­ic­al were the means by which she re­tained that ex­pres­sion of chastened calm upon her face.

			“I can­not,” he said, “without des­pising my­self, and what is worse, per­haps, des­pising you. I mean, of course, can­not live with you in the or­din­ary sense. At present, whatever I feel, I do not des­pise you. And, let me speak plainly, or you may not see all my dif­fi­culties. How can we live to­geth­er while that man lives?—he be­ing your hus­band in nature, and not I. If he were dead it might be dif­fer­ent … Be­sides, that’s not all the dif­fi­culty; it lies in an­oth­er con­sid­er­a­tion—one bear­ing upon the fu­ture of oth­er people than ourselves. Think of years to come, and chil­dren be­ing born to us, and this past mat­ter get­ting known—for it must get known. There is not an ut­ter­most part of the earth but some­body comes from it or goes to it from else­where. Well, think of wretches of our flesh and blood grow­ing up un­der a taunt which they will gradu­ally get to feel the full force of with their ex­pand­ing years. What an awaken­ing for them! What a pro­spect! Can you hon­estly say ‘Re­main’ after con­tem­plat­ing this con­tin­gency? Don’t you think we had bet­ter en­dure the ills we have than fly to oth­ers?”

			Her eye­lids, weighted with trouble, con­tin­ued droop­ing as be­fore.

			“I can­not say ‘Re­main,’ ” she answered, “I can­not; I had not thought so far.”

			Tess’s fem­in­ine hope—shall we con­fess it?—had been so ob­stin­ately re­cu­per­at­ive as to re­vive in her sur­repti­tious vis­ions of a dom­i­cil­i­ary in­tim­acy con­tin­ued long enough to break down his cold­ness even against his judge­ment. Though un­soph­ist­ic­ated in the usu­al sense, she was not in­com­plete; and it would have de­noted de­fi­ciency of wo­man­hood if she had not in­stinct­ively known what an ar­gu­ment lies in propin­quity. Noth­ing else would serve her, she knew, if this failed. It was wrong to hope in what was of the nature of strategy, she said to her­self: yet that sort of hope she could not ex­tin­guish. His last rep­res­ent­a­tion had now been made, and it was, as she said, a new view. She had truly nev­er thought so far as that, and his lu­cid pic­ture of pos­sible off­spring who would scorn her was one that brought deadly con­vic­tions to an hon­est heart which was hu­man­it­ari­an to its centre. Sheer ex­per­i­ence had already taught her that in some cir­cum­stances there was one thing bet­ter than to lead a good life, and that was to be saved from lead­ing any life whatever. Like all who have been pre­vi­sioned by suf­fer­ing, she could, in the words of M. Sully-Prud­homme, hear a pen­al sen­tence in the fi­at, “You shall be born,” par­tic­u­larly if ad­dressed to po­ten­tial is­sue of hers.

			Yet such is the vulpine sly­ness of Dame Nature, that, till now, Tess had been hood­winked by her love for Clare in­to for­get­ting it might res­ult in vi­tal­iz­a­tions that would in­flict upon oth­ers what she had be­wailed as mis­for­tune to her­self.

			She there­fore could not with­stand his ar­gu­ment. But with the self-com­bat­ing pro­cliv­ity of the su­per­sens­it­ive, an an­swer thereto arose in Clare’s own mind, and he al­most feared it. It was based on her ex­cep­tion­al phys­ic­al nature; and she might have used it prom­isingly. She might have ad­ded be­sides: “On an Aus­trali­an up­land or Tex­an plain, who is to know or care about my mis­for­tunes, or to re­proach me or you?” Yet, like the ma­jor­ity of wo­men, she ac­cep­ted the mo­ment­ary pre­sent­ment as if it were the in­ev­it­able. And she may have been right. The in­tu­it­ive heart of wo­man knoweth not only its own bit­ter­ness, but its hus­band’s, and even if these as­sumed re­proaches were not likely to be ad­dressed to him or to his by strangers, they might have reached his ears from his own fas­ti­di­ous brain.

			It was the third day of the es­trange­ment. Some might risk the odd para­dox that with more an­im­al­ism he would have been the no­bler man. We do not say it. Yet Clare’s love was doubt­less eth­er­e­al to a fault, ima­gin­at­ive to im­prac­tic­ab­il­ity. With these natures, cor­por­al pres­ence is some­thing less ap­peal­ing than cor­por­al ab­sence; the lat­ter cre­at­ing an ideal pres­ence that con­veni­ently drops the de­fects of the real. She found that her per­son­al­ity did not plead her cause so for­cibly as she had an­ti­cip­ated. The fig­ur­at­ive phrase was true: she was an­oth­er wo­man than the one who had ex­cited his de­sire.

			“I have thought over what you say,” she re­marked to him, mov­ing her fore­finger over the table­cloth, her oth­er hand, which bore the ring that mocked them both, sup­port­ing her fore­head. “It is quite true, all of it; it must be. You must go away from me.”

			“But what can you do?”

			“I can go home.”

			Clare had not thought of that.

			“Are you sure?” he in­quired.

			“Quite sure. We ought to part, and we may as well get it past and done. You once said that I was apt to win men against their bet­ter judge­ment; and if I am con­stantly be­fore your eyes I may cause you to change your plans in op­pos­i­tion to your reas­on and wish; and af­ter­wards your re­pent­ance and my sor­row will be ter­rible.”

			“And you would like to go home?” he asked.

			“I want to leave you, and go home.”

			“Then it shall be so.”

			Though she did not look up at him, she star­ted. There was a dif­fer­ence between the pro­pos­i­tion and the cov­en­ant, which she had felt only too quickly.

			“I feared it would come to this,” she mur­mured, her coun­ten­ance meekly fixed. “I don’t com­plain, An­gel, I—I think it best. What you said has quite con­vinced me. Yes, though nobody else should re­proach me if we should stay to­geth­er, yet some­when, years hence, you might get angry with me for any or­din­ary mat­ter, and know­ing what you do of my by­gones, you your­self might be temp­ted to say words, and they might be over­heard, per­haps by my own chil­dren. O, what only hurts me now would tor­ture and kill me then! I will go—to­mor­row.”

			“And I shall not stay here. Though I didn’t like to ini­ti­ate it, I have seen that it was ad­vis­able we should part—at least for a while, till I can bet­ter see the shape that things have taken, and can write to you.”

			Tess stole a glance at her hus­band. He was pale, even trem­u­lous; but, as be­fore, she was ap­palled by the de­term­in­a­tion re­vealed in the depths of this gentle be­ing she had mar­ried—the will to sub­due the gross­er to the subtler emo­tion, the sub­stance to the con­cep­tion, the flesh to the spir­it. Propensit­ies, tend­en­cies, habits, were as dead leaves upon the tyr­an­nous wind of his ima­gin­at­ive as­cend­ency.

			He may have ob­served her look, for he ex­plained—

			“I think of people more kindly when I am away from them”; adding cyn­ic­ally, “God knows; per­haps we will shake down to­geth­er some day, for wear­i­ness; thou­sands have done it!”

			That day he began to pack up, and she went up­stairs and began to pack also. Both knew that it was in their two minds that they might part the next morn­ing forever, des­pite the gloss of as­suaging con­jec­tures thrown over their pro­ceed­ing be­cause they were of the sort to whom any part­ing which has an air of fi­nal­ity is a tor­ture. He knew, and she knew, that, though the fas­cin­a­tion which each had ex­er­cised over the oth­er—on her part in­de­pend­ently of ac­com­plish­ments—would prob­ably in the first days of their sep­ar­a­tion be even more po­tent than ever, time must at­ten­u­ate that ef­fect; the prac­tic­al ar­gu­ments against ac­cept­ing her as a house­mate might pro­nounce them­selves more strongly in the boreal light of a re­moter view. Moreover, when two people are once par­ted—have aban­doned a com­mon dom­i­cile and a com­mon en­vir­on­ment—new growths in­sens­ibly bud up­ward to fill each va­cated place; un­fore­seen ac­ci­dents hinder in­ten­tions, and old plans are for­got­ten.

		
	
		
			XXXVII

			Mid­night came and passed si­lently, for there was noth­ing to an­nounce it in the Val­ley of the Froom.

			Not long after one o’clock there was a slight creak in the darkened farm­house once the man­sion of the d’Urbervilles. Tess, who used the up­per cham­ber, heard it and awoke. It had come from the corner step of the stair­case, which, as usu­al, was loosely nailed. She saw the door of her bed­room open, and the fig­ure of her hus­band crossed the stream of moon­light with a curi­ously care­ful tread. He was in his shirt and trousers only, and her first flush of joy died when she per­ceived that his eyes were fixed in an un­nat­ur­al stare on va­cancy. When he reached the middle of the room he stood still and mur­mured in tones of in­des­crib­able sad­ness—

			“Dead! dead! dead!”

			Un­der the in­flu­ence of any strongly-dis­turb­ing force, Clare would oc­ca­sion­ally walk in his sleep, and even per­form strange feats, such as he had done on the night of their re­turn from mar­ket just be­fore their mar­riage, when he reen­acted in his bed­room his com­bat with the man who had in­sul­ted her. Tess saw that con­tin­ued men­tal dis­tress had wrought him in­to that somn­am­bu­list­ic state now.

			Her loy­al con­fid­ence in him lay so deep down in her heart, that, awake or asleep, he in­spired her with no sort of per­son­al fear. If he had entered with a pis­tol in his hand he would scarcely have dis­turbed her trust in his pro­tect­ive­ness.

			Clare came close, and bent over her. “Dead, dead, dead!” he mur­mured.

			After fix­edly re­gard­ing her for some mo­ments with the same gaze of un­meas­ur­able woe, he bent lower, en­closed her in his arms, and rolled her in the sheet as in a shroud. Then lift­ing her from the bed with as much re­spect as one would show to a dead body, he car­ried her across the room, mur­mur­ing—

			“My poor, poor Tess—my dearest, darling Tess! So sweet, so good, so true!”

			The words of en­dear­ment, with­held so severely in his wak­ing hours, were in­ex­press­ibly sweet to her for­lorn and hungry heart. If it had been to save her weary life she would not, by mov­ing or strug­gling, have put an end to the po­s­i­tion she found her­self in. Thus she lay in ab­so­lute still­ness, scarcely ven­tur­ing to breathe, and, won­der­ing what he was go­ing to do with her, suffered her­self to be borne out upon the land­ing.

			“My wife—dead, dead!” he said.

			He paused in his la­bours for a mo­ment to lean with her against the ban­is­ter. Was he go­ing to throw her down? Self-so­li­citude was near ex­tinc­tion in her, and in the know­ledge that he had planned to de­part on the mor­row, pos­sibly for al­ways, she lay in his arms in this pre­cari­ous po­s­i­tion with a sense rather of lux­ury than of ter­ror. If they could only fall to­geth­er, and both be dashed to pieces, how fit, how de­sir­able.

			How­ever, he did not let her fall, but took ad­vant­age of the sup­port of the hand­rail to im­print a kiss upon her lips—lips in the day­time scorned. Then he clasped her with a re­newed firm­ness of hold, and des­cen­ded the stair­case. The creak of the loose stair did not awaken him, and they reached the ground-floor safely. Free­ing one of his hands from his grasp of her for a mo­ment, he slid back the door-bar and passed out, slightly strik­ing his stockinged toe against the edge of the door. But this he seemed not to mind, and, hav­ing room for ex­ten­sion in the open air, he lif­ted her against his shoulder, so that he could carry her with ease, the ab­sence of clothes tak­ing much from his bur­den. Thus he bore her off the premises in the dir­ec­tion of the river a few yards dis­tant.

			His ul­ti­mate in­ten­tion, if he had any, she had not yet di­vined; and she found her­self con­jec­tur­ing on the mat­ter as a third per­son might have done. So ease­fully had she de­livered her whole be­ing up to him that it pleased her to think he was re­gard­ing her as his ab­so­lute pos­ses­sion, to dis­pose of as he should choose. It was con­sol­ing, un­der the hov­er­ing ter­ror of to­mor­row’s sep­ar­a­tion, to feel that he really re­cog­nized her now as his wife Tess, and did not cast her off, even if in that re­cog­ni­tion he went so far as to ar­rog­ate to him­self the right of harm­ing her.

			Ah! now she knew what he was dream­ing of—that Sunday morn­ing when he had borne her along through the wa­ter with the oth­er dairy­maids, who had loved him nearly as much as she, if that were pos­sible, which Tess could hardly ad­mit. Clare did not cross the bridge with her, but pro­ceed­ing sev­er­al paces on the same side to­wards the ad­join­ing mill, at length stood still on the brink of the river.

			Its wa­ters, in creep­ing down these miles of mead­ow­land, fre­quently di­vided, ser­pent­in­ing in pur­pose­less curves, loop­ing them­selves around little is­lands that had no name, re­turn­ing and re-em­body­ing them­selves as a broad main stream fur­ther on. Op­pos­ite the spot to which he had brought her was such a gen­er­al con­flu­ence, and the river was pro­por­tion­ately vo­lu­min­ous and deep. Across it was a nar­row foot­bridge; but now the au­tumn flood had washed the hand­rail away, leav­ing the bare plank only, which, ly­ing a few inches above the speed­ing cur­rent, formed a giddy path­way for even steady heads; and Tess had no­ticed from the win­dow of the house in the day­time young men walk­ing across upon it as a feat in bal­an­cing. Her hus­band had pos­sibly ob­served the same per­form­ance; any­how, he now moun­ted the plank, and, slid­ing one foot for­ward, ad­vanced along it.

			Was he go­ing to drown her? Prob­ably he was. The spot was lonely, the river deep and wide enough to make such a pur­pose easy of ac­com­plish­ment. He might drown her if he would; it would be bet­ter than part­ing to­mor­row to lead severed lives.

			The swift stream raced and gyr­ated un­der them, toss­ing, dis­tort­ing, and split­ting the moon’s re­flec­ted face. Spots of froth trav­elled past, and in­ter­cep­ted weeds waved be­hind the piles. If they could both fall to­geth­er in­to the cur­rent now, their arms would be so tightly clasped to­geth­er that they could not be saved; they would go out of the world al­most pain­lessly, and there would be no more re­proach to her, or to him for mar­ry­ing her. His last half-hour with her would have been a lov­ing one, while if they lived till he awoke, his day­time aver­sion would re­turn, and this hour would re­main to be con­tem­plated only as a tran­si­ent dream.

			The im­pulse stirred in her, yet she dared not in­dulge it, to make a move­ment that would have pre­cip­it­ated them both in­to the gulf. How she val­ued her own life had been proved; but his—she had no right to tamper with it. He reached the oth­er side with her in safety.

			Here they were with­in a plant­a­tion which formed the Ab­bey grounds, and tak­ing a new hold of her he went on­ward a few steps till they reached the ruined choir of the Ab­bey-church. Against the north wall was the empty stone coffin of an ab­bot, in which every tour­ist with a turn for grim hu­mour was ac­cus­tomed to stretch him­self. In this Clare care­fully laid Tess. Hav­ing kissed her lips a second time he breathed deeply, as if a greatly de­sired end were at­tained. Clare then lay down on the ground along­side, when he im­me­di­ately fell in­to the deep dead slum­ber of ex­haus­tion, and re­mained mo­tion­less as a log. The spurt of men­tal ex­cite­ment which had pro­duced the ef­fort was now over.

			Tess sat up in the coffin. The night, though dry and mild for the sea­son, was more than suf­fi­ciently cold to make it dan­ger­ous for him to re­main here long, in his half-clothed state. If he were left to him­self he would in all prob­ab­il­ity stay there till the morn­ing, and be chilled to cer­tain death. She had heard of such deaths after sleep­walk­ing. But how could she dare to awaken him, and let him know what he had been do­ing, when it would mor­ti­fy him to dis­cov­er his folly in re­spect of her? Tess, how­ever, step­ping out of her stone con­fine, shook him slightly, but was un­able to arouse him without be­ing vi­ol­ent. It was in­dis­pens­able to do some­thing, for she was be­gin­ning to shiver, the sheet be­ing but a poor pro­tec­tion. Her ex­cite­ment had in a meas­ure kept her warm dur­ing the few minutes’ ad­ven­ture; but that be­atif­ic in­ter­val was over.

			It sud­denly oc­curred to her to try per­sua­sion; and ac­cord­ingly she whispered in his ear, with as much firm­ness and de­cision as she could sum­mon—

			“Let us walk on, darling,” at the same time tak­ing him sug­gest­ively by the arm. To her re­lief, he un­res­ist­ingly ac­qui­esced; her words had ap­par­ently thrown him back in­to his dream, which thence­for­ward seemed to enter on a new phase, wherein he fan­cied she had ris­en as a spir­it, and was lead­ing him to Heav­en. Thus she con­duc­ted him by the arm to the stone bridge in front of their res­id­ence, cross­ing which they stood at the man­or-house door. Tess’s feet were quite bare, and the stones hurt her, and chilled her to the bone; but Clare was in his wool­len stock­ings and ap­peared to feel no dis­com­fort.

			There was no fur­ther dif­fi­culty. She in­duced him to lie down on his own sofa bed, and covered him up warmly, light­ing a tem­por­ary fire of wood, to dry any damp­ness out of him. The noise of these at­ten­tions she thought might awaken him, and secretly wished that they might. But the ex­haus­tion of his mind and body was such that he re­mained un­dis­turbed.

			As soon as they met the next morn­ing Tess di­vined that An­gel knew little or noth­ing of how far she had been con­cerned in the night’s ex­cur­sion, though, as re­garded him­self, he may have been aware that he had not lain still. In truth, he had awakened that morn­ing from a sleep deep as an­ni­hil­a­tion; and dur­ing those first few mo­ments in which the brain, like a Sam­son shak­ing him­self, is try­ing its strength, he had some dim no­tion of an un­usu­al noc­turn­al pro­ceed­ing. But the real­it­ies of his situ­ation soon dis­placed con­jec­ture on the oth­er sub­ject.

			He waited in ex­pect­ancy to dis­cern some men­tal point­ing; he knew that if any in­ten­tion of his, con­cluded overnight, did not van­ish in the light of morn­ing, it stood on a basis ap­prox­im­at­ing to one of pure reas­on, even if ini­ti­ated by im­pulse of feel­ing; that it was so far, there­fore, to be trus­ted. He thus be­held in the pale morn­ing light the re­solve to sep­ar­ate from her; not as a hot and in­dig­nant in­stinct, but de­nuded of the pas­sion­ate­ness which had made it scorch and burn; stand­ing in its bones; noth­ing but a skel­et­on, but none the less there. Clare no longer hes­it­ated.

			At break­fast, and while they were pack­ing the few re­main­ing art­icles, he showed his wear­i­ness from the night’s ef­fort so un­mis­take­ably that Tess was on the point of re­veal­ing all that had happened; but the re­flec­tion that it would an­ger him, grieve him, stul­ti­fy him, to know that he had in­stinct­ively mani­fes­ted a fond­ness for her of which his com­mon sense did not ap­prove, that his in­clin­a­tion had com­prom­ised his dig­nity when reas­on slept, again de­terred her. It was too much like laugh­ing at a man when sober for his er­rat­ic deeds dur­ing in­tox­ic­a­tion.

			It just crossed her mind, too, that he might have a faint re­col­lec­tion of his tender vag­ary, and was dis­in­clined to al­lude to it from a con­vic­tion that she would take am­at­ory ad­vant­age of the op­por­tun­ity it gave her of ap­peal­ing to him anew not to go.

			He had ordered by let­ter a vehicle from the nearest town, and soon after break­fast it ar­rived. She saw in it the be­gin­ning of the end—the tem­por­ary end, at least, for the rev­el­a­tion of his ten­der­ness by the in­cid­ent of the night raised dreams of a pos­sible fu­ture with him. The lug­gage was put on the top, and the man drove them off, the miller and the old wait­ing-wo­man ex­press­ing some sur­prise at their pre­cip­it­ate de­par­ture, which Clare at­trib­uted to his dis­cov­ery that the mill­work was not of the mod­ern kind which he wished to in­vest­ig­ate, a state­ment that was true so far as it went. Bey­ond this there was noth­ing in the man­ner of their leav­ing to sug­gest a fiasco, or that they were not go­ing to­geth­er to vis­it friends.

			Their route lay near the dairy from which they had star­ted with such sol­emn joy in each oth­er a few days back, and as Clare wished to wind up his busi­ness with Mr. Crick, Tess could hardly avoid pay­ing Mrs. Crick a call at the same time, un­less she would ex­cite sus­pi­cion of their un­happy state.

			To make the call as un­ob­trus­ive as pos­sible, they left the car­riage by the wick­et lead­ing down from the high road to the dairy-house, and des­cen­ded the track on foot, side by side. The withy-bed had been cut, and they could see over the stumps the spot to which Clare had fol­lowed her when he pressed her to be his wife; to the left the en­clos­ure in which she had been fas­cin­ated by his harp; and far away be­hind the cow-stalls the mead which had been the scene of their first em­brace. The gold of the sum­mer pic­ture was now gray, the col­ours mean, the rich soil mud, and the river cold.

			Over the bar­ton-gate the dairy­man saw them, and came for­ward, throw­ing in­to his face the kind of joc­u­lar­ity deemed ap­pro­pri­ate in Tal­bothays and its vi­cin­ity on the re­appear­ance of the newly-mar­ried. Then Mrs. Crick emerged from the house, and sev­er­al oth­ers of their old ac­quaint­ance, though Mari­an and Retty did not seem to be there.

			Tess vali­antly bore their sly at­tacks and friendly hu­mours, which af­fected her far oth­er­wise than they sup­posed. In the ta­cit agree­ment of hus­band and wife to keep their es­trange­ment a secret they be­haved as would have been or­din­ary. And then, al­though she would rather there had been no word spoken on the sub­ject, Tess had to hear in de­tail the story of Mari­an and Retty. The later had gone home to her fath­er’s, and Mari­an had left to look for em­ploy­ment else­where. They feared she would come to no good.

			To dis­sip­ate the sad­ness of this re­cit­al Tess went and bade all her fa­vour­ite cows good­bye, touch­ing each of them with her hand, and as she and Clare stood side by side at leav­ing, as if united body and soul, there would have been some­thing pe­cu­li­arly sorry in their as­pect to one who should have seen it truly; two limbs of one life, as they out­wardly were, his arm touch­ing hers, her skirts touch­ing him, fa­cing one way, as against all the dairy fa­cing the oth­er, speak­ing in their adieux as “we,” and yet sundered like the poles. Per­haps some­thing un­usu­ally stiff and em­bar­rassed in their at­ti­tude, some awk­ward­ness in act­ing up to their pro­fes­sion of unity, dif­fer­ent from the nat­ur­al shy­ness of young couples, may have been ap­par­ent, for when they were gone Mrs. Crick said to her hus­band—

			“How on­nat­ur­al the bright­ness of her eyes did seem, and how they stood like wax­en im­ages and talked as if they were in a dream! Didn’t it strike ’ee that ’twas so? Tess had al­ways som­mat strange in her, and she’s not now quite like the proud young bride of a well-be-do­ing man.”

			They re-entered the vehicle, and were driv­en along the roads to­wards Weatherbury and Stag­foot Lane, till they reached the Lane inn, where Clare dis­missed the fly and man. They res­ted here a while, and en­ter­ing the Vale were next driv­en on­ward to­wards her home by a stranger who did not know their re­la­tions. At a mid­way point, when Nut­tle­bury had been passed, and where there were cross­roads, Clare stopped the con­vey­ance and said to Tess that if she meant to re­turn to her moth­er’s house it was here that he would leave her. As they could not talk with free­dom in the driver’s pres­ence he asked her to ac­com­pany him for a few steps on foot along one of the branch roads; she as­sen­ted, and dir­ect­ing the man to wait a few minutes they strolled away.

			“Now, let us un­der­stand each oth­er,” he said gently. “There is no an­ger between us, though there is that which I can­not en­dure at present. I will try to bring my­self to en­dure it. I will let you know where I go to as soon as I know my­self. And if I can bring my­self to bear it—if it is de­sir­able, pos­sible—I will come to you. But un­til I come to you it will be bet­ter that you should not try to come to me.”

			The sever­ity of the de­cree seemed deadly to Tess; she saw his view of her clearly enough; he could re­gard her in no oth­er light than that of one who had prac­tised gross de­ceit upon him. Yet could a wo­man who had done even what she had done de­serve all this? But she could con­test the point with him no fur­ther. She simply re­peated after him his own words.

			“Un­til you come to me I must not try to come to you?”

			“Just so.”

			“May I write to you?”

			“O yes—if you are ill, or want any­thing at all. I hope that will not be the case; so that it may hap­pen that I write first to you.”

			“I agree to the con­di­tions, An­gel; be­cause you know best what my pun­ish­ment ought to be; only—only—don’t make it more than I can bear!”

			That was all she said on the mat­ter. If Tess had been art­ful, had she made a scene, fain­ted, wept hys­ter­ic­ally, in that lonely lane, not­with­stand­ing the fury of fas­ti­di­ous­ness with which he was pos­sessed, he would prob­ably not have with­stood her. But her mood of long-suf­fer­ing made his way easy for him, and she her­self was his best ad­voc­ate. Pride, too, entered in­to her sub­mis­sion—which per­haps was a symp­tom of that reck­less ac­qui­es­cence in chance too ap­par­ent in the whole d’Urberville fam­ily—and the many ef­fect­ive chords which she could have stirred by an ap­peal were left un­touched.

			The re­mainder of their dis­course was on prac­tic­al mat­ters only. He now handed her a pack­et con­tain­ing a fairly good sum of money, which he had ob­tained from his bankers for the pur­pose. The bril­liants, the in­terest in which seemed to be Tess’s for her life only (if he un­der­stood the word­ing of the will), he ad­vised her to let him send to a bank for safety; and to this she read­ily agreed.

			These things ar­ranged, he walked with Tess back to the car­riage, and handed her in. The coach­man was paid and told where to drive her. Tak­ing next his own bag and um­brella—the sole art­icles he had brought with him hith­er­wards—he bade her good­bye; and they par­ted there and then.

			The fly moved creep­ingly up a hill, and Clare watched it go with an un­pre­med­it­ated hope that Tess would look out of the win­dow for one mo­ment. But that she nev­er thought of do­ing, would not have ven­tured to do, ly­ing in a half-dead faint in­side. Thus he be­held her re­cede, and in the an­guish of his heart quoted a line from a poet, with pe­cu­li­ar emend­a­tions of his own—

			
				
					God’s not in his heav­en:
					

					All’s wrong with the world!
				

			

			When Tess had passed over the crest of the hill he turned to go his own way, and hardly knew that he loved her still.

		
	
		
			XXXVIII

			As she drove on through Black­moor Vale, and the land­scape of her youth began to open around her, Tess aroused her­self from her stupor. Her first thought was how would she be able to face her par­ents?

			She reached a turn­pike-gate which stood upon the high­way to the vil­lage. It was thrown open by a stranger, not by the old man who had kept it for many years, and to whom she had been known; he had prob­ably left on New Year’s Day, the date when such changes were made. Hav­ing re­ceived no in­tel­li­gence lately from her home, she asked the turn­pike-keep­er for news.

			“Oh—noth­ing, miss,” he answered. “Mar­lott is Mar­lott still. Folks have died and that. John Durbey­field, too, hev had a daugh­ter mar­ried this week to a gen­tle­man-farm­er; not from John’s own house, you know; they was mar­ried else­where; the gen­tle­man be­ing of that high stand­ing that John’s own folk was not con­sidered well-be-do­ing enough to have any part in it, the bride­groom seem­ing not to know how’t have been dis­covered that John is a old and an­cient no­ble­man him­self by blood, with fam­ily skil­lentons in their own vaults to this day, but done out of his prop­erty in the time o’ the Ro­mans. How­ever, Sir John, as we call ’n now, kept up the wed­ding-day as well as he could, and stood treat to every­body in the par­ish; and John’s wife sung songs at The Pure Drop till past el­ev­en o’clock.”

			Hear­ing this, Tess felt so sick at heart that she could not de­cide to go home pub­licly in the fly with her lug­gage and be­long­ings. She asked the turn­pike-keep­er if she might de­pos­it her things at his house for a while, and, on his of­fer­ing no ob­jec­tion, she dis­missed her car­riage, and went on to the vil­lage alone by a back lane.

			At sight of her fath­er’s chim­ney she asked her­self how she could pos­sibly enter the house? In­side that cot­tage her re­la­tions were calmly sup­pos­ing her far away on a wed­ding-tour with a com­par­at­ively rich man, who was to con­duct her to boun­cing prosper­ity; while here she was, friend­less, creep­ing up to the old door quite by her­self, with no bet­ter place to go to in the world.

			She did not reach the house un­ob­served. Just by the garden-hedge she was met by a girl who knew her—one of the two or three with whom she had been in­tim­ate at school. After mak­ing a few in­quir­ies as to how Tess came there, her friend, un­heed­ing her tra­gic look, in­ter­rup­ted with—

			“But where’s thy gen­tle­man, Tess?”

			Tess hast­ily ex­plained that he had been called away on busi­ness, and, leav­ing her in­ter­locutor, clambered over the garden-hedge, and thus made her way to the house.

			As she went up the garden-path she heard her moth­er singing by the back door, com­ing in sight of which she per­ceived Mrs. Durbey­field on the door­step in the act of wringing a sheet. Hav­ing per­formed this without ob­serving Tess, she went in­doors, and her daugh­ter fol­lowed her.

			The wash­ing-tub stood in the same old place on the same old quarter-hogshead, and her moth­er, hav­ing thrown the sheet aside, was about to plunge her arms in anew.

			“Why—Tess!—my chil’—I thought you was mar­ried!—mar­ried really and truly this time—we sent the cider—”

			“Yes, moth­er; so I am.”

			“Go­ing to be?”

			“No—I am mar­ried.”

			“Mar­ried! Then where’s thy hus­band?”

			“Oh, he’s gone away for a time.”

			“Gone away! When was you mar­ried, then? The day you said?”

			“Yes, Tues­day, moth­er.”

			“And now ’tis on’y Sat­urday, and he gone away?”

			“Yes, he’s gone.”

			“What’s the mean­ing o’ that? ’Na­tion seize such hus­bands as you seem to get, say I!”

			“Moth­er!” Tess went across to Joan Durbey­field, laid her face upon the mat­ron’s bos­om, and burst in­to sobs. “I don’t know how to tell ’ee, moth­er! You said to me, and wrote to me, that I was not to tell him. But I did tell him—I couldn’t help it—and he went away!”

			“O you little fool—you little fool!” burst out Mrs. Durbey­field, splash­ing Tess and her­self in her agit­a­tion. “My good God! that ever I should ha’ lived to say it, but I say it again, you little fool!”

			Tess was con­vulsed with weep­ing, the ten­sion of so many days hav­ing re­laxed at last.

			“I know it—I know—I know!” she gasped through her sobs. “But, O my moth­er, I could not help it! He was so good—and I felt the wicked­ness of try­ing to blind him as to what had happened! If—if—it were to be done again—I should do the same. I could not—I dared not—so sin—against him!”

			“But you sinned enough to marry him first!”

			“Yes, yes; that’s where my misery do lie! But I thought he could get rid o’ me by law if he were de­term­ined not to over­look it. And O, if you knew—if you could only half know how I loved him—how anxious I was to have him—and how wrung I was between caring so much for him and my wish to be fair to him!”

			Tess was so shaken that she could get no fur­ther, and sank, a help­less thing, in­to a chair.

			“Well, well; what’s done can’t be un­done! I’m sure I don’t know why chil­dren o’ my bring­ing forth should all be big­ger sim­pletons than oth­er people’s—not to know bet­ter than to blab such a thing as that, when he couldn’t ha’ found it out till too late!” Here Mrs. Durbey­field began shed­ding tears on her own ac­count as a moth­er to be pit­ied. “What your fath­er will say I don’t know,” she con­tin­ued; “for he’s been talk­ing about the wed­ding up at Rol­li­v­er’s and The Pure Drop every day since, and about his fam­ily get­ting back to their right­ful po­s­i­tion through you—poor silly man!—and now you’ve made this mess of it! The Lord-a-Lord!”

			As if to bring mat­ters to a fo­cus, Tess’s fath­er was heard ap­proach­ing at that mo­ment. He did not, how­ever, enter im­me­di­ately, and Mrs. Durbey­field said that she would break the bad news to him her­self, Tess keep­ing out of sight for the present. After her first burst of dis­ap­point­ment Joan began to take the mis­hap as she had taken Tess’s ori­gin­al trouble, as she would have taken a wet hol­i­day or fail­ure in the potato-crop; as a thing which had come upon them ir­re­spect­ive of desert or folly; a chance ex­tern­al im­pinge­ment to be borne with; not a les­son.

			Tess re­treated up­stairs and be­held cas­u­ally that the beds had been shif­ted, and new ar­range­ments made. Her old bed had been ad­ap­ted for two young­er chil­dren. There was no place here for her now.

			The room be­low be­ing un­ceiled she could hear most of what went on there. Presently her fath­er entered, ap­par­ently car­ry­ing in a live hen. He was a foot-hag­gler now, hav­ing been ob­liged to sell his second horse, and he trav­elled with his bas­ket on his arm. The hen had been car­ried about this morn­ing as it was of­ten car­ried, to show people that he was in his work, though it had lain, with its legs tied, un­der the table at Rol­li­v­er’s for more than an hour.

			“We’ve just had up a story about—” Durbey­field began, and thereupon re­lated in de­tail to his wife a dis­cus­sion which had aris­en at the inn about the clergy, ori­gin­ated by the fact of his daugh­ter hav­ing mar­ried in­to a cler­ic­al fam­ily. “They was formerly styled ‘sir,’ like my own an­ces­try,” he said, “though nowadays their true style, strictly speak­ing, is ‘clerk’ only.” As Tess had wished that no great pub­li­city should be giv­en to the event, he had men­tioned no par­tic­u­lars. He hoped she would re­move that pro­hib­i­tion soon. He pro­posed that the couple should take Tess’s own name, d’Urberville, as un­cor­rup­ted. It was bet­ter than her hus­bands’s. He asked if any let­ter had come from her that day.

			Then Mrs. Durbey­field in­formed him that no let­ter had come, but Tess un­for­tu­nately had come her­self.

			When at length the col­lapse was ex­plained to him, a sul­len mor­ti­fic­a­tion, not usu­al with Durbey­field, over­powered the in­flu­ence of the cheer­ing glass. Yet the in­trins­ic qual­ity of the event moved his touchy sens­it­ive­ness less than its con­jec­tured ef­fect upon the minds of oth­ers.

			“To think, now, that this was to be the end o’t!” said Sir John. “And I with a fam­ily vault un­der that there church of Kings­bere as big as Squire Jol­lard’s ale-cel­lar, and my folk ly­ing there in sixes and sev­ens, as genu­ine county bones and mar­row as any re­cor­ded in his­tory. And now to be sure what they fellers at Rol­li­v­er’s and The Pure Drop will say to me! How they’ll squint and glane, and say, ‘This is yer mighty match is it; this is yer get­ting back to the true level of yer fore­fath­ers in King Nor­man’s time!’ I feel this is too much, Joan; I shall put an end to my­self, title and all—I can bear it no longer! … But she can make him keep her if he’s mar­ried her?”

			“Why, yes. But she won’t think o’ do­ing that.”

			“D’ye think he really have mar­ried her?—or is it like the first—”

			Poor Tess, who had heard as far as this, could not bear to hear more. The per­cep­tion that her word could be doubted even here, in her own par­ent­al house, set her mind against the spot as noth­ing else could have done. How un­ex­pec­ted were the at­tacks of des­tiny! And if her fath­er doubted her a little, would not neigh­bours and ac­quaint­ance doubt her much? O, she could not live long at home!

			A few days, ac­cord­ingly, were all that she al­lowed her­self here, at the end of which time she re­ceived a short note from Clare, in­form­ing her that he had gone to the North of Eng­land to look at a farm. In her crav­ing for the lustre of her true po­s­i­tion as his wife, and to hide from her par­ents the vast ex­tent of the di­vi­sion between them, she made use of this let­ter as her reas­on for again de­part­ing, leav­ing them un­der the im­pres­sion that she was set­ting out to join him. Still fur­ther to screen her hus­band from any im­puta­tion of un­kind­ness to her, she took twenty-five of the fifty pounds Clare had giv­en her, and handed the sum over to her moth­er, as if the wife of a man like An­gel Clare could well af­ford it, say­ing that it was a slight re­turn for the trouble and hu­mi­li­ation she had brought upon them in years past. With this as­ser­tion of her dig­nity she bade them farewell; and after that there were lively do­ings in the Durbey­field house­hold for some time on the strength of Tess’s bounty, her moth­er say­ing, and, in­deed, be­liev­ing, that the rup­ture which had aris­en between the young hus­band and wife had ad­jus­ted it­self un­der their strong feel­ing that they could not live apart from each oth­er.

		
	
		
			XXXIX

			It was three weeks after the mar­riage that Clare found him­self des­cend­ing the hill which led to the well-known par­son­age of his fath­er. With his down­ward course the tower of the church rose in­to the even­ing sky in a man­ner of in­quiry as to why he had come; and no liv­ing per­son in the twi­lighted town seemed to no­tice him, still less to ex­pect him. He was ar­riv­ing like a ghost, and the sound of his own foot­steps was al­most an en­cum­brance to be got rid of.

			The pic­ture of life had changed for him. Be­fore this time he had known it but spec­u­lat­ively; now he thought he knew it as a prac­tic­al man; though per­haps he did not, even yet. Nev­er­the­less hu­man­ity stood be­fore him no longer in the pens­ive sweet­ness of Itali­an art, but in the star­ing and ghastly at­ti­tudes of a Wi­ertz Mu­seum, and with the leer of a study by Van Beers.

			His con­duct dur­ing these first weeks had been des­ultory bey­ond de­scrip­tion. After mech­an­ic­ally at­tempt­ing to pur­sue his ag­ri­cul­tur­al plans as though noth­ing un­usu­al had happened, in the man­ner re­com­men­ded by the great and wise men of all ages, he con­cluded that very few of those great and wise men had ever gone so far out­side them­selves as to test the feas­ib­il­ity of their coun­sel. “This is the chief thing: be not per­turbed,” said the Pa­gan mor­al­ist. That was just Clare’s own opin­ion. But he was per­turbed. “Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it be afraid,” said the Naz­arene. Clare chimed in cor­di­ally; but his heart was troubled all the same. How he would have liked to con­front those two great thinkers, and earn­estly ap­peal to them as fel­low-man to fel­low-men, and ask them to tell him their meth­od!

			His mood trans­muted it­self in­to a dogged in­dif­fer­ence till at length he fan­cied he was look­ing on his own ex­ist­ence with the pass­ive in­terest of an out­sider.

			He was em­bittered by the con­vic­tion that all this des­ol­a­tion had been brought about by the ac­ci­dent of her be­ing a d’Urberville. When he found that Tess came of that ex­hausted an­cient line, and was not of the new tribes from be­low, as he had fondly dreamed, why had he not stoic­ally aban­doned her in fi­del­ity to his prin­ciples? This was what he had got by apostasy, and his pun­ish­ment was de­served.

			Then he be­came weary and anxious, and his anxi­ety in­creased. He wondered if he had treated her un­fairly. He ate without know­ing that he ate, and drank without tast­ing. As the hours dropped past, as the motive of each act in the long series of by­gone days presen­ted it­self to his view, he per­ceived how in­tim­ately the no­tion of hav­ing Tess as a dear pos­ses­sion was mixed up with all his schemes and words and ways.

			In go­ing hith­er and thith­er he ob­served in the out­skirts of a small town a red-and-blue plac­ard set­ting forth the great ad­vant­ages of the Em­pire of Brazil as a field for the emig­rat­ing ag­ri­cul­tur­ist. Land was offered there on ex­cep­tion­ally ad­vant­age­ous terms. Brazil some­what at­trac­ted him as a new idea. Tess could even­tu­ally join him there, and per­haps in that coun­try of con­trast­ing scenes and no­tions and habits the con­ven­tions would not be so op­er­at­ive which made life with her seem im­prac­tic­able to him here. In brief he was strongly in­clined to try Brazil, es­pe­cially as the sea­son for go­ing thith­er was just at hand.

			With this view he was re­turn­ing to Em­min­ster to dis­close his plan to his par­ents, and to make the best ex­plan­a­tion he could make of ar­riv­ing without Tess, short of re­veal­ing what had ac­tu­ally sep­ar­ated them. As he reached the door the new moon shone upon his face, just as the old one had done in the small hours of that morn­ing when he had car­ried his wife in his arms across the river to the grave­yard of the monks; but his face was thin­ner now.

			Clare had giv­en his par­ents no warn­ing of his vis­it, and his ar­rival stirred the at­mo­sphere of the Vicar­age as the dive of the king­fish­er stirs a quiet pool. His fath­er and moth­er were both in the draw­ing-room, but neither of his broth­ers was now at home. An­gel entered, and closed the door quietly be­hind him.

			“But—where’s your wife, dear An­gel?” cried his moth­er. “How you sur­prise us!”

			“She is at her moth­er’s—tem­por­ar­ily. I have come home rather in a hurry be­cause I’ve de­cided to go to Brazil.”

			“Brazil! Why they are all Ro­man Cath­ol­ics there surely!”

			“Are they? I hadn’t thought of that.”

			But even the nov­elty and pain­ful­ness of his go­ing to a Pap­ist­ic­al land could not dis­place for long Mr. and Mrs. Clare’s nat­ur­al in­terest in their son’s mar­riage.

			“We had your brief note three weeks ago an­noun­cing that it had taken place,” said Mrs. Clare, “and your fath­er sent your god­moth­er’s gift to her, as you know. Of course it was best that none of us should be present, es­pe­cially as you pre­ferred to marry her from the dairy, and not at her home, wherever that may be. It would have em­bar­rassed you, and giv­en us no pleas­ure. Your both­ers felt that very strongly. Now it is done we do not com­plain, par­tic­u­larly if she suits you for the busi­ness you have chosen to fol­low in­stead of the min­istry of the Gos­pel. … Yet I wish I could have seen her first, An­gel, or have known a little more about her. We sent her no present of our own, not know­ing what would best give her pleas­ure, but you must sup­pose it only delayed. An­gel, there is no ir­rit­a­tion in my mind or your fath­er’s against you for this mar­riage; but we have thought it much bet­ter to re­serve our lik­ing for your wife till we could see her. And now you have not brought her. It seems strange. What has happened?”

			He replied that it had been thought best by them that she should to go her par­ents’ home for the present, whilst he came there.

			“I don’t mind telling you, dear moth­er,” he said, “that I al­ways meant to keep her away from this house till I should feel she could come with cred­it to you. But this idea of Brazil is quite a re­cent one. If I do go it will be un­ad­vis­able for me to take her on this my first jour­ney. She will re­main at her moth­er’s till I come back.”

			“And I shall not see her be­fore you start?”

			He was afraid they would not. His ori­gin­al plan had been, as he had said, to re­frain from bring­ing her there for some little while—not to wound their pre­ju­dices—feel­ings—in any way; and for oth­er reas­ons he had ad­hered to it. He would have to vis­it home in the course of a year, if he went out at once; and it would be pos­sible for them to see her be­fore he star­ted a second time—with her.

			A hast­ily pre­pared sup­per was brought in, and Clare made fur­ther ex­pos­i­tion of his plans. His moth­er’s dis­ap­point­ment at not see­ing the bride still re­mained with her. Clare’s late en­thu­si­asm for Tess had in­fec­ted her through her ma­ter­nal sym­path­ies, till she had al­most fan­cied that a good thing could come out of Naz­areth—a charm­ing wo­man out of Tal­bothays Dairy. She watched her son as he ate.

			“Can­not you de­scribe her? I am sure she is very pretty, An­gel.”

			“Of that there can be no ques­tion!” he said, with a zest which covered its bit­ter­ness.

			“And that she is pure and vir­tu­ous goes without ques­tion?”

			“Pure and vir­tu­ous, of course, she is.”

			“I can see her quite dis­tinctly. You said the oth­er day that she was fine in fig­ure; roundly built; had deep red lips like Cu­pid’s bow; dark eye­lashes and brows, an im­mense rope of hair like a ship’s cable; and large eyes vi­ol­ety-bluey-black­ish.”

			“I did, moth­er.”

			“I quite see her. And liv­ing in such se­clu­sion she nat­ur­ally had scarce ever seen any young man from the world without till she saw you.”

			“Scarcely.”

			“You were her first love?”

			“Of course.”

			“There are worse wives than these simple, rosy-mouthed, ro­bust girls of the farm. Cer­tainly I could have wished—well, since my son is to be an ag­ri­cul­tur­ist, it is per­haps but prop­er that his wife should have been ac­cus­tomed to an out­door life.”

			His fath­er was less in­quis­it­ive; but when the time came for the chapter from the Bible which was al­ways read be­fore even­ing pray­ers, the Vicar ob­served to Mrs. Clare—

			“I think, since An­gel has come, that it will be more ap­pro­pri­ate to read the thirty-first of Pro­verbs than the chapter which we should have had in the usu­al course of our read­ing?”

			“Yes, cer­tainly,” said Mrs. Clare. “The words of King Lemuel” (she could cite chapter and verse as well as her hus­band). “My dear son, your fath­er has de­cided to read us the chapter in Pro­verbs in praise of a vir­tu­ous wife. We shall not need to be re­minded to ap­ply the words to the ab­sent one. May Heav­en shield her in all her ways!”

			A lump rose in Clare’s throat. The port­able lectern was taken out from the corner and set in the middle of the fire­place, the two old ser­vants came in, and An­gel’s fath­er began to read at the tenth verse of the afore­said chapter—

			
				
					Who can find a vir­tu­ous wo­man? for her price is far above ru­bies.
					

					She ris­eth while it is yet night, and giv­eth meat to her house­hold.
					

					She gir­de­th her loins with strength and strengthen­eth her arms.
					

					She per­ceiv­eth that her mer­chand­ise is good; her candle goeth not out by night.
					

					She looketh well to the ways of her house­hold, and eat­eth not the bread of idle­ness.
					

					Her chil­dren arise up and call her blessed; her hus­band also, and he prais­eth her.
					

					Many daugh­ters have done vir­tu­ously, but thou ex­cellest them all.
				

			

			When pray­ers were over, his moth­er said—

			“I could not help think­ing how very aptly that chapter your dear fath­er read ap­plied, in some of its par­tic­u­lars, to the wo­man you have chosen. The per­fect wo­man, you see, was a work­ing wo­man; not an idler; not a fine lady; but one who used her hands and her head and her heart for the good of oth­ers. ‘Her chil­dren arise up and call her blessed; her hus­band also, and he prais­eth her. Many daugh­ters have done vir­tu­ously, but she ex­cel­leth them all.’ Well, I wish I could have seen her, An­gel. Since she is pure and chaste, she would have been re­fined enough for me.”

			Clare could bear this no longer. His eyes were full of tears, which seemed like drops of mol­ten lead. He bade a quick good night to these sin­cere and simple souls whom he loved so well; who knew neither the world, the flesh, nor the dev­il in their own hearts, only as some­thing vague and ex­tern­al to them­selves. He went to his own cham­ber.

			His moth­er fol­lowed him, and tapped at his door. Clare opened it to dis­cov­er her stand­ing without, with anxious eyes.

			“An­gel,” she asked, “is there some­thing wrong that you go away so soon? I am quite sure you are not your­self.”

			“I am not, quite, moth­er,” said he.

			“About her? Now, my son, I know it is that—I know it is about her! Have you quar­relled in these three weeks?”

			“We have not ex­actly quar­relled,” he said. “But we have had a dif­fer­ence—”

			“An­gel—is she a young wo­man whose his­tory will bear in­vest­ig­a­tion?”

			With a moth­er’s in­stinct Mrs. Clare had put her fin­ger on the kind of trouble that would cause such a dis­quiet as seemed to agit­ate her son.

			“She is spot­less!” he replied; and felt that if it had sent him to etern­al hell there and then he would have told that lie.

			“Then nev­er mind the rest. After all, there are few purer things in nature then an un­sul­lied coun­try maid. Any crude­ness of man­ner which may of­fend your more edu­cated sense at first, will, I am sure, dis­ap­pear un­der the in­flu­ence or your com­pan­ion­ship and tu­ition.”

			Such ter­rible sar­casm of blind mag­nan­im­ity brought home to Clare the sec­ond­ary per­cep­tion that he had ut­terly wrecked his ca­reer by this mar­riage, which had not been among his early thoughts after the dis­clos­ure. True, on his own ac­count he cared very little about his ca­reer; but he had wished to make it at least a re­spect­able one on ac­count of his par­ents and broth­ers. And now as he looked in­to the candle its flame dumbly ex­pressed to him that it was made to shine on sens­ible people, and that it ab­horred light­ing the face of a dupe and a fail­ure.

			When his agit­a­tion had cooled he would be at mo­ments in­censed with his poor wife for caus­ing a situ­ation in which he was ob­liged to prac­tise de­cep­tion on his par­ents. He al­most talked to her in his an­ger, as if she had been in the room. And then her coo­ing voice, plaint­ive in ex­pos­tu­la­tion, dis­turbed the dark­ness, the vel­vet touch of her lips passed over his brow, and he could dis­tin­guish in the air the warmth of her breath.

			This night the wo­man of his be­littling de­prec­a­tions was think­ing how great and good her hus­band was. But over them both there hung a deep­er shade than the shade which An­gel Clare per­ceived, namely, the shade of his own lim­it­a­tions. With all his at­temp­ted in­de­pend­ence of judge­ment this ad­vanced and well-mean­ing young man, a sample product of the last five-and-twenty years, was yet the slave to cus­tom and con­ven­tion­al­ity when sur­prised back in­to his early teach­ings. No proph­et had told him, and he was not proph­et enough to tell him­self, that es­sen­tially this young wife of his was as de­serving of the praise of King Lemuel as any oth­er wo­man en­dowed with the same dis­like of evil, her mor­al value hav­ing to be reckoned not by achieve­ment but by tend­ency. Moreover, the fig­ure near at hand suf­fers on such oc­ca­sion, be­cause it shows up its sor­ri­ness without shade; while vague fig­ures afar off are hon­oured, in that their dis­tance makes artist­ic vir­tues of their stains. In con­sid­er­ing what Tess was not, he over­looked what she was, and for­got that the de­fect­ive can be more than the en­tire.

		
	
		
			XL

			At break­fast Brazil was the top­ic, and all en­deav­oured to take a hope­ful view of Clare’s pro­posed ex­per­i­ment with that coun­try’s soil, not­with­stand­ing the dis­cour­aging re­ports of some farm-la­bour­ers who had emig­rated thith­er and re­turned home with­in the twelve months. After break­fast Clare went in­to the little town to wind up such tri­fling mat­ters as he was con­cerned with there, and to get from the loc­al bank all the money he pos­sessed. On his way back he en­countered Miss Mercy Chant by the church, from whose walls she seemed to be a sort of em­an­a­tion. She was car­ry­ing an arm­ful of Bibles for her class, and such was her view of life that events which pro­duced heartache in oth­ers wrought be­atif­ic smiles upon her—an en­vi­able res­ult, al­though, in the opin­ion of An­gel, it was ob­tained by a curi­ously un­nat­ur­al sac­ri­fice of hu­man­ity to mys­ti­cism.

			She had learnt that he was about to leave Eng­land, and ob­served what an ex­cel­lent and prom­ising scheme it seemed to be.

			“Yes; it is a likely scheme enough in a com­mer­cial sense, no doubt,” he replied. “But, my dear Mercy, it snaps the con­tinu­ity of ex­ist­ence. Per­haps a cloister would be prefer­able.”

			“A cloister! O, An­gel Clare!”

			“Well?”

			“Why, you wicked man, a cloister im­plies a monk, and a monk Ro­man Cath­oli­cism.”

			“And Ro­man Cath­oli­cism sin, and sin dam­na­tion. Thou art in a par­lous state, An­gel Clare.”

			“I glory in my Prot­est­ant­ism!” she said severely.

			Then Clare, thrown by sheer misery in­to one of the de­moni­ac­al moods in which a man does des­pite to his true prin­ciples, called her close to him, and fiendishly whispered in her ear the most het­ero­dox ideas he could think of. His mo­ment­ary laughter at the hor­ror which ap­peared on her fair face ceased when it merged in pain and anxi­ety for his wel­fare.

			“Dear Mercy,” he said, “you must for­give me. I think I am go­ing crazy!”

			She thought that he was; and thus the in­ter­view ended, and Clare re-entered the Vicar­age. With the loc­al banker he de­pos­ited the jew­els till hap­pi­er days should arise. He also paid in­to the bank thirty pounds—to be sent to Tess in a few months, as she might re­quire; and wrote to her at her par­ents’ home in Black­moor Vale to in­form her of what he had done. This amount, with the sum he had already placed in her hands—about fifty pounds—he hoped would be amply suf­fi­cient for her wants just at present, par­tic­u­larly as in an emer­gency she had been dir­ec­ted to ap­ply to his fath­er.

			He deemed it best not to put his par­ents in­to com­mu­nic­a­tion with her by in­form­ing them of her ad­dress; and, be­ing un­aware of what had really happened to es­trange the two, neither his fath­er nor his moth­er sug­ges­ted that he should do so. Dur­ing the day he left the par­son­age, for what he had to com­plete he wished to get done quickly.

			As the last duty be­fore leav­ing this part of Eng­land it was ne­ces­sary for him to call at the Well­bridge farm­house, in which he had spent with Tess the first three days of their mar­riage, the trifle of rent hav­ing to be paid, the key giv­en up of the rooms they had oc­cu­pied, and two or three small art­icles fetched away that they had left be­hind. It was un­der this roof that the deep­est shad­ow ever thrown upon his life had stretched its gloom over him. Yet when he had un­locked the door of the sit­ting-room and looked in­to it, the memory which re­turned first upon him was that of their happy ar­rival on a sim­il­ar af­ter­noon, the first fresh sense of shar­ing a hab­it­a­tion con­jointly, the first meal to­geth­er, the chat­ting by the fire with joined hands.

			The farm­er and his wife were in the field at the mo­ment of his vis­it, and Clare was in the rooms alone for some time. In­wardly swollen with a re­new­al of sen­ti­ment that he had not quite reckoned with, he went up­stairs to her cham­ber, which had nev­er been his. The bed was smooth as she had made it with her own hands on the morn­ing of leav­ing. The mistle­toe hung un­der the test­er just as he had placed it. Hav­ing been there three or four weeks it was turn­ing col­our, and the leaves and ber­ries were wrinkled. An­gel took it down and crushed it in­to the grate. Stand­ing there, he for the first time doubted wheth­er his course in this con­jec­ture had been a wise, much less a gen­er­ous, one. But had he not been cruelly blinded? In the in­co­her­ent mul­ti­tude of his emo­tions he knelt down at the bed­side wet-eyed. “O Tess! If you had only told me soon­er, I would have for­giv­en you!” he mourned.

			Hear­ing a foot­step be­low, he rose and went to the top of the stairs. At the bot­tom of the flight he saw a wo­man stand­ing, and on her turn­ing up her face re­cog­nized the pale, dark-eyed Izz Huett.

			“Mr. Clare,” she said, “I’ve called to see you and Mrs. Clare, and to in­quire if ye be well. I thought you might be back here again.”

			This was a girl whose secret he had guessed, but who had not yet guessed his; an hon­est girl who loved him—one who would have made as good, or nearly as good, a prac­tic­al farm­er’s wife as Tess.

			“I am here alone,” he said; “we are not liv­ing here now.” Ex­plain­ing why he had come, he asked, “Which way are you go­ing home, Izz?”

			“I have no home at Tal­bothays Dairy now, sir,” she said.

			“Why is that?”

			Izz looked down.

			“It was so dis­mal there that I left! I am stay­ing out this way.” She poin­ted in a con­trary dir­ec­tion, the dir­ec­tion in which he was jour­ney­ing.

			“Well—are you go­ing there now? I can take you if you wish for a lift.”

			Her olive com­plex­ion grew rich­er in hue.

			“Thank ’ee, Mr. Clare,” she said.

			He soon found the farm­er, and settled the ac­count for his rent and the few oth­er items which had to be con­sidered by reas­on of the sud­den aban­don­ment of the lodgings. On Clare’s re­turn to his horse and gig, Izz jumped up be­side him.

			“I am go­ing to leave Eng­land, Izz,” he said, as they drove on. “Go­ing to Brazil.”

			“And do Mrs. Clare like the no­tion of such a jour­ney?” she asked.

			“She is not go­ing at present—say for a year or so. I am go­ing out to re­con­noitre—to see what life there is like.”

			They sped along east­ward for some con­sid­er­able dis­tance, Izz mak­ing no ob­ser­va­tion.

			“How are the oth­ers?” he in­quired. “How is Retty?”

			“She was in a sort of nervous state when I zid her last; and so thin and hol­low-cheeked that ’a do seem in a de­cline. Nobody will ever fall in love wi’ her any more,” said Izz ab­sently.

			“And Mari­an?”

			Izz lowered her voice.

			“Mari­an drinks.”

			“In­deed!”

			“Yes. The dairy­man has got rid of her.”

			“And you!”

			“I don’t drink, and I bain’t in a de­cline. But—I am no great things at singing afore break­fast now!”

			“How is that? Do you re­mem­ber how neatly you used to turn ‘ ’Twas down in Cu­pid’s Gar­dens’ and ‘The Tail­or’s Breeches’ at morn­ing milk­ing?”

			“Ah, yes! When you first came, sir, that was. Not when you had been there a bit.”

			“Why was that fall­ing-off?”

			Her black eyes flashed up to his face for one mo­ment by way of an­swer.

			“Izz!—how weak of you—for such as I!” he said, and fell in­to rev­er­ie. “Then—sup­pose I had asked you to marry me?”

			“If you had I should have said ‘Yes,’ and you would have mar­ried a wo­man who loved ’ee!”

			“Really!”

			“Down to the ground!” she whispered vehe­mently. “O my God! did you nev­er guess it till now!”

			By-and-by they reached a branch road to a vil­lage.

			“I must get down. I live out there,” said Izz ab­ruptly, nev­er hav­ing spoken since her avow­al.

			Clare slowed the horse. He was in­censed against his fate, bit­terly dis­posed to­wards so­cial or­din­ances; for they had cooped him up in a corner, out of which there was no le­git­im­ate path­way. Why not be re­venged on so­ci­ety by shap­ing his fu­ture do­mest­icit­ies loosely, in­stead of kiss­ing the ped­ago­gic rod of con­ven­tion in this en­snar­ing man­ner?

			“I am go­ing to Brazil alone, Izz,” said he. “I have sep­ar­ated from my wife for per­son­al, not voy­aging, reas­ons. I may nev­er live with her again. I may not be able to love you; but—will you go with me in­stead of her?”

			“You truly wish me to go?”

			“I do. I have been badly used enough to wish for re­lief. And you at least love me dis­in­ter­estedly.”

			“Yes—I will go,” said Izz, after a pause.

			“You will? You know what it means, Izz?”

			“It means that I shall live with you for the time you are over there—that’s good enough for me.”

			“Re­mem­ber, you are not to trust me in mor­als now. But I ought to re­mind you that it will be wrong­do­ing in the eyes of civil­iz­a­tion—West­ern civil­iz­a­tion, that is to say.”

			“I don’t mind that; no wo­man do when it comes to agony-point, and there’s no oth­er way!”

			“Then don’t get down, but sit where you are.”

			He drove past the cross­roads, one mile, two miles, without show­ing any signs of af­fec­tion.

			“You love me very, very much, Izz?” he sud­denly asked.

			“I do—I have said I do! I loved you all the time we was at the dairy to­geth­er!”

			“More than Tess?”

			She shook her head.

			“No,” she mur­mured, “not more than she.”

			“How’s that?”

			“Be­cause nobody could love ’ee more than Tess did! … She would have laid down her life for ’ee. I could do no more!”

			Like the proph­et on the top of Pe­or, Izz Huett would fain have spoken per­versely at such a mo­ment, but the fas­cin­a­tion ex­er­cised over her rough­er nature by Tess’s char­ac­ter com­pelled her to grace.

			Clare was si­lent; his heart had ris­en at these straight­for­ward words from such an un­ex­pec­ted un­im­peach­able quarter. In his throat was some­thing as if a sob had so­lid­i­fied there. His ears re­peated, “She would have laid down her life for ’ee. I could do no more!”

			“For­get our idle talk, Izz,” he said, turn­ing the horse’s head sud­denly. “I don’t know what I’ve been say­ing! I will now drive you back to where your lane branches off.”

			“So much for hon­esty to­wards ’ee! O—how can I bear it—how can I—how can I!”

			Izz Huett burst in­to wild tears, and beat her fore­head as she saw what she had done.

			“Do you re­gret that poor little act of justice to an ab­sent one? O, Izz, don’t spoil it by re­gret!”

			She stilled her­self by de­grees.

			“Very well, sir. Per­haps I didn’t know what I was say­ing, either, wh—when I agreed to go! I wish—what can­not be!”

			“Be­cause I have a lov­ing wife already.”

			“Yes, yes! You have!”

			They reached the corner of the lane which they had passed half an hour earli­er, and she hopped down.

			“Izz—please, please for­get my mo­ment­ary lev­ity!” he cried. “It was so ill-con­sidered, so ill-ad­vised!”

			“For­get it? Nev­er, nev­er! O, it was no lev­ity to me!”

			He felt how richly he de­served the re­proach that the wounded cry con­veyed, and, in a sor­row that was in­ex­press­ible, leapt down and took her hand.

			“Well, but, Izz, we’ll part friends, any­how? You don’t know what I’ve had to bear!”

			She was a really gen­er­ous girl, and al­lowed no fur­ther bit­ter­ness to mar their adieux.

			“I for­give ’ee, sir!” she said.

			“Now, Izz,” he said, while she stood be­side him there, for­cing him­self to the ment­or’s part he was far from feel­ing; “I want you to tell Mari­an when you see her that she is to be a good wo­man, and not to give way to folly. Prom­ise that, and tell Retty that there are more worthy men than I in the world, that for my sake she is to act wisely and well—re­mem­ber the words—wisely and well—for my sake. I send this mes­sage to them as a dy­ing man to the dy­ing; for I shall nev­er see them again. And you, Izzy, you have saved me by your hon­est words about my wife from an in­cred­ible im­pulse to­wards folly and treach­ery. Wo­men may be bad, but they are not so bad as men in these things! On that one ac­count I can nev­er for­get you. Be al­ways the good and sin­cere girl you have hitherto been; and think of me as a worth­less lov­er, but a faith­ful friend. Prom­ise.”

			She gave the prom­ise.

			“Heav­en bless and keep you, sir. Good­bye!”

			He drove on; but no soon­er had Izz turned in­to the lane, and Clare was out of sight, than she flung her­self down on the bank in a fit of rack­ing an­guish; and it was with a strained un­nat­ur­al face that she entered her moth­er’s cot­tage late that night. Nobody ever was told how Izz spent the dark hours that in­ter­vened between An­gel Clare’s part­ing from her and her ar­rival home.

			Clare, too, after bid­ding the girl farewell, was wrought to aching thoughts and quiv­er­ing lips. But his sor­row was not for Izz. That even­ing he was with­in a feather­weight’s turn of abandon­ing his road to the nearest sta­tion, and driv­ing across that el­ev­ated dorsal line of South Wessex which di­vided him from his Tess’s home. It was neither a con­tempt for her nature, nor the prob­able state of her heart, which de­terred him.

			No; it was a sense that, des­pite her love, as cor­rob­or­ated by Izz’s ad­mis­sion, the facts had not changed. If he was right at first, he was right now. And the mo­mentum of the course on which he had em­barked ten­ded to keep him go­ing in it, un­less di­ver­ted by a stronger, more sus­tained force than had played upon him this af­ter­noon. He could soon come back to her. He took the train that night for Lon­don, and five days after shook hands in farewell of his broth­ers at the port of em­bark­a­tion.

		
	
		
			XLI

			From the fore­go­ing events of the win­ter­time let us press on to an Oc­to­ber day, more than eight months sub­sequent to the part­ing of Clare and Tess. We dis­cov­er the lat­ter in changed con­di­tions; in­stead of a bride with boxes and trunks which oth­ers bore, we see her a lonely wo­man with a bas­ket and a bundle in her own porter­age, as at an earli­er time when she was no bride; in­stead of the ample means that were pro­jec­ted by her hus­band for her com­fort through this pro­ba­tion­ary peri­od, she can pro­duce only a flattened purse.

			After again leav­ing Mar­lott, her home, she had got through the spring and sum­mer without any great stress upon her phys­ic­al powers, the time be­ing mainly spent in ren­der­ing light ir­reg­u­lar ser­vice at dairy-work near Port-Bredy to the west of the Black­moor Val­ley, equally re­mote from her nat­ive place and from Tal­bothays. She pre­ferred this to liv­ing on his al­low­ance. Men­tally she re­mained in ut­ter stag­na­tion, a con­di­tion which the mech­an­ic­al oc­cu­pa­tion rather fostered than checked. Her con­scious­ness was at that oth­er dairy, at that oth­er sea­son, in the pres­ence of the tender lov­er who had con­fron­ted her there—he who, the mo­ment she had grasped him to keep for her own, had dis­ap­peared like a shape in a vis­ion.

			The dairy-work las­ted only till the milk began to lessen, for she had not met with a second reg­u­lar en­gage­ment as at Tal­bothays, but had done duty as a su­per­nu­mer­ary only. How­ever, as har­vest was now be­gin­ning, she had simply to re­move from the pas­ture to the stubble to find plenty of fur­ther oc­cu­pa­tion, and this con­tin­ued till har­vest was done.

			Of the five-and-twenty pounds which had re­mained to her of Clare’s al­low­ance, after de­duct­ing the oth­er half of the fifty as a con­tri­bu­tion to her par­ents for the trouble and ex­pense to which she had put them, she had as yet spent but little. But there now fol­lowed an un­for­tu­nate in­ter­val of wet weath­er, dur­ing which she was ob­liged to fall back upon her sov­er­eigns.

			She could not bear to let them go. An­gel had put them in­to her hand, had ob­tained them bright and new from his bank for her; his touch had con­sec­rated them to souven­irs of him­self—they ap­peared to have had as yet no oth­er his­tory than such as was cre­ated by his and her own ex­per­i­ences—and to dis­perse them was like giv­ing away rel­ics. But she had to do it, and one by one they left her hands.

			She had been com­pelled to send her moth­er her ad­dress from time to time, but she con­cealed her cir­cum­stances. When her money had al­most gone a let­ter from her moth­er reached her. Joan stated that they were in dread­ful dif­fi­culty; the au­tumn rains had gone through the thatch of the house, which re­quired en­tire re­new­al; but this could not be done be­cause the pre­vi­ous thatch­ing had nev­er been paid for. New rafters and a new ceil­ing up­stairs also were re­quired, which, with the pre­vi­ous bill, would amount to a sum of twenty pounds. As her hus­band was a man of means, and had doubt­less re­turned by this time, could she not send them the money?

			Tess had thirty pounds com­ing to her al­most im­me­di­ately from An­gel’s bankers, and, the case be­ing so de­plor­able, as soon as the sum was re­ceived she sent the twenty as re­ques­ted. Part of the re­mainder she was ob­liged to ex­pend in winter cloth­ing, leav­ing only a nom­in­al sum for the whole in­clement sea­son at hand. When the last pound had gone, a re­mark of An­gel’s that whenev­er she re­quired fur­ther re­sources she was to ap­ply to his fath­er, re­mained to be con­sidered.

			But the more Tess thought of the step, the more re­luct­ant was she to take it. The same del­ic­acy, pride, false shame, whatever it may be called, on Clare’s ac­count, which had led her to hide from her own par­ents the pro­long­a­tion of the es­trange­ment, hindered her own­ing to his that she was in want after the fair al­low­ance he had left her. They prob­ably des­pised her already; how much more they would des­pise her in the char­ac­ter of a men­dic­ant! The con­sequence was that by no ef­fort could the par­son’s daugh­ter-in-law bring her­self to let him know her state.

			Her re­luct­ance to com­mu­nic­ate with her hus­band’s par­ents might, she thought, lessen with the lapse of time; but with her own the re­verse ob­tained. On her leav­ing their house after the short vis­it sub­sequent to her mar­riage they were un­der the im­pres­sion that she was ul­ti­mately go­ing to join her hus­band; and from that time to the present she had done noth­ing to dis­turb their be­lief that she was await­ing his re­turn in com­fort, hop­ing against hope that his jour­ney to Brazil would res­ult in a short stay only, after which he would come to fetch her, or that he would write for her to join him; in any case that they would soon present a united front to their fam­il­ies and the world. This hope she still fostered. To let her par­ents know that she was a deser­ted wife, de­pend­ent, now that she had re­lieved their ne­ces­sit­ies, on her own hands for a liv­ing, after the éclat of a mar­riage which was to nul­li­fy the col­lapse of the first at­tempt, would be too much in­deed.

			The set of bril­liants re­turned to her mind. Where Clare had de­pos­ited them she did not know, and it mattered little, if it were true that she could only use and not sell them. Even were they ab­so­lutely hers it would be passing mean to en­rich her­self by a leg­al title to them which was not es­sen­tially hers at all.

			Mean­while her hus­band’s days had been by no means free from tri­al. At this mo­ment he was ly­ing ill of fever in the clay lands near Cur­it­iba in Brazil, hav­ing been drenched with thun­der­storms and per­se­cuted by oth­er hard­ships, in com­mon with all the Eng­lish farm­ers and farm-la­bour­ers who, just at this time, were de­luded in­to go­ing thith­er by the prom­ises of the Brazili­an Gov­ern­ment, and by the base­less as­sump­tion that those frames which, plough­ing and sow­ing on Eng­lish up­lands, had res­isted all the weath­ers to whose moods they had been born, could res­ist equally well all the weath­ers by which they were sur­prised on Brazili­an plains.

			To re­turn. Thus it happened that when the last of Tess’s sov­er­eigns had been spent she was un­provided with oth­ers to take their place, while on ac­count of the sea­son she found it in­creas­ingly dif­fi­cult to get em­ploy­ment. Not be­ing aware of the rar­ity of in­tel­li­gence, en­ergy, health, and will­ing­ness in any sphere of life, she re­frained from seek­ing an in­door oc­cu­pa­tion; fear­ing towns, large houses, people of means and so­cial soph­ist­ic­a­tion, and of man­ners oth­er than rur­al. From that dir­ec­tion of gen­til­ity Black Care had come. So­ci­ety might be bet­ter than she sup­posed from her slight ex­per­i­ence of it. But she had no proof of this, and her in­stinct in the cir­cum­stances was to avoid its pur­lieus.

			The small dair­ies to the west, bey­ond Port-Bredy, in which she had served as su­per­nu­mer­ary milk­maid dur­ing the spring and sum­mer re­quired no fur­ther aid. Room would prob­ably have been made for her at Tal­bothays, if only out of sheer com­pas­sion; but com­fort­able as her life had been there, she could not go back. The an­ti­cli­max would be too in­tol­er­able; and her re­turn might bring re­proach upon her id­ol­ized hus­band. She could not have borne their pity, and their whispered re­marks to one an­oth­er upon her strange situ­ation; though she would al­most have faced a know­ledge of her cir­cum­stances by every in­di­vidu­al there, so long as her story had re­mained isol­ated in the mind of each. It was the in­ter­change of ideas about her that made her sens­it­ive­ness wince. Tess could not ac­count for this dis­tinc­tion; she simply knew that she felt it.

			She was now on her way to an up­land farm in the centre of the county, to which she had been re­com­men­ded by a wan­der­ing let­ter which had reached her from Mari­an. Mari­an had some­how heard that Tess was sep­ar­ated from her hus­band—prob­ably through Izz Huett—and the good-natured and now tip­pling girl, deem­ing Tess in trouble, had hastened to no­ti­fy to her former friend that she her­self had gone to this up­land spot after leav­ing the dairy, and would like to see her there, where there was room for oth­er hands, if it was really true that she worked again as of old.

			With the short­en­ing of the days all hope of ob­tain­ing her hus­band’s for­give­ness began to leave her; and there was some­thing of the habitude of the wild an­im­al in the un­re­flect­ing in­stinct with which she rambled on—dis­con­nect­ing her­self by littles from her event­ful past at every step, ob­lit­er­at­ing her iden­tity, giv­ing no thought to ac­ci­dents or con­tin­gen­cies which might make a quick dis­cov­ery of her where­abouts by oth­ers of im­port­ance to her own hap­pi­ness, if not to theirs.

			Among the dif­fi­culties of her lonely po­s­i­tion not the least was the at­ten­tion she ex­cited by her ap­pear­ance, a cer­tain bear­ing of dis­tinc­tion, which she had caught from Clare, be­ing su­per­ad­ded to her nat­ur­al at­tract­ive­ness. Whilst the clothes las­ted which had been pre­pared for her mar­riage, these cas­u­al glances of in­terest caused her no in­con­veni­ence, but as soon as she was com­pelled to don the wrap­per of a field­wo­man, rude words were ad­dressed to her more than once; but noth­ing oc­curred to cause her bod­ily fear till a par­tic­u­lar Novem­ber af­ter­noon.

			She had pre­ferred the coun­try west of the River Brit to the up­land farm for which she was now bound, be­cause, for one thing, it was near­er to the home of her hus­band’s fath­er; and to hov­er about that re­gion un­re­cog­nized, with the no­tion that she might de­cide to call at the Vicar­age some day, gave her pleas­ure. But hav­ing once de­cided to try the high­er and drier levels, she pressed back east­ward, march­ing afoot to­wards the vil­lage of Chalk-New­ton, where she meant to pass the night.

			The lane was long and un­var­ied, and, ow­ing to the rap­id short­en­ing of the days, dusk came upon her be­fore she was aware. She had reached the top of a hill down which the lane stretched its ser­pent­ine length in glimpses, when she heard foot­steps be­hind her back, and in a few mo­ments she was over­taken by a man. He stepped up along­side Tess and said—

			“Good night, my pretty maid”: to which she civilly replied.

			The light still re­main­ing in the sky lit up her face, though the land­scape was nearly dark. The man turned and stared hard at her.

			“Why, surely, it is the young wench who was at Trantridge awhile—young Squire d’Urberville’s friend? I was there at that time, though I don’t live there now.”

			She re­cog­nized in him the well-to-do boor whom An­gel had knocked down at the inn for ad­dress­ing her coarsely. A spasm of an­guish shot through her, and she re­turned him no an­swer.

			“Be hon­est enough to own it, and that what I said in the town was true, though your fancy-man was so up about it—hey, my sly one? You ought to beg my par­don for that blow of his, con­sid­er­ing.”

			Still no an­swer came from Tess. There seemed only one es­cape for her hunted soul. She sud­denly took to her heels with the speed of the wind, and, without look­ing be­hind her, ran along the road till she came to a gate which opened dir­ectly in­to a plant­a­tion. In­to this she plunged, and did not pause till she was deep enough in its shade to be safe against any pos­sib­il­ity of dis­cov­ery.

			Un­der foot the leaves were dry, and the fo­liage of some holly bushes which grew among the de­cidu­ous trees was dense enough to keep off draughts. She scraped to­geth­er the dead leaves till she had formed them in­to a large heap, mak­ing a sort of nest in the middle. In­to this Tess crept.

			Such sleep as she got was nat­ur­ally fit­ful; she fan­cied she heard strange noises, but per­suaded her­self that they were caused by the breeze. She thought of her hus­band in some vague warm clime on the oth­er side of the globe, while she was here in the cold. Was there an­oth­er such a wretched be­ing as she in the world? Tess asked her­self; and, think­ing of her wasted life, said, “All is van­ity.” She re­peated the words mech­an­ic­ally, till she re­flec­ted that this was a most in­ad­equate thought for mod­ern days. So­lomon had thought as far as that more than two thou­sand years ago; she her­self, though not in the van of thinkers, had got much fur­ther. If all were only van­ity, who would mind it? All was, alas, worse than van­ity—in­justice, pun­ish­ment, ex­ac­tion, death. The wife of An­gel Clare put her hand to her brow, and felt its curve, and the edges of her eye-sock­ets per­cept­ible un­der the soft skin, and thought as she did so that a time would come when that bone would be bare. “I wish it were now,” she said.

			In the midst of these whim­sic­al fan­cies she heard a new strange sound among the leaves. It might be the wind; yet there was scarcely any wind. Some­times it was a pal­pit­a­tion, some­times a flut­ter; some­times it was a sort of gasp or gurgle. Soon she was cer­tain that the noises came from wild creatures of some kind, the more so when, ori­gin­at­ing in the boughs over­head, they were fol­lowed by the fall of a heavy body upon the ground. Had she been en­sconced here un­der oth­er and more pleas­ant con­di­tions she would have be­come alarmed; but, out­side hu­man­ity, she had at present no fear.

			Day at length broke in the sky. When it had been day aloft for some little while it be­came day in the wood.

			Dir­ectly the as­sur­ing and pro­sa­ic light of the world’s act­ive hours had grown strong, she crept from un­der her hil­lock of leaves, and looked around boldly. Then she per­ceived what had been go­ing on to dis­turb her. The plant­a­tion wherein she had taken shel­ter ran down at this spot in­to a peak, which ended it hith­er­ward, out­side the hedge be­ing ar­able ground. Un­der the trees sev­er­al pheas­ants lay about, their rich plumage dabbled with blood; some were dead, some feebly twitch­ing a wing, some star­ing up at the sky, some pulsat­ing quickly, some con­tor­ted, some stretched out—all of them writh­ing in agony, ex­cept the for­tu­nate ones whose tor­tures had ended dur­ing the night by the in­ab­il­ity of nature to bear more.

			Tess guessed at once the mean­ing of this. The birds had been driv­en down in­to this corner the day be­fore by some shoot­ing-party; and while those that had dropped dead un­der the shot, or had died be­fore night­fall, had been searched for and car­ried off, many badly wounded birds had es­caped and hid­den them­selves away, or ris­en among the thick boughs, where they had main­tained their po­s­i­tion till they grew weak­er with loss of blood in the night­time, when they had fallen one by one as she had heard them.

			She had oc­ca­sion­ally caught glimpses of these men in girl­hood, look­ing over hedges, or peep­ing through bushes, and point­ing their guns, strangely ac­coutred, a bloodthirsty light in their eyes. She had been told that, rough and bru­tal as they seemed just then, they were not like this all the year round, but were, in fact, quite civil per­sons save dur­ing cer­tain weeks of au­tumn and winter, when, like the in­hab­it­ants of the Malay Pen­in­sula, they ran amuck, and made it their pur­pose to des­troy life—in this case harm­less feathered creatures, brought in­to be­ing by ar­ti­fi­cial means solely to grat­i­fy these propensit­ies—at once so un­man­nerly and so un­chiv­al­rous to­wards their weak­er fel­lows in Nature’s teem­ing fam­ily.

			With the im­pulse of a soul who could feel for kindred suf­fer­ers as much as for her­self, Tess’s first thought was to put the still liv­ing birds out of their tor­ture, and to this end with her own hands she broke the necks of as many as she could find, leav­ing them to lie where she had found them till the game­keep­ers should come—as they prob­ably would come—to look for them a second time.

			“Poor darlings—to sup­pose my­self the most miser­able be­ing on earth in the sight o’ such misery as yours!” she ex­claimed, her tears run­ning down as she killed the birds ten­derly. “And not a twinge of bod­ily pain about me! I be not mangled, and I be not bleed­ing, and I have two hands to feed and clothe me.” She was ashamed of her­self for her gloom of the night, based on noth­ing more tan­gible than a sense of con­dem­na­tion un­der an ar­bit­rary law of so­ci­ety which had no found­a­tion in Nature.

		
	
		
			XLII

			It was now broad day, and she star­ted again, emer­ging cau­tiously upon the high­way. But there was no need for cau­tion; not a soul was at hand, and Tess went on­ward with forti­tude, her re­col­lec­tion of the birds’ si­lent en­dur­ance of their night of agony im­press­ing upon her the re­lativ­ity of sor­rows and the tol­er­able nature of her own, if she could once rise high enough to des­pise opin­ion. But that she could not do so long as it was held by Clare.

			She reached Chalk-New­ton, and break­fas­ted at an inn, where sev­er­al young men were trouble­somely com­pli­ment­ary to her good looks. Some­how she felt hope­ful, for was it not pos­sible that her hus­band also might say these same things to her even yet? She was bound to take care of her­self on the chance of it, and keep off these cas­u­al lov­ers. To this end Tess re­solved to run no fur­ther risks from her ap­pear­ance. As soon as she got out of the vil­lage she entered a thick­et and took from her bas­ket one of the old­est field-gowns, which she had nev­er put on even at the dairy—nev­er since she had worked among the stubble at Mar­lott. She also, by a fe­li­cit­ous thought, took a handker­chief from her bundle and tied it round her face un­der her bon­net, cov­er­ing her chin and half her cheeks and temples, as if she were suf­fer­ing from toothache. Then with her little scis­sors, by the aid of a pock­et look­ing-glass, she mer­ci­lessly nipped her eye­brows off, and thus in­sured against ag­gress­ive ad­mir­a­tion, she went on her un­even way.

			“What a mom­met of a maid!” said the next man who met her to a com­pan­ion.

			Tears came in­to her eyes for very pity of her­self as she heard him.

			“But I don’t care!” she said. “O no—I don’t care! I’ll al­ways be ugly now, be­cause An­gel is not here, and I have nobody to take care of me. My hus­band that was is gone away, and nev­er will love me any more; but I love him just the same, and hate all oth­er men, and like to make ’em think scorn­fully of me!”

			Thus Tess walks on; a fig­ure which is part of the land­scape; a field­wo­man pure and simple, in winter guise; a gray serge cape, a red wool­len cravat, a stuff skirt covered by a whitey-brown rough wrap­per, and buff-leath­er gloves. Every thread of that old at­tire has be­come faded and thin un­der the stroke of rain­drops, the burn of sun­beams, and the stress of winds. There is no sign of young pas­sion in her now—

			
				
					The maid­en’s mouth is cold
					

					⋮
					

					Fold over simple fold
					

					Bind­ing her head.
				

			

			In­side this ex­ter­i­or, over which the eye might have roved as over a thing scarcely per­cipi­ent, al­most in­or­gan­ic, there was the re­cord of a pulsing life which had learnt too well, for its years, of the dust and ashes of things, of the cruelty of lust and the fra­gil­ity of love.

			Next day the weath­er was bad, but she trudged on, the hon­esty, dir­ect­ness, and im­par­ti­al­ity of ele­ment­al enmity dis­con­cert­ing her but little. Her ob­ject be­ing a winter’s oc­cu­pa­tion and a winter’s home, there was no time to lose. Her ex­per­i­ence of short hir­ings had been such that she was de­term­ined to ac­cept no more.

			Thus she went for­ward from farm to farm in the dir­ec­tion of the place whence Mari­an had writ­ten to her, which she de­term­ined to make use of as a last shift only, its ru­moured strin­gen­cies be­ing the re­verse of tempt­ing. First she in­quired for the light­er kinds of em­ploy­ment, and, as ac­cept­ance in any vari­ety of these grew hope­less, ap­plied next for the less light, till, be­gin­ning with the dairy and poultry tend­ance that she liked best, she ended with the heavy and course pur­suits which she liked least—work on ar­able land: work of such rough­ness, in­deed, as she would nev­er have de­lib­er­ately vo­luteered for.

			To­wards the second even­ing she reached the ir­reg­u­lar chalk table­land or plat­eau, bos­omed with semi-glob­u­lar tu­muli—as if Cybele the Many-breasted were su­pinely ex­ten­ded there—which stretched between the val­ley of her birth and the val­ley of her love.

			Here the air was dry and cold, and the long cart-roads were blown white and dusty with­in a few hours after rain. There were few trees, or none, those that would have grown in the hedges be­ing mer­ci­lessly plashed down with the quick­set by the ten­ant-farm­ers, the nat­ur­al en­emies of tree, bush, and brake. In the middle dis­tance ahead of her she could see the sum­mits of Bul­bar­row and of Nettle­combe Tout, and they seemed friendly. They had a low and un­as­sum­ing as­pect from this up­land, though as ap­proached on the oth­er side from Black­moor in her child­hood they were as lofty bas­tions against the sky. South­erly, at many miles’ dis­tance, and over the hills and ridges coast­ward, she could dis­cern a sur­face like pol­ished steel: it was the Eng­lish Chan­nel at a point far out to­wards France.

			Be­fore her, in a slight de­pres­sion, were the re­mains of a vil­lage. She had, in fact, reached Flint­comb-Ash, the place of Mari­an’s so­journ. There seemed to be no help for it; hith­er she was doomed to come. The stub­born soil around her showed plainly enough that the kind of la­bour in de­mand here was of the roughest kind; but it was time to rest from search­ing, and she re­solved to stay, par­tic­u­larly as it began to rain. At the en­trance to the vil­lage was a cot­tage whose gable jut­ted in­to the road, and be­fore ap­ply­ing for a lodging she stood un­der its shel­ter, and watched the even­ing close in.

			“Who would think I was Mrs. An­gel Clare!” she said.

			The wall felt warm to her back and shoulders, and she found that im­me­di­ately with­in the gable was the cot­tage fire­place, the heat of which came through the bricks. She warmed her hands upon them, and also put her cheek—red and moist with the drizzle—against their com­fort­ing sur­face. The wall seemed to be the only friend she had. She had so little wish to leave it that she could have stayed there all night.

			Tess could hear the oc­cu­pants of the cot­tage—gathered to­geth­er after their day’s la­bour—talk­ing to each oth­er with­in, and the rattle of their sup­per-plates was also aud­ible. But in the vil­lage-street she had seen no soul as yet. The solitude was at last broken by the ap­proach of one fem­in­ine fig­ure, who, though the even­ing was cold, wore the print gown and the tilt-bon­net of sum­mer time. Tess in­stinct­ively thought it might be Mari­an, and when she came near enough to be dis­tin­guish­able in the gloom, surely enough it was she. Mari­an was even stouter and red­der in the face than formerly, and de­cidedly shab­bi­er in at­tire. At any pre­vi­ous peri­od of her ex­ist­ence Tess would hardly have cared to re­new the ac­quaint­ance in such con­di­tions; but her loneli­ness was ex­cess­ive, and she re­spon­ded read­ily to Mari­an’s greet­ing.

			Mari­an was quite re­spect­ful in her in­quir­ies, but seemed much moved by the fact that Tess should still con­tin­ue in no bet­ter con­di­tion than at first; though she had dimly heard of the sep­ar­a­tion.

			“Tess—Mrs. Clare—the dear wife of dear he! And is it really so bad as this, my child? Why is your cwomely face tied up in such a way? Any­body been beat­ing ’ee? Not he?”

			“No, no, no! I merely did it not to be clipsed or colled, Mari­an.”

			She pulled off in dis­gust a band­age which could sug­gest such wild thoughts.

			“And you’ve got no col­lar on” (Tess had been ac­cus­tomed to wear a little white col­lar at the dairy).

			“I know it, Mari­an.”

			“You’ve lost it trav­el­ling.”

			“I’ve not lost it. The truth is, I don’t care any­thing about my looks; and so I didn’t put it on.”

			“And you don’t wear your wed­ding-ring?”

			“Yes, I do; but not in pub­lic. I wear it round my neck on a rib­bon. I don’t wish people to think who I am by mar­riage, or that I am mar­ried at all; it would be so awk­ward while I lead my present life.”

			Mari­an paused.

			“But you be a gen­tle­man’s wife; and it seems hardly fair that you should live like this!”

			“O yes it is, quite fair; though I am very un­happy.”

			“Well, well. He mar­ried you—and you can be un­happy!”

			“Wives are un­happy some­times; from no fault of their hus­bands—from their own.”

			“You’ve no faults, deary; that I’m sure of. And he’s none. So it must be some­thing out­side ye both.”

			“Mari­an, dear Mari­an, will you do me a good turn without ask­ing ques­tions? My hus­band has gone abroad, and some­how I have over­run my al­low­ance, so that I have to fall back upon my old work for a time. Do not call me Mrs. Clare, but Tess, as be­fore. Do they want a hand here?”

			“O yes; they’ll take one al­ways, be­cause few care to come. ’Tis a starve-acre place. Corn and swedes are all they grow. Though I be here my­self, I feel ’tis a pity for such as you to come.”

			“But you used to be as good a dairy­wo­man as I.”

			“Yes; but I’ve got out o’ that since I took to drink. Lord, that’s the only com­fort I’ve got now! If you en­gage, you’ll be set swede-hack­ing. That’s what I be do­ing; but you won’t like it.”

			“O—any­thing! Will you speak for me?”

			“You will do bet­ter by speak­ing for your­self.”

			“Very well. Now, Mari­an, re­mem­ber—noth­ing about him if I get the place. I don’t wish to bring his name down to the dirt.”

			Mari­an, who was really a trust­worthy girl though of coars­er grain than Tess, prom­ised any­thing she asked.

			“This is pay-night,” she said, “and if you were to come with me you would know at once. I be real sorry that you are not happy; but ’tis be­cause he’s away, I know. You couldn’t be un­happy if he were here, even if he gie’d ye no money—even if he used you like a drudge.”

			“That’s true; I could not!”

			They walked on to­geth­er and soon reached the farm­house, which was al­most sub­lime in its drear­i­ness. There was not a tree with­in sight; there was not, at this sea­son, a green pas­ture—noth­ing but fal­low and turnips every­where, in large fields di­vided by hedges plashed to un­re­lieved levels.

			Tess waited out­side the door of the farm­house till the group of work­folk had re­ceived their wages, and then Mari­an in­tro­duced her. The farm­er him­self, it ap­peared, was not at home, but his wife, who rep­res­en­ted him this even­ing, made no ob­jec­tion to hir­ing Tess, on her agree­ing to re­main till Old Lady-Day. Fe­male field-la­bour was sel­dom offered now, and its cheapness made it prof­it­able for tasks which wo­men could per­form as read­ily as men.

			Hav­ing signed the agree­ment, there was noth­ing more for Tess to do at present than to get a lodging, and she found one in the house at whose gable-wall she had warmed her­self. It was a poor sub­sist­ence that she had en­sured, but it would af­ford a shel­ter for the winter at any rate.

			That night she wrote to in­form her par­ents of her new ad­dress, in case a let­ter should ar­rive at Mar­lott from her hus­band. But she did not tell them of the sor­ri­ness of her situ­ation: it might have brought re­proach upon him.

		
	
		
			XLIII

			There was no ex­ag­ger­a­tion in Mari­an’s defin­i­tion of Flint­comb-Ash farm as a starve-acre place. The single fat thing on the soil was Mari­an her­self; and she was an im­port­a­tion. Of the three classes of vil­lage, the vil­lage cared for by its lord, the vil­lage cared for by it­self, and the vil­lage un­cared for either by it­self or by its lord (in oth­er words, the vil­lage of a res­id­ent squires’s ten­antry, the vil­lage of free- or copy­hold­ers, and the ab­sent­ee-own­er’s vil­lage, farmed with the land) this place, Flint­comb-Ash, was the third.

			But Tess set to work. Pa­tience, that blend­ing of mor­al cour­age with phys­ic­al timid­ity, was now no longer a minor fea­ture in Mrs. An­gel Clare; and it sus­tained her.

			The swede-field in which she and her com­pan­ion were set hack­ing was a stretch of a hun­dred odd acres in one patch, on the highest ground of the farm, rising above stony lanchets or lynchets—the out­crop of sili­ceous veins in the chalk form­a­tion, com­posed of myri­ads of loose white flints in bulbous, cusped, and phal­lic shapes. The up­per half of each turnip had been eaten off by the live­stock, and it was the busi­ness of the two wo­men to grub up the lower or earthy half of the root with a hooked fork called a hack­er, that it might be eaten also. Every leaf of the ve­get­able hav­ing already been con­sumed, the whole field was in col­our a des­ol­ate drab; it was a com­plex­ion without fea­tures, as if a face, from chin to brow, should be only an ex­panse of skin. The sky wore, in an­oth­er col­our, the same like­ness; a white vacu­ity of coun­ten­ance with the lin­ea­ments gone. So these two up­per and neth­er vis­ages con­fron­ted each oth­er all day long, the white face look­ing down on the brown face, and the brown face look­ing up at the white face, without any­thing stand­ing between them but the two girls crawl­ing over the sur­face of the former like flies.

			Nobody came near them, and their move­ments showed a mech­an­ic­al reg­u­lar­ity; their forms stand­ing en­shrouded in Hes­si­an “wrop­pers”—sleeved brown pin­a­fores, tied be­hind to the bot­tom, to keep their gowns from blow­ing about—scant skirts re­veal­ing boots that reached high up the ankles, and yel­low sheep­skin gloves with gaunt­lets. The pens­ive char­ac­ter which the cur­tained hood lent to their bent heads would have re­minded the ob­serv­er of some early Itali­an con­cep­tion of the two Marys.

			They worked on hour after hour, un­con­scious of the for­lorn as­pect they bore in the land­scape, not think­ing of the justice or in­justice of their lot. Even in such a po­s­i­tion as theirs it was pos­sible to ex­ist in a dream. In the af­ter­noon the rain came on again, and Mari­an said that they need not work any more. But if they did not work they would not be paid; so they worked on. It was so high a situ­ation, this field, that the rain had no oc­ca­sion to fall, but raced along ho­ri­zont­ally upon the yelling wind, stick­ing in­to them like glass splin­ters till they were wet through. Tess had not known till now what was really meant by that. There are de­grees of damp­ness, and a very little is called be­ing wet through in com­mon talk. But to stand work­ing slowly in a field, and feel the creep of rain­wa­ter, first in legs and shoulders, then on hips and head, then at back, front, and sides, and yet to work on till the leaden light di­min­ishes and marks that the sun is down, de­mands a dis­tinct modic­um of stoicism, even of valour.

			Yet they did not feel the wet­ness so much as might be sup­posed. They were both young, and they were talk­ing of the time when they lived and loved to­geth­er at Tal­bothays Dairy, that happy green tract of land where sum­mer had been lib­er­al in her gifts; in sub­stance to all, emo­tion­ally to these. Tess would fain not have con­versed with Mari­an of the man who was leg­ally, if not ac­tu­ally, her hus­band; but the ir­res­ist­ible fas­cin­a­tion of the sub­ject be­trayed her in­to re­cip­roc­at­ing Mari­an’s re­marks. And thus, as has been said, though the damp cur­tains of their bon­nets flapped smartly in­to their faces, and their wrap­pers clung about them to wear­i­some­ness, they lived all this af­ter­noon in memor­ies of green, sunny, ro­mantic Tal­bothays.

			“You can see a gleam of a hill with­in a few miles o’ Froom Val­ley from here when ’tis fine,” said Mari­an.

			“Ah! Can you?” said Tess, awake to the new value of this loc­al­ity.

			So the two forces were at work here as every­where, the in­her­ent will to en­joy, and the cir­cum­stan­tial will against en­joy­ment. Mari­an’s will had a meth­od of as­sist­ing it­self by tak­ing from her pock­et as the af­ter­noon wore on a pint bottle corked with white rag, from which she in­vited Tess to drink. Tess’s un­as­sisted power of dream­ing, how­ever, be­ing enough for her sub­lim­a­tion at present, she de­clined ex­cept the merest sip, and then Mari­an took a pull from the spir­its.

			“I’ve got used to it,” she said, “and can’t leave it off now. ’Tis my only com­fort—You see I lost him: you didn’t; and you can do without it per­haps.”

			Tess thought her loss as great as Mari­an’s, but up­held by the dig­nity of be­ing An­gel’s wife, in the let­ter at least, she ac­cep­ted Mari­an’s dif­fer­en­ti­ation.

			Amid this scene Tess slaved in the morn­ing frosts and in the af­ter­noon rains. When it was not swede-grub­bing it was swede-trim­ming, in which pro­cess they sliced off the earth and the fibres with a bill­hook be­fore stor­ing the roots for fu­ture use. At this oc­cu­pa­tion they could shel­ter them­selves by a thatched hurdle if it rained; but if it was frosty even their thick leath­er gloves could not pre­vent the frozen masses they handled from bit­ing their fin­gers. Still Tess hoped. She had a con­vic­tion that soon­er or later the mag­nan­im­ity which she per­sisted in reck­on­ing as a chief in­gredi­ent of Clare’s char­ac­ter would lead him to re­join her.

			Mari­an, primed to a hu­mor­ous mood, would dis­cov­er the queer-shaped flints afore­said, and shriek with laughter, Tess re­main­ing severely ob­tuse. They of­ten looked across the coun­try to where the Var or Froom was know to stretch, even though they might not be able to see it; and, fix­ing their eyes on the cloak­ing gray mist, ima­gined the old times they had spent out there.

			“Ah,” said Mari­an, “how I should like an­oth­er or two of our old set to come here! Then we could bring up Tal­bothays every day here afield, and talk of he, and of what nice times we had there, and o’ the old things we used to know, and make it all come back a’most, in seem­ing!” Mari­an’s eyes softened, and her voice grew vague as the vis­ions re­turned. “I’ll write to Izz Huett,” she said. “She’s bid­ing at home do­ing noth­ing now, I know, and I’ll tell her we be here, and ask her to come; and per­haps Retty is well enough now.”

			Tess had noth­ing to say against the pro­pos­al, and the next she heard of this plan for im­port­ing old Tal­bothays’ joys was two or three days later, when Mari­an in­formed her that Izz had replied to her in­quiry, and had prom­ised to come if she could.

			There had not been such a winter for years. It came on in stealthy and meas­ured glides, like the moves of a chess-play­er. One morn­ing the few lonely trees and the thorns of the hedgerows ap­peared as if they had put off a ve­get­able for an an­im­al in­teg­u­ment. Every twig was covered with a white nap as of fur grown from the rind dur­ing the night, giv­ing it four times its usu­al stout­ness; the whole bush or tree form­ing a star­ing sketch in white lines on the mourn­ful gray of the sky and ho­ri­zon. Cob­webs re­vealed their pres­ence on sheds and walls where none had ever been ob­served till brought out in­to vis­ib­il­ity by the crys­tal­liz­ing at­mo­sphere, hanging like loops of white worsted from sa­li­ent points of the out­houses, posts, and gates.

			After this sea­son of con­gealed damp­ness came a spell of dry frost, when strange birds from be­hind the North Pole began to ar­rive si­lently on the up­land of Flint­comb-Ash; gaunt spec­tral creatures with tra­gic­al eyes—eyes which had wit­nessed scenes of cata­clys­mal hor­ror in in­ac­cess­ible po­lar re­gions of a mag­nitude such as no hu­man be­ing had ever con­ceived, in curd­ling tem­per­at­ures that no man could en­dure; which had be­held the crash of ice­bergs and the slide of snow-hills by the shoot­ing light of the Au­rora; been half blinded by the whirl of co­lossal storms and ter­raqueous dis­tor­tions; and re­tained the ex­pres­sion of fea­ture that such scenes had en­gendered. These name­less birds came quite near to Tess and Mari­an, but of all they had seen which hu­man­ity would nev­er see, they brought no ac­count. The trav­el­ler’s am­bi­tion to tell was not theirs, and, with dumb im­passiv­ity, they dis­missed ex­per­i­ences which they did not value for the im­me­di­ate in­cid­ents of this homely up­land—the trivi­al move­ments of the two girls in dis­turb­ing the clods with their hack­ers so as to un­cov­er some­thing or oth­er that these vis­it­ants rel­ished as food.

			Then one day a pe­cu­li­ar qual­ity in­vaded the air of this open coun­try. There came a mois­ture which was not of rain, and a cold which was not of frost. It chilled the eye­balls of the twain, made their brows ache, pen­et­rated to their skel­et­ons, af­fect­ing the sur­face of the body less than its core. They knew that it meant snow, and in the night the snow came. Tess, who con­tin­ued to live at the cot­tage with the warm gable that cheered any lonely ped­es­tri­an who paused be­side it, awoke in the night, and heard above the thatch noises which seemed to sig­ni­fy that the roof had turned it­self in­to a gym­nas­i­um of all the winds. When she lit her lamp to get up in the morn­ing she found that the snow had blown through a chink in the case­ment, form­ing a white cone of the finest powder against the in­side, and had also come down the chim­ney, so that it lay sole-deep upon the floor, on which her shoes left tracks when she moved about. Without, the storm drove so fast as to cre­ate a snow-mist in the kit­chen; but as yet it was too dark out-of-doors to see any­thing.

			Tess knew that it was im­possible to go on with the swedes; and by the time she had fin­ished break­fast be­side the sol­it­ary little lamp, Mari­an ar­rived to tell her that they were to join the rest of the wo­men at reed-draw­ing in the barn till the weath­er changed. As soon, there­fore, as the uni­form cloak of dark­ness without began to turn to a dis­ordered med­ley of grays, they blew out the lamp, wrapped them­selves up in their thick­est pin­ners, tied their wool­len cravats round their necks and across their chests, and star­ted for the barn. The snow had fol­lowed the birds from the po­lar basin as a white pil­lar of a cloud, and in­di­vidu­al flakes could not be seen. The blast smelt of ice­bergs, arc­tic seas, whales, and white bears, car­ry­ing the snow so that it licked the land but did not deep­en on it. They trudged on­wards with slanted bod­ies through the flossy fields, keep­ing as well as they could in the shel­ter of hedges, which, how­ever, ac­ted as strain­ers rather than screens. The air, af­flic­ted to pal­lor with the hoary mul­ti­tudes that in­fes­ted it, twis­ted and spun them ec­cent­ric­ally, sug­gest­ing an achromat­ic chaos of things. But both the young wo­men were fairly cheer­ful; such weath­er on a dry up­land is not in it­self dis­pir­it­ing.

			“Ha-ha! the cun­ning north­ern birds knew this was com­ing,” said Mari­an. “De­pend upon’t, they keep just in front o’t all the way from the North Star. Your hus­band, my dear, is, I make no doubt, hav­ing scorch­ing weath­er all this time. Lord, if he could only see his pretty wife now! Not that this weath­er hurts your beauty at all—in fact, it rather does it good.”

			“You mustn’t talk about him to me, Mari­an,” said Tess severely.

			“Well, but—surely you care for’n! Do you?”

			In­stead of an­swer­ing, Tess, with tears in her eyes, im­puls­ively faced in the dir­ec­tion in which she ima­gined South Amer­ica to lie, and, put­ting up her lips, blew out a pas­sion­ate kiss upon the snowy wind.

			“Well, well, I know you do. But ’pon my body, it is a rum life for a mar­ried couple! There—I won’t say an­oth­er word! Well, as for the weath­er, it won’t hurt us in the wheat-barn; but reed-draw­ing is fear­ful hard work—worse than swede-hack­ing. I can stand it be­cause I’m stout; but you be slim­mer than I. I can’t think why maister should have set ’ee at it.”

			They reached the wheat-barn and entered it. One end of the long struc­ture was full of corn; the middle was where the reed-draw­ing was car­ried on, and there had already been placed in the reed-press the even­ing be­fore as many sheaves of wheat as would be suf­fi­cient for the wo­men to draw from dur­ing the day.

			“Why, here’s Izz!” said Mari­an.

			Izz it was, and she came for­ward. She had walked all the way from her moth­er’s home on the pre­vi­ous af­ter­noon, and, not deem­ing the dis­tance so great, had been be­lated, ar­riv­ing, how­ever, just be­fore the snow began, and sleep­ing at the ale­house. The farm­er had agreed with her moth­er at mar­ket to take her on if she came today, and she had been afraid to dis­ap­point him by delay.

			In ad­di­tion to Tess, Mari­an, and Izz, there were two wo­men from a neigh­bour­ing vil­lage; two Amazo­ni­an sis­ters, whom Tess with a start re­membered as Dark Car, the Queen of Spades, and her ju­ni­or, the Queen of Dia­monds—those who had tried to fight with her in the mid­night quar­rel at Trantridge. They showed no re­cog­ni­tion of her, and pos­sibly had none, for they had been un­der the in­flu­ence of li­quor on that oc­ca­sion, and were only tem­por­ary so­journ­ers there as here. They did all kinds of men’s work by pref­er­ence, in­clud­ing well-sink­ing, hedging, ditch­ing, and ex­cav­at­ing, without any sense of fa­tigue. Noted reed-draw­ers were they too, and looked round upon the oth­er three with some su­per­cili­ous­ness.

			Put­ting on their gloves, all set to work in a row in front of the press, an erec­tion formed of two posts con­nec­ted by a cross­beam, un­der which the sheaves to be drawn from were laid ears out­ward, the beam be­ing pegged down by pins in the up­rights, and lowered as the sheaves di­min­ished.

			The day hardened in col­our, the light com­ing in at the barn­doors up­wards from the snow in­stead of down­wards from the sky. The girls pulled hand­ful after hand­ful from the press; but by reas­on of the pres­ence of the strange wo­men, who were re­count­ing scan­dals, Mari­an and Izz could not at first talk of old times as they wished to do. Presently they heard the muffled tread of a horse, and the farm­er rode up to the barn­door. When he had dis­moun­ted he came close to Tess, and re­mained look­ing mus­ingly at the side of her face. She had not turned at first, but his fixed at­ti­tude led her to look round, when she per­ceived that her em­ploy­er was the nat­ive of Trantridge from whom she had taken flight on the high road be­cause of his al­lu­sion to her his­tory.

			He waited till she had car­ried the drawn bundles to the pile out­side, when he said, “So you be the young wo­man who took my ci­vil­ity in such ill part? Be drowned if I didn’t think you might be as soon as I heard of your be­ing hired! Well, you thought you had got the bet­ter of me the first time at the inn with your fancy-man, and the second time on the road, when you bolted; but now I think I’ve got the bet­ter you.” He con­cluded with a hard laugh.

			Tess, between the Amazons and the farm­er, like a bird caught in a clap-net, re­turned no an­swer, con­tinu­ing to pull the straw. She could read char­ac­ter suf­fi­ciently well to know by this time that she had noth­ing to fear from her em­ploy­er’s gal­lantry; it was rather the tyranny in­duced by his mor­ti­fic­a­tion at Clare’s treat­ment of him. Upon the whole she pre­ferred that sen­ti­ment in man and felt brave enough to en­dure it.

			“You thought I was in love with ’ee I sup­pose? Some wo­men are such fools, to take every look as ser­i­ous earn­est. But there’s noth­ing like a winter afield for tak­ing that non­sense out o’ young wenches’ heads; and you’ve signed and agreed till Lady-Day. Now, are you go­ing to beg my par­don?”

			“I think you ought to beg mine.”

			“Very well—as you like. But we’ll see which is mas­ter here. Be they all the sheaves you’ve done today?”

			“Yes, sir.”

			“ ’Tis a very poor show. Just see what they’ve done over there” (point­ing to the two stal­wart wo­men). “The rest, too, have done bet­ter than you.”

			“They’ve all prac­tised it be­fore, and I have not. And I thought it made no dif­fer­ence to you as it is task work, and we are only paid for what we do.”

			“Oh, but it does. I want the barn cleared.”

			“I am go­ing to work all the af­ter­noon in­stead of leav­ing at two as the oth­ers will do.”

			He looked sul­lenly at her and went away. Tess felt that she could not have come to a much worse place; but any­thing was bet­ter than gal­lantry. When two o’clock ar­rived the pro­fes­sion­al reed-draw­ers tossed off the last half-pint in their flagon, put down their hooks, tied their last sheaves, and went away. Mari­an and Izz would have done like­wise, but on hear­ing that Tess meant to stay, to make up by longer hours for her lack of skill, they would not leave her. Look­ing out at the snow, which still fell, Mari­an ex­claimed, “Now, we’ve got it all to ourselves.” And so at last the con­ver­sa­tion turned to their old ex­per­i­ences at the dairy; and, of course, the in­cid­ents of their af­fec­tion for An­gel Clare.

			“Izz and Mari­an,” said Mrs. An­gel Clare, with a dig­nity which was ex­tremely touch­ing, see­ing how very little of a wife she was: “I can’t join in talk with you now, as I used to do, about Mr. Clare; you will see that I can­not; be­cause, al­though he is gone away from me for the present, he is my hus­band.”

			Izz was by nature the sau­ci­est and most caustic of all the four girls who had loved Clare. “He was a very splen­did lov­er, no doubt,” she said; “but I don’t think he is a too fond hus­band to go away from you so soon.”

			“He had to go—he was ob­liged to go, to see about the land over there!” pleaded Tess.

			“He might have tided ’ee over the winter.”

			“Ah—that’s ow­ing to an ac­ci­dent—a mis­un­der­stand­ing; and we won’t ar­gue it,” Tess answered, with tear­ful­ness in her words. “Per­haps there’s a good deal to be said for him! He did not go away, like some hus­bands, without telling me; and I can al­ways find out where he is.”

			After this they con­tin­ued for some long time in a rev­er­ie, as they went on seiz­ing the ears of corn, draw­ing out the straw, gath­er­ing it un­der their arms, and cut­ting off the ears with their bill­hooks, noth­ing sound­ing in the barn but the swish of the straw and the crunch of the hook. Then Tess sud­denly flagged, and sank down upon the heap of wheatears at her feet.

			“I knew you wouldn’t be able to stand it!” cried Mari­an. “It wants harder flesh than yours for this work.”

			Just then the farm­er entered. “Oh, that’s how you get on when I am away,” he said to her.

			“But it is my own loss,” she pleaded. “Not yours.”

			“I want it fin­ished,” he said dog­gedly, as he crossed the barn and went out at the oth­er door.

			“Don’t ’ee mind him, there’s a dear,” said Mari­an. “I’ve worked here be­fore. Now you go and lie down there, and Izz and I will make up your num­ber.”

			“I don’t like to let you do that. I’m taller than you, too.”

			How­ever, she was so over­come that she con­sen­ted to lie down awhile, and re­clined on a heap of pull-tails—the re­fuse after the straight straw had been drawn—thrown up at the fur­ther side of the barn. Her suc­cumb­ing had been as largely own­ing to agit­a­tion at the re­open­ing the sub­ject of her sep­ar­a­tion from her hus­band as to the hard work. She lay in a state of per­cipi­ence without vo­li­tion, and the rustle of the straw and the cut­ting of the ears by the oth­ers had the weight of bod­ily touches.

			She could hear from her corner, in ad­di­tion to these noises, the mur­mur of their voices. She felt cer­tain that they were con­tinu­ing the sub­ject already broached, but their voices were so low that she could not catch the words. At last Tess grew more and more anxious to know what they were say­ing, and, per­suad­ing her­self that she felt bet­ter, she got up and re­sumed work.

			Then Izz Huett broke down. She had walked more than a dozen miles the pre­vi­ous even­ing, had gone to bed at mid­night, and had ris­en again at five o’clock. Mari­an alone, thanks to her bottle of li­quor and her stout­ness of build, stood the strain upon back and arms without suf­fer­ing. Tess urged Izz to leave off, agree­ing, as she felt bet­ter, to fin­ish the day without her, and make equal di­vi­sion of the num­ber of sheaves.

			Izz ac­cep­ted the of­fer grate­fully, and dis­ap­peared through the great door in­to the snowy track to her lodging. Mari­an, as was the case every af­ter­noon at this time on ac­count of the bottle, began to feel in a ro­mantic vein.

			“I should not have thought it of him—nev­er!” she said in a dreamy tone. “And I loved him so! I didn’t mind his hav­ing you. But this about Izz is too bad!”

			Tess, in her start at the words, nar­rowly missed cut­ting off a fin­ger with the bill­hook.

			“Is it about my hus­band?” she stammered.

			“Well, yes. Izz said, ‘Don’t ’ee tell her’; but I am sure I can’t help it! It was what he wanted Izz to do. He wanted her to go off to Brazil with him.”

			Tess’s face faded as white as the scene without, and its curves straightened. “And did Izz re­fuse to go?” she asked.

			“I don’t know. Any­how he changed his mind.”

			“Pooh—then he didn’t mean it! ’Twas just a man’s jest!”

			“Yes he did; for he drove her a good-ways to­wards the sta­tion.”

			“He didn’t take her!”

			They pulled on in si­lence till Tess, without any pre­mon­it­ory symp­toms, burst out cry­ing.

			“There!” said Mari­an. “Now I wish I hadn’t told ’ee!”

			“No. It is a very good thing that you have done! I have been liv­ing on in a thirtover, lack­aday way, and have not seen what it may lead to! I ought to have sent him a let­ter of­ten­er. He said I could not go to him, but he didn’t say I was not to write as of­ten as I liked. I won’t dally like this any longer! I have been very wrong and neg­lect­ful in leav­ing everything to be done by him!”

			The dim light in the barn grew dim­mer, and they could see to work no longer. When Tess had reached home that even­ing, and had entered in­to the pri­vacy of her little white­washed cham­ber, she began im­petu­ously writ­ing a let­ter to Clare. But fall­ing in­to doubt, she could not fin­ish it. Af­ter­wards she took the ring from the rib­bon on which she wore it next her heart, and re­tained it on her fin­ger all night, as if to for­ti­fy her­self in the sen­sa­tion that she was really the wife of this elu­sive lov­er of hers, who could pro­pose that Izz should go with him abroad, so shortly after he had left her. Know­ing that, how could she write en­treat­ies to him, or show that she cared for him any more?

		
	
		
			XLIV

			By the dis­clos­ure in the barn her thoughts were led anew in the dir­ec­tion which they had taken more than once of late—to the dis­tant Em­min­ster Vicar­age. It was through her hus­band’s par­ents that she had been charged to send a let­ter to Clare if she de­sired; and to write to them dir­ect if in dif­fi­culty. But that sense of her hav­ing mor­ally no claim upon him had al­ways led Tess to sus­pend her im­pulse to send these notes; and to the fam­ily at the Vicar­age, there­fore, as to her own par­ents since her mar­riage, she was vir­tu­ally nonex­ist­ent. This self-ef­face­ment in both dir­ec­tions had been quite in con­son­ance with her in­de­pend­ent char­ac­ter of de­sir­ing noth­ing by way of fa­vour or pity to which she was not en­titled on a fair con­sid­er­a­tion of her deserts. She had set her­self to stand or fall by her qual­it­ies, and to waive such merely tech­nic­al claims upon a strange fam­ily as had been es­tab­lished for her by the flimsy fact of a mem­ber of that fam­ily, in a sea­son of im­pulse, writ­ing his name in a church-book be­side hers.

			But now that she was stung to a fever by Izz’s tale, there was a lim­it to her powers of re­nun­ci­ation. Why had her hus­band not writ­ten to her? He had dis­tinctly im­plied that he would at least let her know of the loc­al­ity to which he had jour­neyed; but he had not sent a line to no­ti­fy his ad­dress. Was he really in­dif­fer­ent? But was he ill? Was it for her to make some ad­vance? Surely she might sum­mon the cour­age of so­li­citude, call at the Vicar­age for in­tel­li­gence, and ex­press her grief at his si­lence. If An­gel’s fath­er were the good man she had heard him rep­res­en­ted to be, he would be able to enter in­to her heart-starved situ­ation. Her so­cial hard­ships she could con­ceal.

			To leave the farm on a week­day was not in her power; Sunday was the only pos­sible op­por­tun­ity. Flint­comb-Ash be­ing in the middle of the creta­ceous table­land over which no rail­way had climbed as yet, it would be ne­ces­sary to walk. And the dis­tance be­ing fif­teen miles each way she would have to al­low her­self a long day for the un­der­tak­ing by rising early.

			A fort­night later, when the snow had gone, and had been fol­lowed by a hard black frost, she took ad­vant­age of the state of the roads to try the ex­per­i­ment. At four o’clock that Sunday morn­ing she came down­stairs and stepped out in­to the star­light. The weath­er was still fa­vour­able, the ground ringing un­der her feet like an an­vil.

			Mari­an and Izz were much in­ter­ested in her ex­cur­sion, know­ing that the jour­ney con­cerned her hus­band. Their lodgings were in a cot­tage a little fur­ther along the lane, but they came and as­sisted Tess in her de­par­ture, and ar­gued that she should dress up in her very pret­ti­est guise to cap­tiv­ate the hearts of her par­ents-in-law; though she, know­ing of the aus­tere and Calvin­ist­ic ten­ets of old Mr. Clare, was in­dif­fer­ent, and even doubt­ful. A year had now elapsed since her sad mar­riage, but she had pre­served suf­fi­cient draper­ies from the wreck of her then full ward­robe to clothe her very charm­ingly as a simple coun­try girl with no pre­ten­sions to re­cent fash­ion; a soft gray wool­len gown, with white crape quilling against the pink skin of her face and neck, and a black vel­vet jack­et and hat.

			“ ’Tis a thou­sand pit­ies your hus­band can’t see ’ee now—you do look a real beauty!” said Izz Huett, re­gard­ing Tess as she stood on the threshold between the steely star­light without and the yel­low candle­light with­in. Izz spoke with a mag­nan­im­ous aban­don­ment of her­self to the situ­ation; she could not be—no wo­man with a heart big­ger than a hazel­nut could be—ant­ag­on­ist­ic to Tess in her pres­ence, the in­flu­ence which she ex­er­cised over those of her own sex be­ing of a warmth and strength quite un­usu­al, curi­ously over­power­ing the less worthy fem­in­ine feel­ings of spite and rivalry.

			With a fi­nal tug and touch here, and a slight brush there, they let her go; and she was ab­sorbed in­to the pearly air of the fore-dawn. They heard her foot­steps tap along the hard road as she stepped out to her full pace. Even Izz hoped she would win, and, though without any par­tic­u­lar re­spect for her own vir­tue, felt glad that she had been pre­ven­ted wrong­ing her friend when mo­ment­ar­ily temp­ted by Clare.

			It was a year ago, all but a day, that Clare had mar­ried Tess, and only a few days less than a year that he had been ab­sent from her. Still, to start on a brisk walk, and on such an er­rand as hers, on a dry clear wintry morn­ing, through the rar­efied air of these chalky hogs’-backs, was not de­press­ing; and there is no doubt that her dream at start­ing was to win the heart of her moth­er-in-law, tell her whole his­tory to that lady, en­list her on her side, and so gain back the tru­ant.

			In time she reached the edge of the vast es­carp­ment be­low which stretched the loamy Vale of Black­moor, now ly­ing misty and still in the dawn. In­stead of the col­our­less air of the up­lands, the at­mo­sphere down there was a deep blue. In­stead of the great en­clos­ures of a hun­dred acres in which she was now ac­cus­tomed to toil, there were little fields be­low her of less than half-a-dozen acres, so nu­mer­ous that they looked from this height like the meshes of a net. Here the land­scape was whitey-brown; down there, as in Froom Val­ley, it was al­ways green. Yet it was in that vale that her sor­row had taken shape, and she did not love it as formerly. Beauty to her, as to all who have felt, lay not in the thing, but in what the thing sym­bol­ized.

			Keep­ing the Vale on her right, she steered stead­ily west­ward; passing above the Hin­tocks, cross­ing at right-angles the high road from Sher­ton-Ab­bas to Cas­ter­bridge, and skirt­ing Dog­bury Hill and High-Stoy, with the dell between them called “The Dev­il’s Kit­chen.” Still fol­low­ing the el­ev­ated way she reached Cross-in-Hand, where the stone pil­lar stands des­ol­ate and si­lent, to mark the site of a mir­acle, or murder, or both. Three miles fur­ther she cut across the straight and deser­ted Ro­man road called Long-Ash Lane; leav­ing which as soon as she reached it she dipped down a hill by a trans­verse lane in­to the small town or vil­lage of Ever­shead, be­ing now about halfway over the dis­tance. She made a halt here, and break­fas­ted a second time, heart­ily enough—not at the Sow-and-Acorn, for she avoided inns, but at a cot­tage by the church.

			The second half of her jour­ney was through a more gentle coun­try, by way of Ben­vill Lane. But as the mileage lessened between her and the spot of her pil­grim­age, so did Tess’s con­fid­ence de­crease, and her en­ter­prise loom out more for­mid­ably. She saw her pur­pose in such star­ing lines, and the land­scape so faintly, that she was some­times in danger of los­ing her way. How­ever, about noon she paused by a gate on the edge of the basin in which Em­min­ster and its Vicar­age lay.

			The square tower, be­neath which she knew that at that mo­ment the Vicar and his con­greg­a­tion were gathered, had a severe look in her eyes. She wished that she had some­how con­trived to come on a week­day. Such a good man might be pre­ju­diced against a wo­man who had chosen Sunday, nev­er real­iz­ing the ne­ces­sit­ies of her case. But it was in­cum­bent upon her to go on now. She took off the thick boots in which she had walked thus far, put on her pretty thin ones of pat­ent leath­er, and, stuff­ing the former in­to the hedge by the gate­post where she might read­ily find them again, des­cen­ded the hill; the fresh­ness of col­our she had de­rived from the keen air thin­ning away in spite of her as she drew near the par­son­age.

			Tess hoped for some ac­ci­dent that might fa­vour her, but noth­ing fa­voured her. The shrubs on the Vicar­age lawn rustled un­com­fort­ably in the frosty breeze; she could not feel by any stretch of ima­gin­a­tion, dressed to her highest as she was, that the house was the res­id­ence of near re­la­tions; and yet noth­ing es­sen­tial, in nature or emo­tion, di­vided her from them: in pains, pleas­ures, thoughts, birth, death, and after-death, they were the same.

			She nerved her­self by an ef­fort, entered the swing-gate, and rang the door­bell. The thing was done; there could be no re­treat. No; the thing was not done. Nobody answered to her ringing. The ef­fort had to be ris­en to and made again. She rang a second time, and the agit­a­tion of the act, coupled with her wear­i­ness after the fif­teen miles’ walk, led her to sup­port her­self while she waited by rest­ing her hand on her hip and her el­bow against the wall of the porch. The wind was so nip­ping that the ivy-leaves had be­come wizened and gray, each tap­ping in­cess­antly upon its neigh­bour with a dis­quiet­ing stir of her nerves. A piece of blood­stained pa­per, caught up from some meat-buy­er’s dust-heap, beat up and down the road without the gate; too flimsy to rest, too heavy to fly away; and a few straws kept it com­pany.

			The second peal had been louder, and still nobody came. Then she walked out of the porch, opened the gate, and passed through. And though she looked du­bi­ously at the house-front as if in­clined to re­turn, it was with a breath of re­lief that she closed the gate. A feel­ing haunted her that she might have been re­cog­nized (though how she could not tell), and or­ders been giv­en not to ad­mit her.

			Tess went as far as the corner. She had done all she could do; but de­term­ined not to es­cape present trep­id­a­tion at the ex­pense of fu­ture dis­tress, she walked back again quite past the house, look­ing up at all the win­dows.

			Ah—the ex­plan­a­tion was that they were all at church, every one. She re­membered her hus­band say­ing that his fath­er al­ways in­sisted upon the house­hold, ser­vants in­cluded, go­ing to morn­ing-ser­vice, and, as a con­sequence, eat­ing cold food when they came home. It was, there­fore, only ne­ces­sary to wait till the ser­vice was over. She would not make her­self con­spicu­ous by wait­ing on the spot, and she star­ted to get past the church in­to the lane. But as she reached the church­yard-gate the people began pour­ing out, and Tess found her­self in the midst of them.

			The Em­min­ster con­greg­a­tion looked at her as only a con­greg­a­tion of small coun­try-towns­folk walk­ing home at its leis­ure can look at a wo­man out of the com­mon whom it per­ceives to be a stranger. She quickened her pace, and as­cen­ded the road by which she had come, to find a re­treat between its hedges till the Vicar’s fam­ily should have lunched, and it might be con­veni­ent for them to re­ceive her. She soon dis­tanced the church­go­ers, ex­cept two young­ish men, who, linked arm-in-arm, were beat­ing up be­hind her at a quick step.

			As they drew near­er she could hear their voices en­gaged in earn­est dis­course, and, with the nat­ur­al quick­ness of a wo­man in her situ­ation, did not fail to re­cog­nize in those noises the qual­ity of her hus­band’s tones. The ped­es­tri­ans were his two broth­ers. For­get­ting all her plans, Tess’s one dread was lest they should over­take her now, in her dis­or­gan­ized con­di­tion, be­fore she was pre­pared to con­front them; for though she felt that they could not identi­fy her, she in­stinct­ively dreaded their scru­tiny. The more briskly they walked, the more briskly walked she. They were plainly bent upon tak­ing a short quick stroll be­fore go­ing in­doors to lunch or din­ner, to re­store warmth to limbs chilled with sit­ting through a long ser­vice.

			Only one per­son had pre­ceded Tess up the hill—a lady­like young wo­man, some­what in­ter­est­ing, though, per­haps, a trifle guindée and prudish. Tess had nearly over­taken her when the speed of her broth­ers-in-law brought them so nearly be­hind her back that she could hear every word of their con­ver­sa­tion. They said noth­ing, how­ever, which par­tic­u­larly in­ter­ested her till, ob­serving the young lady still fur­ther in front, one of them re­marked, “There is Mercy Chant. Let us over­take her.”

			Tess knew the name. It was the wo­man who had been destined for An­gel’s life-com­pan­ion by his and her par­ents, and whom he prob­ably would have mar­ried but for her in­trus­ive self. She would have known as much without pre­vi­ous in­form­a­tion if she had waited a mo­ment, for one of the broth­ers pro­ceeded to say: “Ah! poor An­gel, poor An­gel! I nev­er see that nice girl without more and more re­gret­ting his pre­cip­it­ancy in throw­ing him­self away upon a dairy­maid, or whatever she may be. It is a queer busi­ness, ap­par­ently. Wheth­er she has joined him yet or not I don’t know; but she had not done so some months ago when I heard from him.”

			“I can’t say. He nev­er tells me any­thing nowadays. His ill-con­sidered mar­riage seems to have com­pleted that es­trange­ment from me which was be­gun by his ex­traordin­ary opin­ions.”

			Tess beat up the long hill still faster; but she could not out­walk them without ex­cit­ing no­tice. At last they out­sped her al­to­geth­er, and passed her by. The young lady still fur­ther ahead heard their foot­steps and turned. Then there was a greet­ing and a shak­ing of hands, and the three went on to­geth­er.

			They soon reached the sum­mit of the hill, and, evid­ently in­tend­ing this point to be the lim­it of their prom­en­ade, slackened pace and turned all three aside to the gate where­at Tess had paused an hour be­fore that time to re­con­noitre the town be­fore des­cend­ing in­to it. Dur­ing their dis­course one of the cler­ic­al broth­ers probed the hedge care­fully with his um­brella, and dragged some­thing to light.

			“Here’s a pair of old boots,” he said. “Thrown away, I sup­pose, by some tramp or oth­er.”

			“Some im­poster who wished to come in­to the town bare­foot, per­haps, and so ex­cite our sym­path­ies,” said Miss Chant. “Yes, it must have been, for they are ex­cel­lent walk­ing-boots—by no means worn out. What a wicked thing to do! I’ll carry them home for some poor per­son.”

			Cuth­bert Clare, who had been the one to find them, picked them up for her with the crook of his stick; and Tess’s boots were ap­pro­pri­ated.

			She, who had heard this, walked past un­der the screen of her wool­len veil till, presently look­ing back, she per­ceived that the church party had left the gate with her boots and re­treated down the hill.

			Thereupon our heroine re­sumed her walk. Tears, blind­ing tears, were run­ning down her face. She knew that it was all sen­ti­ment, all base­less im­press­ib­il­ity, which had caused her to read the scene as her own con­dem­na­tion; nev­er­the­less she could not get over it; she could not con­tra­vene in her own de­fence­less per­son all those un­to­ward omens. It was im­possible to think of re­turn­ing to the Vicar­age. An­gel’s wife felt al­most as if she had been houn­ded up that hill like a scorned thing by those—to her—su­per­fine cler­ics. In­no­cently as the slight had been in­flic­ted, it was some­what un­for­tu­nate that she had en­countered the sons and not the fath­er, who, des­pite his nar­row­ness, was far less starched and ironed than they, and had to the full the gift of char­ity. As she again thought of her dusty boots she al­most pit­ied those ha­bili­ments for the quizz­ing to which they had been sub­jec­ted, and felt how hope­less life was for their own­er.

			“Ah!” she said, still sigh­ing in pity of her­self, “They didn’t know that I wore those over the roughest part of the road to save these pretty ones he bought for me—no—they did not know it! And they didn’t think that he chose the col­our o’ my pretty frock—no—how could they? If they had known per­haps they would not have cared, for they don’t care much for him, poor thing!”

			Then she grieved for the be­loved man whose con­ven­tion­al stand­ard of judge­ment had caused her all these lat­ter sor­rows; and she went her way without know­ing that the greatest mis­for­tune of her life was this fem­in­ine loss of cour­age at the last and crit­ic­al mo­ment through her es­tim­at­ing her fath­er-in-law by his sons. Her present con­di­tion was pre­cisely one which would have en­lis­ted the sym­path­ies of old Mr. and Mrs. Clare. Their hearts went out of them at a bound to­wards ex­treme cases, when the subtle men­tal troubles of the less des­per­ate among man­kind failed to win their in­terest or re­gard. In jump­ing at Pub­lic­ans and Sin­ners they would for­get that a word might be said for the wor­ries of Scribes and Phar­isees; and this de­fect or lim­it­a­tion might have re­com­men­ded their own daugh­ter-in-law to them at this mo­ment as a fairly choice sort of lost per­son for their love.

			Thereupon she began to plod back along the road by which she had come not al­to­geth­er full of hope, but full of a con­vic­tion that a crisis in her life was ap­proach­ing. No crisis, ap­par­ently, had su­per­vened; and there was noth­ing left for her to do but to con­tin­ue upon that starve-acre farm till she could again sum­mon cour­age to face the Vicar­age. She did, in­deed, take suf­fi­cient in­terest in her­self to throw up her veil on this re­turn jour­ney, as if to let the world see that she could at least ex­hib­it a face such as Mercy Chant could not show. But it was done with a sorry shake of the head. “It is noth­ing—it is noth­ing!” she said. “Nobody loves it; nobody sees it. Who cares about the looks of a cast­away like me!”

			Her jour­ney back was rather a me­ander than a march. It had no spright­li­ness, no pur­pose; only a tend­ency. Along the te­di­ous length of Ben­vill Lane she began to grow tired, and she leant upon gates and paused by mile­stones.

			She did not enter any house till, at the sev­enth or eighth mile, she des­cen­ded the steep long hill be­low which lay the vil­lage or town­let of Ever­shead, where in the morn­ing she had break­fas­ted with such con­trast­ing ex­pect­a­tions. The cot­tage by the church, in which she again sat down, was al­most the first at that end of the vil­lage, and while the wo­man fetched her some milk from the pantry, Tess, look­ing down the street, per­ceived that the place seemed quite deser­ted.

			“The people are gone to af­ter­noon ser­vice, I sup­pose?” she said.

			“No, my dear,” said the old wo­man. “ ’Tis too soon for that; the bells hain’t strook out yet. They be all gone to hear the preach­ing in yon­der barn. A ranter preaches there between the ser­vices—an ex­cel­lent, fiery, Chris­ti­an man, they say. But, Lord, I don’t go to hear’n! What comes in the reg­u­lar way over the pul­pit is hot enough for I.”

			Tess soon went on­ward in­to the vil­lage, her foot­steps echo­ing against the houses as though it were a place of the dead. Near­ing the cent­ral part, her echoes were in­truded on by oth­er sounds; and see­ing the barn not far off the road, she guessed these to be the ut­ter­ances of the preach­er.

			His voice be­came so dis­tinct in the still clear air that she could soon catch his sen­tences, though she was on the closed side of the barn. The ser­mon, as might be ex­pec­ted, was of the ex­tremest an­ti­no­mi­an type; on jus­ti­fic­a­tion by faith, as ex­pounded in the theo­logy of St. Paul. This fixed idea of the rhaps­od­ist was de­livered with an­im­ated en­thu­si­asm, in a man­ner en­tirely de­clam­at­ory, for he had plainly no skill as a dia­lec­tician. Al­though Tess had not heard the be­gin­ning of the ad­dress, she learnt what the text had been from its con­stant it­er­a­tion—

			
				“O fool­ish Gala­tians, who hath be­witched you, that ye should not obey the truth, be­fore whose eyes Je­sus Christ hath been evid­ently set forth, cru­ci­fied among you?”

			

			Tess was all the more in­ter­ested, as she stood listen­ing be­hind, in find­ing that the preach­er’s doc­trine was a vehe­ment form of the view of An­gel’s fath­er, and her in­terest in­tens­i­fied when the speak­er began to de­tail his own spir­itu­al ex­per­i­ences of how he had come by those views. He had, he said, been the greatest of sin­ners. He had scoffed; he had wan­tonly as­so­ci­ated with the reck­less and the lewd. But a day of awaken­ing had come, and, in a hu­man sense, it had been brought about mainly by the in­flu­ence of a cer­tain cler­gy­man, whom he had at first grossly in­sul­ted; but whose part­ing words had sunk in­to his heart, and had re­mained there, till by the grace of Heav­en they had worked this change in him, and made him what they saw him.

			But more start­ling to Tess than the doc­trine had been the voice, which, im­possible as it seemed, was pre­cisely that of Alec d’Urberville. Her face fixed in pain­ful sus­pense, she came round to the front of the barn, and passed be­fore it. The low winter sun beamed dir­ectly upon the great double-doored en­trance on this side; one of the doors be­ing open, so that the rays stretched far in over the thresh­ing-floor to the preach­er and his audi­ence, all snugly sheltered from the north­ern breeze. The listen­ers were en­tirely vil­la­gers, among them be­ing the man whom she had seen car­ry­ing the red paint-pot on a former mem­or­able oc­ca­sion. But her at­ten­tion was giv­en to the cent­ral fig­ure, who stood upon some sacks of corn, fa­cing the people and the door. The three o’clock sun shone full upon him, and the strange en­er­vat­ing con­vic­tion that her se­du­cer con­fron­ted her, which had been gain­ing ground in Tess ever since she had heard his words dis­tinctly, was at last es­tab­lished as a fact in­deed.
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			XLV

			Till this mo­ment she had nev­er seen or heard from d’Urberville since her de­par­ture from Trantridge.

			The ren­counter came at a heavy mo­ment, one of all mo­ments cal­cu­lated to per­mit its im­pact with the least emo­tion­al shock. But such was un­reas­on­ing memory that, though he stood there openly and palp­ably a con­ver­ted man, who was sor­row­ing for his past ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies, a fear over­came her, para­lyz­ing her move­ment so that she neither re­treated nor ad­vanced.

			To think of what em­an­ated from that coun­ten­ance when she saw it last, and to be­hold it now! … There was the same hand­some un­pleas­ant­ness of mien, but now he wore neatly trimmed, old-fash­ioned whiskers, the sable mous­tache hav­ing dis­ap­peared; and his dress was half-cler­ic­al, a modi­fic­a­tion which had changed his ex­pres­sion suf­fi­ciently to ab­stract the dan­dy­ism from his fea­tures, and to hinder for a second her be­lief in his iden­tity.

			To Tess’s sense there was, just at first, a ghastly bizar­rer­ie, a grim in­con­gru­ity, in the march of these sol­emn words of Scrip­ture out of such a mouth. This too fa­mil­i­ar in­ton­a­tion, less than four years earli­er, had brought to her ears ex­pres­sions of such di­ver­gent pur­pose that her heart be­came quite sick at the irony of the con­trast.

			It was less a re­form than a trans­fig­ur­a­tion. The former curves of sen­su­ous­ness were now mod­u­lated to lines of de­vo­tion­al pas­sion. The lip-shapes that had meant se­duct­ive­ness were now made to ex­press sup­plic­a­tion; the glow on the cheek that yes­ter­day could be trans­lated as ri­ot­ous­ness was evan­gel­ized today in­to the splend­our of pi­ous rhet­or­ic; an­im­al­ism had be­come fan­at­icism; Pa­gan­ism, Paul­in­ism; the bold rolling eye that had flashed upon her form in the old time with such mas­tery now beamed with the rude en­ergy of a theo­l­atry that was al­most fe­ro­cious. Those black an­gu­lar­it­ies which his face had used to put on when his wishes were thwarted now did duty in pic­tur­ing the in­cor­ri­gible back­slider who would in­sist upon turn­ing again to his wal­low­ing in the mire.

			The lin­ea­ments, as such, seemed to com­plain. They had been di­ver­ted from their hered­it­ary con­nota­tion to sig­ni­fy im­pres­sions for which Nature did not in­tend them. Strange that their very el­ev­a­tion was a mis­ap­plic­a­tion, that to raise seemed to falsi­fy.

			Yet could it be so? She would ad­mit the un­gen­er­ous sen­ti­ment no longer. D’Urberville was not the first wicked man who had turned away from his wicked­ness to save his soul alive, and why should she deem it un­nat­ur­al in him? It was but the us­age of thought which had been jarred in her at hear­ing good new words in bad old notes. The great­er the sin­ner, the great­er the saint; it was not ne­ces­sary to dive far in­to Chris­ti­an his­tory to dis­cov­er that.

			Such im­pres­sions as these moved her vaguely, and without strict def­in­ite­ness. As soon as the nerve­less pause of her sur­prise would al­low her to stir, her im­pulse was to pass on out of his sight. He had ob­vi­ously not dis­cerned her yet in her po­s­i­tion against the sun.

			But the mo­ment that she moved again he re­cog­nized her. The ef­fect upon her old lov­er was elec­tric, far stronger than the ef­fect of his pres­ence upon her. His fire, the tu­mul­tu­ous ring of his elo­quence, seemed to go out of him. His lip struggled and trembled un­der the words that lay upon it; but de­liv­er them it could not as long as she faced him. His eyes, after their first glance upon her face, hung con­fusedly in every oth­er dir­ec­tion but hers, but came back in a des­per­ate leap every few seconds. This para­lys­is las­ted, how­ever, but a short time; for Tess’s en­er­gies re­turned with the at­rophy of his, and she walked as fast as she was able past the barn and on­ward.

			As soon as she could re­flect, it ap­palled her, this change in their re­l­at­ive plat­forms. He who had wrought her un­do­ing was now on the side of the Spir­it, while she re­mained un­re­gen­er­ate. And, as in the le­gend, it had res­ul­ted that her Cyp­ri­an im­age had sud­denly ap­peared upon his al­tar, whereby the fire of the priest had been well nigh ex­tin­guished.

			She went on without turn­ing her head. Her back seemed to be en­dowed with a sens­it­ive­ness to ocu­lar beams—even her cloth­ing—so alive was she to a fan­cied gaze which might be rest­ing upon her from the out­side of that barn. All the way along to this point her heart had been heavy with an in­act­ive sor­row; now there was a change in the qual­ity of its trouble. That hun­ger for af­fec­tion too long with­held was for the time dis­placed by an al­most phys­ic­al sense of an im­plac­able past which still en­girdled her. It in­tens­i­fied her con­scious­ness of er­ror to a prac­tic­al des­pair; the break of con­tinu­ity between her earli­er and present ex­ist­ence, which she had hoped for, had not, after all, taken place. By­gones would nev­er be com­plete by­gones till she was a by­gone her­self.

			Thus ab­sorbed, she re­crossed the north­ern part of Long-Ash Lane at right angles, and presently saw be­fore her the road as­cend­ing whitely to the up­land along whose mar­gin the re­mainder of her jour­ney lay. Its dry pale sur­face stretched severely on­ward, un­broken by a single fig­ure, vehicle, or mark, save some oc­ca­sion­al brown horse-drop­pings which dot­ted its cold arid­ity here and there. While slowly breast­ing this as­cent Tess be­came con­scious of foot­steps be­hind her, and turn­ing she saw ap­proach­ing that well-known form—so strangely ac­coutred as the Meth­od­ist—the one per­son­age in all the world she wished not to en­counter alone on this side of the grave.

			There was not much time, how­ever, for thought or elu­sion, and she yiel­ded as calmly as she could to the ne­ces­sity of let­ting him over­take her. She saw that he was ex­cited, less by the speed of his walk than by the feel­ings with­in him.

			“Tess!” he said.

			She slackened speed without look­ing round.

			“Tess!” he re­peated. “It is I—Alec d’Urberville.”

			She then looked back at him, and he came up.

			“I see it is,” she answered coldly.

			“Well—is that all? Yet I de­serve no more! Of course,” he ad­ded, with a slight laugh, “there is some­thing of the ri­dicu­lous to your eyes in see­ing me like this. But—I must put up with that. … I heard you had gone away; nobody knew where. Tess, you won­der why I have fol­lowed you?”

			“I do, rather; and I would that you had not, with all my heart!”

			“Yes—you may well say it,” he re­turned grimly, as they moved on­ward to­geth­er, she with un­will­ing tread. “But don’t mis­take me; I beg this be­cause you may have been led to do so in no­ti­cing—if you did no­tice it—how your sud­den ap­pear­ance un­nerved me down there. It was but a mo­ment­ary fal­ter­ing; and con­sid­er­ing what you have been to me, it was nat­ur­al enough. But will helped me through it—though per­haps you think me a hum­bug for say­ing it—and im­me­di­ately af­ter­wards I felt that of all per­sons in the world whom it was my duty and de­sire to save from the wrath to come—sneer if you like—the wo­man whom I had so griev­ously wronged was that per­son. I have come with that sole pur­pose in view—noth­ing more.”

			There was the smal­lest vein of scorn in her words of re­join­der: “Have you saved your­self? Char­ity be­gins at home, they say.”

			“I have done noth­ing!” said he in­dif­fer­ently. “Heav­en, as I have been telling my hear­ers, has done all. No amount of con­tempt that you can pour upon me, Tess, will equal what I have poured upon my­self—the old Adam of my former years! Well, it is a strange story; be­lieve it or not; but I can tell you the means by which my con­ver­sion was brought about, and I hope you will be in­ter­ested enough at least to listen. Have you ever heard the name of the par­son of Em­min­ster—you must have done do?—old Mr. Clare; one of the most earn­est of his school; one of the few in­tense men left in the Church; not so in­tense as the ex­treme wing of Chris­ti­an be­liev­ers with which I have thrown in my lot, but quite an ex­cep­tion among the Es­tab­lished clergy, the young­er of whom are gradu­ally at­ten­u­at­ing the true doc­trines by their soph­is­tries, till they are but the shad­ow of what they were. I only dif­fer from him on the ques­tion of Church and State—the in­ter­pret­a­tion of the text, ‘Come out from among them and be ye sep­ar­ate, saith the Lord’—that’s all. He is one who, I firmly be­lieve, has been the humble means of sav­ing more souls in this coun­try than any oth­er man you can name. You have heard of him?”

			“I have,” she said.

			“He came to Trantridge two or three years ago to preach on be­half of some mis­sion­ary so­ci­ety; and I, wretched fel­low that I was, in­sul­ted him when, in his dis­in­ter­ested­ness, he tried to reas­on with me and show me the way. He did not re­sent my con­duct, he simply said that some day I should re­ceive the first-fruits of the Spir­it—that those who came to scoff some­times re­mained to pray. There was a strange ma­gic in his words. They sank in­to my mind. But the loss of my moth­er hit me most; and by de­grees I was brought to see day­light. Since then my one de­sire has been to hand on the true view to oth­ers, and that is what I was try­ing to do today; though it is only lately that I have preached here­about. The first months of my min­istry have been spent in the North of Eng­land among strangers, where I pre­ferred to make my earli­est clumsy at­tempts, so as to ac­quire cour­age be­fore un­der­go­ing that severest of all tests of one’s sin­cer­ity, ad­dress­ing those who have known one, and have been one’s com­pan­ions in the days of dark­ness. If you could only know, Tess, the pleas­ure of hav­ing a good slap at your­self, I am sure—”

			“Don’t go on with it!” she cried pas­sion­ately, as she turned away from him to a stile by the way­side, on which she bent her­self. “I can’t be­lieve in such sud­den things! I feel in­dig­nant with you for talk­ing to me like this, when you know—when you know what harm you’ve done me! You, and those like you, take your fill of pleas­ure on earth by mak­ing the life of such as me bit­ter and black with sor­row; and then it is a fine thing, when you have had enough of that, to think of se­cur­ing your pleas­ure in heav­en by be­com­ing con­ver­ted! Out upon such—I don’t be­lieve in you—I hate it!”

			“Tess,” he in­sisted; “don’t speak so! It came to me like a jolly new idea! And you don’t be­lieve me? What don’t you be­lieve?”

			“Your con­ver­sion. Your scheme of re­li­gion.”

			“Why?”

			She dropped her voice. “Be­cause a bet­ter man than you does not be­lieve in such.”

			“What a wo­man’s reas­on! Who is this bet­ter man?”

			“I can­not tell you.”

			“Well,” he de­clared, a re­sent­ment be­neath his words seem­ing ready to spring out at a mo­ment’s no­tice, “God for­bid that I should say I am a good man—and you know I don’t say any such thing. I am new to good­ness, truly; but new­comers see fur­thest some­times.”

			“Yes,” she replied sadly. “But I can­not be­lieve in your con­ver­sion to a new spir­it. Such flashes as you feel, Alec, I fear don’t last!”

			Thus speak­ing she turned from the stile over which she had been lean­ing, and faced him; whereupon his eyes, fall­ing cas­u­ally upon the fa­mil­i­ar coun­ten­ance and form, re­mained con­tem­plat­ing her. The in­feri­or man was quiet in him now; but it was surely not ex­trac­ted, nor even en­tirely sub­dued.

			“Don’t look at me like that!” he said ab­ruptly.

			Tess, who had been quite un­con­scious of her ac­tion and mien, in­stantly with­drew the large dark gaze of her eyes, stam­mer­ing with a flush, “I beg your par­don!” And there was re­vived in her the wretched sen­ti­ment which had of­ten come to her be­fore, that in in­hab­it­ing the fleshly tab­er­nacle with which Nature had en­dowed her she was some­how do­ing wrong.

			“No, no! Don’t beg my par­don. But since you wear a veil to hide your good looks, why don’t you keep it down?”

			She pulled down the veil, say­ing hast­ily, “It was mostly to keep off the wind.”

			“It may seem harsh of me to dic­tate like this,” he went on; “but it is bet­ter that I should not look too of­ten on you. It might be dan­ger­ous.”

			“Ssh!” said Tess.

			“Well, wo­men’s faces have had too much power over me already for me not to fear them! An evan­gel­ist has noth­ing to do with such as they; and it re­minds me of the old times that I would for­get!”

			After this their con­ver­sa­tion dwindled to a cas­u­al re­mark now and then as they rambled on­ward, Tess in­wardly won­der­ing how far he was go­ing with her, and not lik­ing to send him back by pos­it­ive man­date. Fre­quently when they came to a gate or stile they found painted there­on in red or blue let­ters some text of Scrip­ture, and she asked him if he knew who had been at the pains to blaz­on these an­nounce­ments. He told her that the man was em­ployed by him­self and oth­ers who were work­ing with him in that dis­trict, to paint these re­mind­ers that no means might be left un­tried which might move the hearts of a wicked gen­er­a­tion.

			At length the road touched the spot called Cross-in-Hand. Of all spots on the bleached and des­ol­ate up­land this was the most for­lorn. It was so far re­moved from the charm which is sought in land­scape by artists and view-lov­ers as to reach a new kind of beauty, a neg­at­ive beauty of tra­gic tone. The place took its name from a stone pil­lar which stood there, a strange rude mono­lith, from a strat­um un­known in any loc­al quarry, on which was roughly carved a hu­man hand. Dif­fer­ing ac­counts were giv­en of its his­tory and pur­port. Some au­thor­it­ies stated that a de­vo­tion­al cross had once formed the com­plete erec­tion there­on, of which the present rel­ic was but the stump; oth­ers that the stone as it stood was en­tire, and that it had been fixed there to mark a bound­ary or place of meet­ing. Any­how, whatever the ori­gin of the rel­ic, there was and is some­thing sin­is­ter, or sol­emn, ac­cord­ing to mood, in the scene amid which it stands; some­thing tend­ing to im­press the most phleg­mat­ic passerby.

			“I think I must leave you now,” he re­marked, as they drew near to this spot. “I have to preach at Ab­bot’s-Cer­nel at six this even­ing, and my way lies across to the right from here. And you up­set me some­what too, Tessy—I can­not, will not, say why. I must go away and get strength. … How is it that you speak so flu­ently now? Who has taught you such good Eng­lish?”

			“I have learnt things in my troubles,” she said evas­ively.

			“What troubles have you had?”

			She told him of the first one—the only one that re­lated to him.

			D’Urberville was struck mute. “I knew noth­ing of this till now!” he next mur­mured. “Why didn’t you write to me when you felt your trouble com­ing on?”

			She did not reply; and he broke the si­lence by adding: “Well—you will see me again.”

			“No,” she answered. “Do not again come near me!”

			“I will think. But be­fore we part come here.” He stepped up to the pil­lar. “This was once a Holy Cross. Rel­ics are not in my creed; but I fear you at mo­ments—far more than you need fear me at present; and to lessen my fear, put your hand upon that stone hand, and swear that you will nev­er tempt me—by your charms or ways.”

			“Good God—how can you ask what is so un­ne­ces­sary! All that is fur­thest from my thought!”

			“Yes—but swear it.”

			Tess, half frightened, gave way to his im­por­tun­ity; placed her hand upon the stone and swore.

			“I am sorry you are not a be­liev­er,” he con­tin­ued; “that some un­be­liev­er should have got hold of you and un­settled your mind. But no more now. At home at least I can pray for you; and I will; and who knows what may not hap­pen? I’m off. Good­bye!”

			He turned to a hunt­ing-gate in the hedge and, without let­ting his eyes again rest upon her, leapt over and struck out across the down in the dir­ec­tion of Ab­bot’s-Cer­nel. As he walked his pace showed per­turb­a­tion, and by-and-by, as if in­stig­ated by a former thought, he drew from his pock­et a small book, between the leaves of which was fol­ded a let­ter, worn and soiled, as from much re­read­ing. D’Urberville opened the let­ter. It was dated sev­er­al months be­fore this time, and was signed by Par­son Clare.

			The let­ter began by ex­press­ing the writer’s un­feigned joy at d’Urberville’s con­ver­sion, and thanked him for his kind­ness in com­mu­nic­at­ing with the par­son on the sub­ject. It ex­pressed Mr. Clare’s warm as­sur­ance of for­give­ness for d’Urberville’s former con­duct and his in­terest in the young man’s plans for the fu­ture. He, Mr. Clare, would much have liked to see d’Urberville in the Church to whose min­istry he had de­voted so many years of his own life, and would have helped him to enter a theo­lo­gic­al col­lege to that end; but since his cor­res­pond­ent had pos­sibly not cared to do this on ac­count of the delay it would have en­tailed, he was not the man to in­sist upon its para­mount im­port­ance. Every man must work as he could best work, and in the meth­od to­wards which he felt im­pelled by the Spir­it.

			D’Urberville read and re­read this let­ter, and seemed to quiz him­self cyn­ic­ally. He also read some pas­sages from memor­anda as he walked till his face as­sumed a calm, and ap­par­ently the im­age of Tess no longer troubled his mind.

			She mean­while had kept along the edge of the hill by which lay her nearest way home. With­in the dis­tance of a mile she met a sol­it­ary shep­herd.

			“What is the mean­ing of that old stone I have passed?” she asked of him. “Was it ever a Holy Cross?”

			“Cross—no; ’twer not a cross! ’Tis a thing of ill-omen, Miss. It was put up in wuld times by the re­la­tions of a mal­efact­or who was tor­tured there by nail­ing his hand to a post and af­ter­wards hung. The bones lie un­der­neath. They say he sold his soul to the dev­il, and that he walks at times.”

			She felt the petite mort at this un­ex­pec­tedly grue­some in­form­a­tion, and left the sol­it­ary man be­hind her. It was dusk when she drew near to Flint­comb-Ash, and in the lane at the en­trance to the ham­let she ap­proached a girl and her lov­er without their ob­serving her. They were talk­ing no secrets, and the clear un­con­cerned voice of the young wo­man, in re­sponse to the warm­er ac­cents of the man, spread in­to the chilly air as the one sooth­ing thing with­in the dusky ho­ri­zon, full of a stag­nant ob­scur­ity upon which noth­ing else in­truded. For a mo­ment the voices cheered the heart of Tess, till she reasoned that this in­ter­view had its ori­gin, on one side or the oth­er, in the same at­trac­tion which had been the pre­lude to her own tribu­la­tion. When she came close, the girl turned se­renely and re­cog­nized her, the young man walk­ing off in em­bar­rass­ment. The wo­man was Izz Huett, whose in­terest in Tess’s ex­cur­sion im­me­di­ately su­per­seded her own pro­ceed­ings. Tess did not ex­plain very clearly its res­ults, and Izz, who was a girl of tact, began to speak of her own little af­fair, a phase of which Tess had just wit­nessed.

			“He is Amby Seed­ling, the chap who used to some­times come and help at Tal­bothays,” she ex­plained in­dif­fer­ently. “He ac­tu­ally in­quired and found out that I had come here, and has fol­lowed me. He says he’s been in love wi’ me these two years. But I’ve hardly answered him.”

		
	
		
			XLVI

			Sev­er­al days had passed since her fu­tile jour­ney, and Tess was afield. The dry winter wind still blew, but a screen of thatched hurdles erec­ted in the eye of the blast kept its force away from her. On the sheltered side was a turnip-sli­cing ma­chine, whose bright blue hue of new paint seemed al­most vo­cal in the oth­er­wise sub­dued scene. Op­pos­ite its front was a long mound or “grave,” in which the roots had been pre­served since early winter. Tess was stand­ing at the un­covered end, chop­ping off with a bill­hook the fibres and earth from each root, and throw­ing it after the op­er­a­tion in­to the slicer. A man was turn­ing the handle of the ma­chine, and from its trough came the newly-cut swedes, the fresh smell of whose yel­low chips was ac­com­pan­ied by the sounds of the snuff­ling wind, the smart swish of the sli­cing-blades, and the chop­pings of the hook in Tess’s leath­er-gloved hand.

			The wide acre­age of blank ag­ri­cul­tur­al brown­ness, ap­par­ent where the swedes had been pulled, was be­gin­ning to be striped in wales of dark­er brown, gradu­ally broad­en­ing to rib­ands. Along the edge of each of these some­thing crept upon ten legs, mov­ing without haste and without rest up and down the whole length of the field; it was two horses and a man, the plough go­ing between them, turn­ing up the cleared ground for a spring sow­ing.

			For hours noth­ing re­lieved the joy­less mono­tony of things. Then, far bey­ond the plough­ing-teams, a black speck was seen. It had come from the corner of a fence, where there was a gap, and its tend­ency was up the in­cline, to­wards the swede-cut­ters. From the pro­por­tions of a mere point it ad­vanced to the shape of a ninepin, and was soon per­ceived to be a man in black, ar­riv­ing from the dir­ec­tion of Flint­comb-Ash. The man at the slicer, hav­ing noth­ing else to do with his eyes, con­tinu­ally ob­served the comer, but Tess, who was oc­cu­pied, did not per­ceive him till her com­pan­ion dir­ec­ted her at­ten­tion to his ap­proach.

			It was not her hard task­mas­ter, Farm­er Groby; it was one in a semi-cler­ic­al cos­tume, who now rep­res­en­ted what had once been the free-and-easy Alec d’Urberville. Not be­ing hot at his preach­ing there was less en­thu­si­asm about him now, and the pres­ence of the grinder seemed to em­bar­rass him. A pale dis­tress was already on Tess’s face, and she pulled her cur­tained hood fur­ther over it.

			D’Urberville came up and said quietly—

			“I want to speak to you, Tess.”

			“You have re­fused my last re­quest, not to come near me!” said she.

			“Yes, but I have a good reas­on.”

			“Well, tell it.”

			“It is more ser­i­ous than you may think.”

			He glanced round to see if he were over­heard. They were at some dis­tance from the man who turned the slicer, and the move­ment of the ma­chine, too, suf­fi­ciently pre­ven­ted Alec’s words reach­ing oth­er ears. D’Urberville placed him­self so as to screen Tess from the la­bour­er, turn­ing his back to the lat­ter.

			“It is this,” he con­tin­ued, with ca­pri­cious com­punc­tion. “In think­ing of your soul and mine when we last met, I neg­lected to in­quire as to your worldly con­di­tion. You were well dressed, and I did not think of it. But I see now that it is hard—harder than it used to be when I—knew you—harder than you de­serve. Per­haps a good deal of it is own­ing to me!”

			She did not an­swer, and he watched her in­quir­ingly, as, with bent head, her face com­pletely screened by the hood, she re­sumed her trim­ming of the swedes. By go­ing on with her work she felt bet­ter able to keep him out­side her emo­tions.

			“Tess,” he ad­ded, with a sigh of dis­con­tent—“yours was the very worst case I ever was con­cerned in! I had no idea of what had res­ul­ted till you told me. Scamp that I was to foul that in­no­cent life! The whole blame was mine—the whole un­con­ven­tion­al busi­ness of our time at Trantridge. You, too, the real blood of which I am but the base im­it­a­tion, what a blind young thing you were as to pos­sib­il­it­ies! I say in all earn­est­ness that it is a shame for par­ents to bring up their girls in such dan­ger­ous ig­nor­ance of the gins and nets that the wicked may set for them, wheth­er their motive be a good one or the res­ult of simple in­dif­fer­ence.”

			Tess still did no more than listen, throw­ing down one glob­u­lar root and tak­ing up an­oth­er with auto­mat­ic reg­u­lar­ity, the pens­ive con­tour of the mere field­wo­man alone mark­ing her.

			“But it is not that I came to say,” d’Urberville went on. “My cir­cum­stances are these. I have lost my moth­er since you were at Trantridge, and the place is my own. But I in­tend to sell it, and de­vote my­self to mis­sion­ary work in Africa. A dev­il of a poor hand I shall make at the trade, no doubt. How­ever, what I want to ask you is, will you put it in my power to do my duty—to make the only re­par­a­tion I can make for the trick played you: that is, will you be my wife, and go with me? … I have already ob­tained this pre­cious doc­u­ment. It was my old moth­er’s dy­ing wish.”

			He drew a piece of parch­ment from his pock­et, with a slight fum­bling of em­bar­rass­ment.

			“What is it?” said she.

			“A mar­riage li­cence.”

			“O no, sir—no!” she said quickly, start­ing back.

			“You will not? Why is that?”

			And as he asked the ques­tion a dis­ap­point­ment which was not en­tirely the dis­ap­point­ment of thwarted duty crossed d’Urberville’s face. It was un­mis­tak­ably a symp­tom that some­thing of his old pas­sion for her had been re­vived; duty and de­sire ran hand-in-hand.

			“Surely,” he began again, in more im­petu­ous tones, and then looked round at the la­bour­er who turned the slicer.

			Tess, too, felt that the ar­gu­ment could not be ended there. In­form­ing the man that a gen­tle­man had come to see her, with whom she wished to walk a little way, she moved off with d’Urberville across the zebra-striped field. When they reached the first newly-ploughed sec­tion he held out his hand to help her over it; but she stepped for­ward on the sum­mits of the earth-rolls as if she did not see him.

			“You will not marry me, Tess, and make me a self-re­spect­ing man?” he re­peated, as soon as they were over the fur­rows.

			“I can­not.”

			“But why?”

			“You know I have no af­fec­tion for you.”

			“But you would get to feel that in time, per­haps—as soon as you really could for­give me?”

			“Nev­er!”

			“Why so pos­it­ive?”

			“I love some­body else.”

			The words seemed to as­ton­ish him.

			“You do?” he cried. “Some­body else? But has not a sense of what is mor­ally right and prop­er any weight with you?”

			“No, no, no—don’t say that!”

			“Any­how, then, your love for this oth­er man may be only a passing feel­ing which you will over­come—”

			“No—no.”

			“Yes, yes! Why not?”

			“I can­not tell you.”

			“You must in hon­our!”

			“Well then … I have mar­ried him.”

			“Ah!” he ex­claimed; and he stopped dead and gazed at her.

			“I did not wish to tell—I did not mean to!” she pleaded. “It is a secret here, or at any rate but dimly known. So will you, please will you, keep from ques­tion­ing me? You must re­mem­ber that we are now strangers.”

			“Strangers—are we? Strangers!”

			For a mo­ment a flash of his old irony marked his face; but he de­term­inedly chastened it down.

			“Is that man your hus­band?” he asked mech­an­ic­ally, de­not­ing by a sign the la­bour­er who turned the ma­chine.

			“That man!” she said proudly. “I should think not!”

			“Who, then?”

			“Do not ask what I do not wish to tell!” she begged, and flashed her ap­peal to him from her up­turned face and lash-shad­owed eyes.

			D’Urberville was dis­turbed.

			“But I only asked for your sake!” he re­tor­ted hotly. “An­gels of heav­en!—God for­give me for such an ex­pres­sion—I came here, I swear, as I thought for your good. Tess—don’t look at me so—I can­not stand your looks! There nev­er were such eyes, surely, be­fore Chris­tian­ity or since! There—I won’t lose my head; I dare not. I own that the sight of you had waked up my love for you, which, I be­lieved, was ex­tin­guished with all such feel­ings. But I thought that our mar­riage might be a sanc­ti­fic­a­tion for us both. ‘The un­be­liev­ing hus­band is sanc­ti­fied by the wife, and the un­be­liev­ing wife is sanc­ti­fied by the hus­band,’ I said to my­self. But my plan is dashed from me; and I must bear the dis­ap­point­ment!”

			He moodily re­flec­ted with his eyes on the ground.

			“Mar­ried. Mar­ried! … Well, that be­ing so,” he ad­ded, quite calmly, tear­ing the li­cence slowly in­to halves and put­ting them in his pock­et; “that be­ing pre­ven­ted, I should like to do some good to you and your hus­band, who­ever he may be. There are many ques­tions that I am temp­ted to ask, but I will not do so, of course, in op­pos­i­tion to your wishes. Though, if I could know your hus­band, I might more eas­ily be­ne­fit him and you. Is he on this farm?”

			“No,” she mur­mured. “He is far away.”

			“Far away? From you? What sort of hus­band can he be?”

			“O, do not speak against him! It was through you! He found out—”

			“Ah, is it so! … That’s sad, Tess!”

			“Yes.”

			“But to stay away from you—to leave you to work like this!”

			“He does not leave me to work!” she cried, spring­ing to the de­fence of the ab­sent one with all her fer­vour. “He don’t know it! It is by my own ar­range­ment.”

			“Then, does he write?”

			“I—I can­not tell you. There are things which are private to ourselves.”

			“Of course that means that he does not. You are a deser­ted wife, my fair Tess—”

			In an im­pulse he turned sud­denly to take her hand; the buff-glove was on it, and he seized only the rough leath­er fin­gers which did not ex­press the life or shape of those with­in.

			“You must not—you must not!” she cried fear­fully, slip­ping her hand from the glove as from a pock­et, and leav­ing it in his grasp. “O, will you go away—for the sake of me and my hus­band—go, in the name of your own Chris­tian­ity!”

			“Yes, yes; I will,” he said ab­ruptly, and thrust­ing the glove back to her he turned to leave. Fa­cing round, how­ever, he said, “Tess, as God is my judge, I meant no hum­bug in tak­ing your hand!”

			A pat­ter­ing of hoofs on the soil of the field, which they had not no­ticed in their pre­oc­cu­pa­tion, ceased close be­hind them; and a voice reached her ear:

			“What the dev­il are you do­ing away from your work at this time o’ day?”

			Farm­er Groby had es­pied the two fig­ures from the dis­tance, and had in­quis­it­ively rid­den across, to learn what was their busi­ness in his field.

			“Don’t speak like that to her!” said d’Urberville, his face black­en­ing with some­thing that was not Chris­tian­ity.

			“In­deed, Mis­ter! And what mid Meth­od­ist pa’sons have to do with she?”

			“Who is the fel­low?” asked d’Urberville, turn­ing to Tess.

			She went close up to him.

			“Go—I do beg you!” she said.

			“What! And leave you to that tyr­ant? I can see in his face what a churl he is.”

			“He won’t hurt me. He’s not in love with me. I can leave at Lady-Day.”

			“Well, I have no right but to obey, I sup­pose. But—well, good­bye!”

			Her de­fend­er, whom she dreaded more than her as­sail­ant, hav­ing re­luct­antly dis­ap­peared, the farm­er con­tin­ued his rep­rim­and, which Tess took with the greatest cool­ness, that sort of at­tack be­ing in­de­pend­ent of sex. To have as a mas­ter this man of stone, who would have cuffed her if he had dared, was al­most a re­lief after her former ex­per­i­ences. She si­lently walked back to­wards the sum­mit of the field that was the scene of her la­bour, so ab­sorbed in the in­ter­view which had just taken place that she was hardly aware that the nose of Groby’s horse al­most touched her shoulders.

			“If so be you make an agree­ment to work for me till Lady-Day, I’ll see that you carry it out,” he growled. “ ’Od rot the wo­men—now ’tis one thing, and then ’tis an­oth­er. But I’ll put up with it no longer!”

			Know­ing very well that he did not har­ass the oth­er wo­men of the farm as he har­assed her out of spite for the floor­ing he had once re­ceived, she did for one mo­ment pic­ture what might have been the res­ult if she had been free to ac­cept the of­fer just made her of be­ing the monied Alec’s wife. It would have lif­ted her com­pletely out of sub­jec­tion, not only to her present op­press­ive em­ploy­er, but to a whole world who seemed to des­pise her. “But no, no!” she said breath­lessly; “I could not have mar­ried him now! He is so un­pleas­ant to me.”

			That very night she began an ap­peal­ing let­ter to Clare, con­ceal­ing from him her hard­ships, and as­sur­ing him of her un­dy­ing af­fec­tion. Any­one who had been in a po­s­i­tion to read between the lines would have seen that at the back of her great love was some mon­strous fear—al­most a des­per­a­tion—as to some secret con­tin­gen­cies which were not dis­closed. But again she did not fin­ish her ef­fu­sion; he had asked Izz to go with him, and per­haps he did not care for her at all. She put the let­ter in her box, and wondered if it would ever reach An­gel’s hands.

			After this her daily tasks were gone through heav­ily enough, and brought on the day which was of great im­port to ag­ri­cul­tur­ists—the day of the Candlemas Fair. It was at this fair that new en­gage­ments were entered in­to for the twelve months fol­low­ing the en­su­ing Lady-Day, and those of the farm­ing pop­u­la­tion who thought of chan­ging their places duly at­ten­ded at the county-town where the fair was held. Nearly all the la­bour­ers on Flint­comb-Ash farm in­ten­ded flight, and early in the morn­ing there was a gen­er­al ex­odus in the dir­ec­tion of the town, which lay at a dis­tance of from ten to a dozen miles over hilly coun­try. Though Tess also meant to leave at the quarter-day, she was one of the few who did not go to the fair, hav­ing a vaguely-shaped hope that some­thing would hap­pen to render an­oth­er out­door en­gage­ment un­ne­ces­sary.

			It was a peace­ful Feb­ru­ary day, of won­der­ful soft­ness for the time, and one would al­most have thought that winter was over. She had hardly fin­ished her din­ner when d’Urberville’s fig­ure darkened the win­dow of the cot­tage wherein she was a lodger, which she had all to her­self today.

			Tess jumped up, but her vis­it­or had knocked at the door, and she could hardly in reas­on run away. D’Urberville’s knock, his walk up to the door, had some in­des­crib­able qual­ity of dif­fer­ence from his air when she last saw him. They seemed to be acts of which the doer was ashamed. She thought that she would not open the door; but, as there was no sense in that either, she arose, and hav­ing lif­ted the latch stepped back quickly. He came in, saw her, and flung him­self down in­to a chair be­fore speak­ing.

			“Tess—I couldn’t help it!” he began des­per­ately, as he wiped his heated face, which had also a su­per­im­posed flush of ex­cite­ment. “I felt that I must call at least to ask how you are. I as­sure you I had not been think­ing of you at all till I saw you that Sunday; now I can­not get rid of your im­age, try how I may! It is hard that a good wo­man should do harm to a bad man; yet so it is. If you would only pray for me, Tess!”

			The sup­pressed dis­con­tent of his man­ner was al­most pi­ti­able, and yet Tess did not pity him.

			“How can I pray for you,” she said, “when I am for­bid­den to be­lieve that the great Power who moves the world would al­ter His plans on my ac­count?”

			“You really think that?”

			“Yes. I have been cured of the pre­sump­tion of think­ing oth­er­wise.”

			“Cured? By whom?”

			“By my hus­band, if I must tell.”

			“Ah—your hus­band—your hus­band! How strange it seems! I re­mem­ber you hin­ted some­thing of the sort the oth­er day. What do you really be­lieve in these mat­ters, Tess?” he asked. “You seem to have no re­li­gion—per­haps ow­ing to me.”

			“But I have. Though I don’t be­lieve in any­thing su­per­nat­ur­al.”

			D’Urberville looked at her with mis­giv­ing.

			“Then do you think that the line I take is all wrong?”

			“A good deal of it.”

			“H’m—and yet I’ve felt so sure about it,” he said un­eas­ily.

			“I be­lieve in the spir­it of the Ser­mon on the Mount, and so did my dear hus­band … But I don’t be­lieve—”

			Here she gave her neg­a­tions.

			“The fact is,” said d’Urberville drily, “whatever your dear hus­band be­lieved you ac­cept, and whatever he re­jec­ted you re­ject, without the least in­quiry or reas­on­ing on your own part. That’s just like you wo­men. Your mind is en­slaved to his.”

			“Ah, be­cause he knew everything!” said she, with a tri­umphant sim­pli­city of faith in An­gel Clare that the most per­fect man could hardly have de­served, much less her hus­band.

			“Yes, but you should not take neg­at­ive opin­ions whole­sale from an­oth­er per­son like that. A pretty fel­low he must be to teach you such scep­ti­cism!”

			“He nev­er forced my judge­ment! He would nev­er ar­gue on the sub­ject with me! But I looked at it in this way; what he be­lieved, after in­quir­ing deep in­to doc­trines, was much more likely to be right than what I might be­lieve, who hadn’t looked in­to doc­trines at all.”

			“What used he to say? He must have said some­thing?”

			She re­flec­ted; and with her acute memory for the let­ter of An­gel Clare’s re­marks, even when she did not com­pre­hend their spir­it, she re­called a mer­ci­less po­lem­ic­al syl­lo­gism that she had heard him use when, as it oc­ca­sion­ally happened, he in­dulged in a spe­cies of think­ing aloud with her at his side. In de­liv­er­ing it she gave also Clare’s ac­cent and man­ner with rev­er­en­tial faith­ful­ness.

			“Say that again,” asked d’Urberville, who had listened with the greatest at­ten­tion.

			She re­peated the ar­gu­ment, and d’Urberville thought­fully mur­mured the words after her.

			“Any­thing else?” he presently asked.

			“He said at an­oth­er time some­thing like this”; and she gave an­oth­er, which might pos­sibly have been par­alleled in many a work of the ped­i­gree ran­ging from the Dic­tion­naire Philo­sophique to Hux­ley’s Es­says.

			“Ah—ha! How do you re­mem­ber them?”

			“I wanted to be­lieve what he be­lieved, though he didn’t wish me to; and I man­aged to coax him to tell me a few of his thoughts. I can’t say I quite un­der­stand that one; but I know it is right.”

			“H’m. Fancy your be­ing able to teach me what you don’t know your­self!”

			He fell in­to thought.

			“And so I threw in my spir­itu­al lot with his,” she re­sumed. “I didn’t wish it to be dif­fer­ent. What’s good enough for him is good enough for me.”

			“Does he know that you are as big an in­fi­del as he?”

			“No—I nev­er told him—if I am an in­fi­del.”

			“Well—you are bet­ter off today that I am, Tess, after all! You don’t be­lieve that you ought to preach my doc­trine, and, there­fore, do no des­pite to your con­science in ab­stain­ing. I do be­lieve I ought to preach it, but, like the dev­ils, I be­lieve and tremble, for I sud­denly leave off preach­ing it, and give way to my pas­sion for you.”

			“How?”

			“Why,” he said ar­idly; “I have come all the way here to see you today! But I star­ted from home to go to Cas­ter­bridge Fair, where I have un­der­taken to preach the Word from a wag­on at half-past two this af­ter­noon, and where all the brethren are ex­pect­ing me this minute. Here’s the an­nounce­ment.”

			He drew from his breast-pock­et a poster where­on was prin­ted the day, hour, and place of meet­ing, at which he, d’Urberville, would preach the Gos­pel as afore­said.

			“But how can you get there?” said Tess, look­ing at the clock.

			“I can­not get there! I have come here.”

			“What, you have really ar­ranged to preach, and—”

			“I have ar­ranged to preach, and I shall not be there—by reas­on of my burn­ing de­sire to see a wo­man whom I once des­pised!—No, by my word and truth, I nev­er des­pised you; if I had I should not love you now! Why I did not des­pise you was on ac­count of your be­ing un­smirched in spite of all; you with­drew your­self from me so quickly and res­ol­utely when you saw the situ­ation; you did not re­main at my pleas­ure; so there was one pet­ti­coat in the world for whom I had no con­tempt, and you are she. But you may well des­pise me now! I thought I wor­shipped on the moun­tains, but I find I still serve in the groves! Ha! ha!”

			“O Alec d’Urberville! what does this mean? What have I done!”

			“Done?” he said, with a soul­less sneer in the word. “Noth­ing in­ten­tion­ally. But you have been the means—the in­no­cent means—of my back­slid­ing, as they call it. I ask my­self, am I, in­deed, one of those ‘ser­vants of cor­rup­tion’ who, ‘after they have es­caped the pol­lu­tions of the world, are again en­tangled therein and over­come’—whose lat­ter end is worse than their be­gin­ning?” He laid his hand on her shoulder. “Tess, my girl, I was on the way to, at least, so­cial sal­va­tion till I saw you again!” he said freak­ishly shak­ing her, as if she were a child. “And why then have you temp­ted me? I was firm as a man could be till I saw those eyes and that mouth again—surely there nev­er was such a mad­den­ing mouth since Eve’s!” His voice sank, and a hot arch­ness shot from his own black eyes. “You temp­tress, Tess; you dear damned witch of Babylon—I could not res­ist you as soon as I met you again!”

			“I couldn’t help your see­ing me again!” said Tess, re­coil­ing.

			“I know it—I re­peat that I do not blame you. But the fact re­mains. When I saw you ill-used on the farm that day I was nearly mad to think that I had no leg­al right to pro­tect you—that I could not have it; whilst he who has it seems to neg­lect you ut­terly!”

			“Don’t speak against him—he is ab­sent!” she cried in much ex­cite­ment. “Treat him hon­our­ably—he has nev­er wronged you! O leave his wife be­fore any scan­dal spreads that may do harm to his hon­est name!”

			“I will—I will,” he said, like a man awaken­ing from a lur­ing dream. “I have broken my en­gage­ment to preach to those poor drunk­en boobies at the fair—it is the first time I have played such a prac­tic­al joke. A month ago I should have been hor­ri­fied at such a pos­sib­il­ity. I’ll go away—to swear—and—ah, can I! to keep away.” Then, sud­denly: “One clasp, Tessy—one! Only for old friend­ship—”

			“I am without de­fence. Alec! A good man’s hon­our is in my keep­ing—think—be ashamed!”

			“Pooh! Well, yes—yes!”

			He clenched his lips, mor­ti­fied with him­self for his weak­ness. His eyes were equally bar­ren of worldly and re­li­gious faith. The corpses of those old fit­ful pas­sions which had lain in­an­im­ate amid the lines of his face ever since his re­form­a­tion seemed to wake and come to­geth­er as in a re­sur­rec­tion. He went out in­de­term­in­ately.

			Though d’Urberville had de­clared that this breach of his en­gage­ment today was the simple back­slid­ing of a be­liev­er, Tess’s words, as echoed from An­gel Clare, had made a deep im­pres­sion upon him, and con­tin­ued to do so after he had left her. He moved on in si­lence, as if his en­er­gies were be­numbed by the hitherto un­dreamt-of pos­sib­il­ity that his po­s­i­tion was un­ten­able. Reas­on had had noth­ing to do with his whim­sic­al con­ver­sion, which was per­haps the mere freak of a care­less man in search of a new sen­sa­tion, and tem­por­ar­ily im­pressed by his moth­er’s death.

			The drops of lo­gic Tess had let fall in­to the sea of his en­thu­si­asm served to chill its ef­fer­ves­cence to stag­na­tion. He said to him­self, as he pondered again and again over the crys­tal­lized phrases that she had handed on to him, “That clev­er fel­low little thought that, by telling her those things, he might be pav­ing my way back to her!”

		
	
		
			XLVII

			It is the thresh­ing of the last wheat-rick at Flint­comb-Ash farm. The dawn of the March morn­ing is sin­gu­larly in­ex­press­ive, and there is noth­ing to show where the east­ern ho­ri­zon lies. Against the twi­light rises the trapezoid­al top of the stack, which has stood for­lornly here through the wash­ing and bleach­ing of the wintry weath­er.

			When Izz Huett and Tess ar­rived at the scene of op­er­a­tions only a rust­ling de­noted that oth­ers had pre­ceded them; to which, as the light in­creased, there were presently ad­ded the sil­hou­ettes of two men on the sum­mit. They were busily un­hal­ing the rick, that is, strip­ping off the thatch be­fore be­gin­ning to throw down the sheaves; and while this was in pro­gress Izz and Tess, with the oth­er wo­men-work­ers, in their whitey-brown pin­ners, stood wait­ing and shiv­er­ing, Farm­er Groby hav­ing in­sisted upon their be­ing on the spot thus early to get the job over if pos­sible by the end of the day. Close un­der the eaves of the stack, and as yet barely vis­ible, was the red tyr­ant that the wo­men had come to serve—a tim­ber-framed con­struc­tion, with straps and wheels ap­per­tain­ing—the thresh­ing-ma­chine which, whilst it was go­ing, kept up a des­pot­ic de­mand upon the en­dur­ance of their muscles and nerves.

			A little way off there was an­oth­er in­dis­tinct fig­ure; this one black, with a sus­tained hiss that spoke of strength very much in re­serve. The long chim­ney run­ning up be­side an ash-tree, and the warmth which ra­di­ated from the spot, ex­plained without the ne­ces­sity of much day­light that here was the en­gine which was to act as the prim­um mo­bile of this little world. By the en­gine stood a dark, mo­tion­less be­ing, a sooty and grimy em­bod­i­ment of tall­ness, in a sort of trance, with a heap of coals by his side: it was the en­gine-man. The isol­a­tion of his man­ner and col­our lent him the ap­pear­ance of a creature from Toph­et, who had strayed in­to the pel­lu­cid smoke­less­ness of this re­gion of yel­low grain and pale soil, with which he had noth­ing in com­mon, to amaze and to dis­com­pose its ab­ori­gines.

			What he looked he felt. He was in the ag­ri­cul­tur­al world, but not of it. He served fire and smoke; these den­iz­ens of the fields served ve­get­a­tion, weath­er, frost, and sun. He trav­elled with his en­gine from farm to farm, from county to county, for as yet the steam thresh­ing-ma­chine was it­in­er­ant in this part of Wessex. He spoke in a strange north­ern ac­cent; his thoughts be­ing turned in­wards upon him­self, his eye on his iron charge, hardly per­ceiv­ing the scenes around him, and caring for them not at all: hold­ing only strictly ne­ces­sary in­ter­course with the nat­ives, as if some an­cient doom com­pelled him to wander here against his will in the ser­vice of his Pluton­ic mas­ter. The long strap which ran from the driv­ing-wheel of his en­gine to the red thresh­er un­der the rick was the sole tie-line between ag­ri­cul­ture and him.

			While they un­covered the sheaves he stood apathet­ic be­side his port­able re­pos­it­ory of force, round whose hot black­ness the morn­ing air quivered. He had noth­ing to do with pre­par­at­ory la­bour. His fire was wait­ing in­can­des­cent, his steam was at high pres­sure, in a few seconds he could make the long strap move at an in­vis­ible ve­lo­city. Bey­ond its ex­tent the en­vir­on­ment might be corn, straw, or chaos; it was all the same to him. If any of the autoch­thon­ous idlers asked him what he called him­self, he replied shortly, “an en­gin­eer.”

			The rick was un­haled by full day­light; the men then took their places, the wo­men moun­ted, and the work began. Farm­er Groby—or, as they called him, “he”—had ar­rived ere this, and by his or­ders Tess was placed on the plat­form of the ma­chine, close to the man who fed it, her busi­ness be­ing to un­tie every sheaf of corn handed on to her by Izz Huett, who stood next, but on the rick; so that the feed­er could seize it and spread it over the re­volving drum, which whisked out every grain in one mo­ment.

			They were soon in full pro­gress, after a pre­par­at­ory hitch or two, which re­joiced the hearts of those who hated ma­chinery. The work sped on till break­fast time, when the thresh­er was stopped for half an hour; and on start­ing again after the meal the whole sup­ple­ment­ary strength of the farm was thrown in­to the la­bour of con­struct­ing the straw-rick, which began to grow be­side the stack of corn. A hasty lunch was eaten as they stood, without leav­ing their po­s­i­tions, and then an­oth­er couple of hours brought them near to din­ner­time; the in­ex­or­able wheel con­tinu­ing to spin, and the pen­et­rat­ing hum of the thresh­er to thrill to the very mar­row all who were near the re­volving wire-cage.

			The old men on the rising straw-rick talked of the past days when they had been ac­cus­tomed to thresh with flails on the oaken barn-floor; when everything, even to win­now­ing, was ef­fected by hand-la­bour, which, to their think­ing, though slow, pro­duced bet­ter res­ults. Those, too, on the corn-rick talked a little; but the per­spir­ing ones at the ma­chine, in­clud­ing Tess, could not light­en their du­ties by the ex­change of many words. It was the cease­less­ness of the work which tried her so severely, and began to make her wish that she had nev­er some to Flint­comb-Ash. The wo­men on the corn-rick—Mari­an, who was one of them, in par­tic­u­lar—could stop to drink ale or cold tea from the flagon now and then, or to ex­change a few gos­sip­ing re­marks while they wiped their faces or cleared the frag­ments of straw and husk from their cloth­ing; but for Tess there was no res­pite; for, as the drum nev­er stopped, the man who fed it could not stop, and she, who had to sup­ply the man with un­tied sheaves, could not stop either, un­less Mari­an changed places with her, which she some­times did for half an hour in spite of Groby’s ob­jec­tions that she was too slow-handed for a feed­er.

			For some prob­ably eco­nom­ic­al reas­on it was usu­ally a wo­man who was chosen for this par­tic­u­lar duty, and Groby gave as his motive in se­lect­ing Tess that she was one of those who best com­bined strength with quick­ness in un­ty­ing, and both with stay­ing power, and this may have been true. The hum of the thresh­er, which pre­ven­ted speech, in­creased to a rav­ing whenev­er the sup­ply of corn fell short of the reg­u­lar quant­ity. As Tess and the man who fed could nev­er turn their heads she did not know that just be­fore the din­ner-hour a per­son had come si­lently in­to the field by the gate, and had been stand­ing un­der a second rick watch­ing the scene and Tess in par­tic­u­lar. He was dressed in a tweed suit of fash­ion­able pat­tern, and he twirled a gay walk­ing-cane.

			“Who is that?” said Izz Huett to Mari­an. She had at first ad­dressed the in­quiry to Tess, but the lat­ter could not hear it.

			“Some­body’s fancy-man, I s’pose,” said Mari­an lac­on­ic­ally.

			“I’ll lay a guinea he’s after Tess.”

			“O no. ’Tis a ranter pa’son who’s been sniff­ing after her lately; not a dandy like this.”

			“Well—this is the same man.”

			“The same man as the preach­er? But he’s quite dif­fer­ent!”

			“He hev left off his black coat and white neckerch­er, and hev cut off his whiskers; but he’s the same man for all that.”

			“D’ye really think so? Then I’ll tell her,” said Mari­an.

			“Don’t. She’ll see him soon enough, good-now.”

			“Well, I don’t think it at all right for him to join his preach­ing to court­ing a mar­ried wo­man, even though her hus­band mid be abroad, and she, in a sense, a wid­ow.”

			“Oh—he can do her no harm,” said Izz drily. “Her mind can no more be heaved from that one place where it do bide than a stooded wag­on from the hole he’s in. Lord love ’ee, neither court-pay­ing, nor preach­ing, nor the sev­en thun­ders them­selves, can wean a wo­man when ’twould be bet­ter for her that she should be weaned.”

			Din­ner­time came, and the whirl­ing ceased; whereupon Tess left her post, her knees trem­bling so wretchedly with the shak­ing of the ma­chine that she could scarcely walk.

			“You ought to het a quart o’ drink in­to ’ee, as I’ve done,” said Mari­an. “You wouldn’t look so white then. Why, souls above us, your face is as if you’d been hagrode!”

			It oc­curred to the good-natured Mari­an that, as Tess was so tired, her dis­cov­ery of her vis­it­or’s pres­ence might have the bad ef­fect of tak­ing away her ap­pet­ite; and Mari­an was think­ing of in­du­cing Tess to des­cend by a lad­der on the fur­ther side of the stack when the gen­tle­man came for­ward and looked up.

			Tess uttered a short little “Oh!” And a mo­ment after she said, quickly, “I shall eat my din­ner here—right on the rick.”

			Some­times, when they were so far from their cot­tages, they all did this; but as there was rather a keen wind go­ing today, Mari­an and the rest des­cen­ded, and sat un­der the straw-stack.

			The new­comer was, in­deed, Alec d’Urberville, the late Evan­gel­ist, des­pite his changed at­tire and as­pect. It was ob­vi­ous at a glance that the ori­gin­al Weltlust had come back; that he had re­stored him­self, as nearly as a man could do who had grown three or four years older, to the old jaunty, slap­dash guise un­der which Tess had first known her ad­mirer, and cous­in so-called. Hav­ing de­cided to re­main where she was, Tess sat down among the bundles, out of sight of the ground, and began her meal; till, by-and-by, she heard foot­steps on the lad­der, and im­me­di­ately after Alec ap­peared upon the stack—now an ob­long and level plat­form of sheaves. He strode across them, and sat down op­pos­ite of her without a word.

			Tess con­tin­ued to eat her mod­est din­ner, a slice of thick pan­cake which she had brought with her. The oth­er work­folk were by this time all gathered un­der the rick, where the loose straw formed a com­fort­able re­treat.

			“I am here again, as you see,” said d’Urberville.

			“Why do you trouble me so!” she cried, re­proach flash­ing from her very fin­ger-ends.

			“I trouble you? I think I may ask, why do you trouble me?”

			“Sure, I don’t trouble you any-when!”

			“You say you don’t? But you do! You haunt me. Those very eyes that you turned upon me with such a bit­ter flash a mo­ment ago, they come to me just as you showed them then, in the night and in the day! Tess, ever since you told me of that child of ours, it is just as if my feel­ings, which have been flow­ing in a strong pur­it­an­ic­al stream, had sud­denly found a way open in the dir­ec­tion of you, and had all at once gushed through. The re­li­gious chan­nel is left dry forth­with; and it is you who have done it!”

			She gazed in si­lence.

			“What—you have giv­en up your preach­ing en­tirely?” she asked. She had gathered from An­gel suf­fi­cient of the in­credu­lity of mod­ern thought to des­pise flash en­thu­si­asm; but, as a wo­man, she was some­what ap­palled.

			In af­fected sever­ity d’Urberville con­tin­ued—

			“En­tirely. I have broken every en­gage­ment since that af­ter­noon I was to ad­dress the drunk­ards at Cas­ter­bridge Fair. The deuce only knows what I am thought of by the brethren. Ah-ha! The brethren! No doubt they pray for me—weep for me; for they are kind people in their way. But what do I care? How could I go on with the thing when I had lost my faith in it?—it would have been hy­po­crisy of the basest kind! Among them I should have stood like Hy­men­aeus and Al­ex­an­der, who were de­livered over to Satan that they might learn not to blas­pheme. What a grand re­venge you have taken! I saw you in­no­cent, and I de­ceived you. Four years after, you find me a Chris­ti­an en­thu­si­ast; you then work upon me, per­haps to my com­plete per­di­tion! But Tess, my coz, as I used to call you, this is only my way of talk­ing, and you must not look so hor­ribly con­cerned. Of course you have done noth­ing ex­cept re­tain your pretty face and shapely fig­ure. I saw it on the rick be­fore you saw me—that tight pin­a­fore-thing sets it off, and that wing-bon­net—you field-girls should nev­er wear those bon­nets if you wish to keep out of danger.” He re­garded her si­lently for a few mo­ments, and with a short cyn­ic­al laugh re­sumed: “I be­lieve that if the bach­el­or-apostle, whose deputy I thought I was, had been temp­ted by such a pretty face, he would have let go the plough for her sake as I do!”

			Tess at­temp­ted to ex­pos­tu­late, but at this junc­ture all her flu­ency failed her, and without heed­ing he ad­ded:

			“Well, this para­dise that you sup­ply is per­haps as good as any oth­er, after all. But to speak ser­i­ously, Tess.” D’Urberville rose and came near­er, re­clin­ing side­ways amid the sheaves, and rest­ing upon his el­bow. “Since I last saw you, I have been think­ing of what you said that he said. I have come to the con­clu­sion that there does seem rather a want of com­mon sense in these thread­bare old pro­pos­i­tions; how I could have been so fired by poor Par­son Clare’s en­thu­si­asm, and have gone so madly to work, tran­scend­ing even him, I can­not make out! As for what you said last time, on the strength of your won­der­ful hus­band’s in­tel­li­gence—whose name you have nev­er told me—about hav­ing what they call an eth­ic­al sys­tem without any dogma, I don’t see my way to that at all.”

			“Why, you can have the re­li­gion of lov­ing kind­ness and pur­ity at least, if you can’t have—what do you call it—dogma.”

			“O no! I’m a dif­fer­ent sort of fel­low from that! If there’s nobody to say, ‘Do this, and it will be a good thing for you after you are dead; do that, and if will be a bad thing for you,’ I can’t warm up. Hang it, I am not go­ing to feel re­spons­ible for my deeds and pas­sions if there’s nobody to be re­spons­ible to; and if I were you, my dear, I wouldn’t either!”

			She tried to ar­gue, and tell him that he had mixed in his dull brain two mat­ters, theo­logy and mor­als, which in the prim­it­ive days of man­kind had been quite dis­tinct. But ow­ing to An­gel Clare’s reti­cence, to her ab­so­lute want of train­ing, and to her be­ing a ves­sel of emo­tions rather than reas­ons, she could not get on.

			“Well, nev­er mind,” he re­sumed. “Here I am, my love, as in the old times!”

			“Not as then—nev­er as then—’tis dif­fer­ent!” she en­treated. “And there was nev­er warmth with me! O why didn’t you keep your faith, if the loss of it has brought you to speak to me like this!”

			“Be­cause you’ve knocked it out of me; so the evil be upon your sweet head! Your hus­band little thought how his teach­ing would re­coil upon him! Ha-ha—I’m aw­fully glad you have made an apostate of me all the same! Tess, I am more taken with you than ever, and I pity you too. For all your close­ness, I see you are in a bad way—neg­lected by one who ought to cher­ish you.”

			She could not get her morsels of food down her throat; her lips were dry, and she was ready to choke. The voices and laughs of the work­folk eat­ing and drink­ing un­der the rick came to her as if they were a quarter of a mile off.

			“It is cruelty to me!” she said. “How—how can you treat me to this talk, if you care ever so little for me?”

			“True, true,” he said, win­cing a little. “I did not come to re­proach you for my deeds. I came Tess, to say that I don’t like you to be work­ing like this, and I have come on pur­pose for you. You say you have a hus­band who is not I. Well, per­haps you have; but I’ve nev­er seen him, and you’ve not told me his name; and al­to­geth­er he seems rather a myth­o­lo­gic­al per­son­age. How­ever, even if you have one, I think I am near­er to you than he is. I, at any rate, try to help you out of trouble, but he does not, bless his in­vis­ible face! The words of the stern proph­et Hosea that I used to read come back to me. Don’t you know them, Tess?—‘And she shall fol­low after her lov­er, but she shall not over­take him; and she shall seek him, but shall not find him; then shall she say, I will go and re­turn to my first hus­band; for then was it bet­ter with me than now!’ … Tess, my trap is wait­ing just un­der the hill, and—darling mine, not his!—you know the rest.”

			Her face had been rising to a dull crim­son fire while he spoke; but she did not an­swer.

			“You have been the cause of my back­slid­ing,” he con­tin­ued, stretch­ing his arm to­wards her waist; “you should be will­ing to share it, and leave that mule you call hus­band forever.”

			One of her leath­er gloves, which she had taken off to eat her skim­mer-cake, lay in her lap, and without the slight­est warn­ing she pas­sion­ately swung the glove by the gaunt­let dir­ectly in his face. It was heavy and thick as a war­ri­or’s, and it struck him flat on the mouth. Fancy might have re­garded the act as the re­cru­des­cence of a trick in which her armed pro­gen­it­ors were not un­prac­tised. Alec fiercely star­ted up from his re­clin­ing po­s­i­tion. A scar­let ooz­ing ap­peared where her blow had alighted, and in a mo­ment the blood began drop­ping from his mouth upon the straw. But he soon con­trolled him­self, calmly drew his handker­chief from his pock­et, and mopped his bleed­ing lips.

			She too had sprung up, but she sank down again. “Now, pun­ish me!” she said, turn­ing up her eyes to him with the hope­less de­fi­ance of the spar­row’s gaze be­fore its captor twists its neck. “Whip me, crush me; you need not mind those people un­der the rick! I shall not cry out. Once vic­tim, al­ways vic­tim—that’s the law!”

			“O no, no, Tess,” he said blandly. “I can make full al­low­ance for this. Yet you most un­justly for­get one thing, that I would have mar­ried you if you had not put it out of my power to do so. Did I not ask you flatly to be my wife—hey? An­swer me.”

			“You did.”

			“And you can­not be. But re­mem­ber one thing!” His voice hardened as his tem­per got the bet­ter of him with the re­col­lec­tion of his sin­cer­ity in ask­ing her and her present in­grat­it­ude, and he stepped across to her side and held her by the shoulders, so that she shook un­der his grasp. “Re­mem­ber, my lady, I was your mas­ter once! I will be your mas­ter again. If you are any man’s wife you are mine!”

			The thresh­ers now began to stir be­low.

			“So much for our quar­rel,” he said, let­ting her go. “Now I shall leave you, and shall come again for your an­swer dur­ing the af­ter­noon. You don’t know me yet! But I know you.”

			She had not spoken again, re­main­ing as if stunned. D’Urberville re­treated over the sheaves, and des­cen­ded the lad­der, while the work­ers be­low rose and stretched their arms, and shook down the beer they had drunk. Then the thresh­ing-ma­chine star­ted afresh; and amid the re­newed rustle of the straw Tess re­sumed her po­s­i­tion by the buzz­ing drum as one in a dream, un­ty­ing sheaf after sheaf in end­less suc­ces­sion.

		
	
		
			XLVIII

			In the af­ter­noon the farm­er made it known that the rick was to be fin­ished that night, since there was a moon by which they could see to work, and the man with the en­gine was en­gaged for an­oth­er farm on the mor­row. Hence the twanging and hum­ming and rust­ling pro­ceeded with even less in­ter­mis­sion than usu­al.

			It was not till nam­met-time, about three o’clock, that Tess raised her eyes and gave a mo­ment­ary glance round. She felt but little sur­prise at see­ing that Alec d’Urberville had come back, and was stand­ing un­der the hedge by the gate. He had seen her lift her eyes, and waved his hand urbanely to her, while he blew her a kiss. It meant that their quar­rel was over. Tess looked down again, and care­fully ab­stained from gaz­ing in that dir­ec­tion.

			Thus the af­ter­noon dragged on. The wheat-rick shrank lower, and the straw-rick grew high­er, and the corn-sacks were car­ted away. At six o’clock the wheat-rick was about shoulder-high from the ground. But the un­threshed sheaves re­main­ing un­touched seemed count­less still, not­with­stand­ing the enorm­ous num­bers that had been gulped down by the in­sa­ti­able swal­low­er, fed by the man and Tess, through whose two young hands the great­er part of them had passed. And the im­mense stack of straw where in the morn­ing there had been noth­ing, ap­peared as the fae­ces of the same buzz­ing red glut­ton. From the west sky a wrath­ful shine—all that wild March could af­ford in the way of sun­set—had burst forth after the cloudy day, flood­ing the tired and sticky faces of the thresh­ers, and dye­ing them with a cop­pery light, as also the flap­ping gar­ments of the wo­men, which clung to them like dull flames.

			A pant­ing ache ran through the rick. The man who fed was weary, and Tess could see that the red nape of his neck was en­crus­ted with dirt and husks. She still stood at her post, her flushed and per­spir­ing face coated with the corndust, and her white bon­net em­browned by it. She was the only wo­man whose place was upon the ma­chine so as to be shaken bod­ily by its spin­ning, and the de­crease of the stack now sep­ar­ated her from Mari­an and Izz, and pre­ven­ted their chan­ging du­ties with her as they had done. The in­cess­ant quiv­er­ing, in which every fibre of her frame par­ti­cip­ated, had thrown her in­to a stu­pefied rev­er­ie in which her arms worked on in­de­pend­ently of her con­scious­ness. She hardly knew where she was, and did not hear Izz Huett tell her from be­low that her hair was tum­bling down.

			By de­grees the freshest among them began to grow ca­da­ver­ous and sau­cer-eyed. Whenev­er Tess lif­ted her head she be­held al­ways the great up­grown straw-stack, with the men in shirtsleeves upon it, against the gray north sky; in front of it the long red el­ev­at­or like a Jac­ob’s lad­der, on which a per­petu­al stream of threshed straw as­cen­ded, a yel­low river run­ning up­hill, and spout­ing out on the top of the rick.

			She knew that Alec d’Urberville was still on the scene, ob­serving her from some point or oth­er, though she could not say where. There was an ex­cuse for his re­main­ing, for when the threshed rick drew near its fi­nal sheaves a little rat­ting was al­ways done, and men un­con­nec­ted with the thresh­ing some­times dropped in for that per­form­ance—sport­ing char­ac­ters of all de­scrip­tions, gents with ter­ri­ers and fa­cetious pipes, roughs with sticks and stones.

			But there was an­oth­er hour’s work be­fore the lay­er of live rats at the base of the stack would be reached; and as the even­ing light in the dir­ec­tion of the Gi­ant’s Hill by Ab­bot’s-Cer­nel dis­solved away, the white-faced moon of the sea­son arose from the ho­ri­zon that lay to­wards Middleton Ab­bey and Shott­s­ford on the oth­er side. For the last hour or two Mari­an had felt un­easy about Tess, whom she could not get near enough to speak to, the oth­er wo­men hav­ing kept up their strength by drink­ing ale, and Tess hav­ing done without it through tra­di­tion­ary dread, ow­ing to its res­ults at her home in child­hood. But Tess still kept go­ing: if she could not fill her part she would have to leave; and this con­tin­gency, which she would have re­garded with equan­im­ity and even with re­lief a month or two earli­er, had be­come a ter­ror since d’Urberville had be­gun to hov­er round her.

			The sheaf-pitch­ers and feed­ers had now worked the rick so low that people on the ground could talk to them. To Tess’s sur­prise Farm­er Groby came up on the ma­chine to her, and said that if she de­sired to join her friend he did not wish her to keep on any longer, and would send some­body else to take her place. The “friend” was d’Urberville, she knew, and also that this con­ces­sion had been gran­ted in obed­i­ence to the re­quest of that friend, or en­emy. She shook her head and toiled on.

			The time for the rat-catch­ing ar­rived at last, and the hunt began. The creatures had crept down­wards with the sub­sid­ence of the rick till they were all to­geth­er at the bot­tom, and be­ing now un­covered from their last refuge, they ran across the open ground in all dir­ec­tions, a loud shriek from the by-this-time half-tipsy Mari­an in­form­ing her com­pan­ions that one of the rats had in­vaded her per­son—a ter­ror which the rest of the wo­men had guarded against by vari­ous schemes of skirt-tuck­ing and self-el­ev­a­tion. The rat was at last dis­lodged, and, amid the bark­ing of dogs, mas­cu­line shouts, fem­in­ine screams, oaths, stamp­ings, and con­fu­sion as of Pan­de­moni­um, Tess un­tied her last sheaf; the drum slowed, the whizz­ing ceased, and she stepped from the ma­chine to the ground.

			Her lov­er, who had only looked on at the rat-catch­ing, was promptly at her side.

			“What—after all—my in­sult­ing slap, too!” said she in an un­der­breath. She was so ut­terly ex­hausted that she had not strength to speak louder.

			“I should in­deed be fool­ish to feel of­fen­ded at any­thing you say or do,” he answered, in the se­duct­ive voice of the Trantridge time. “How the little limbs tremble! You are as weak as a bled calf, you know you are; and yet you need have done noth­ing since I ar­rived. How could you be so ob­stin­ate? How­ever, I have told the farm­er that he has no right to em­ploy wo­men at steam-thresh­ing. It is not prop­er work for them; and on all the bet­ter class of farms it has been giv­en up, as he knows very well. I will walk with you as far as your home.”

			“O yes,” she answered with a jaded gait. “Walk wi’ me if you will! I do bear in mind that you came to marry me be­fore you knew o’ my state. Per­haps—per­haps you are a little bet­ter and kinder than I have been think­ing you were. Whatever is meant as kind­ness I am grate­ful for; whatever is meant in any oth­er way I am angered at. I can­not sense your mean­ing some­times.”

			“If I can­not le­git­im­ize our former re­la­tions at least I can as­sist you. And I will do it with much more re­gard for your feel­ings than I formerly showed. My re­li­gious mania, or whatever it was, is over. But I re­tain a little good nature; I hope I do. Now, Tess, by all that’s tender and strong between man and wo­man, trust me! I have enough and more than enough to put you out of anxi­ety, both for your­self and your par­ents and sis­ters. I can make them all com­fort­able if you will only show con­fid­ence in me.”

			“Have you seen ’em lately?” she quickly in­quired.

			“Yes. They didn’t know where you were. It was only by chance that I found you here.”

			The cold moon looked aslant upon Tess’s fagged face between the twigs of the garden-hedge as she paused out­side the cot­tage which was her tem­por­ary home, d’Urberville paus­ing be­side her.

			“Don’t men­tion my little broth­ers and sis­ters—don’t make me break down quite!” she said. “If you want to help them—God knows they need it—do it without telling me. But no, no!” she cried. “I will take noth­ing from you, either for them or for me!”

			He did not ac­com­pany her fur­ther, since, as she lived with the house­hold, all was pub­lic in­doors. No soon­er had she her­self entered, laved her­self in a wash­ing-tub, and shared sup­per with the fam­ily than she fell in­to thought, and with­draw­ing to the table un­der the wall, by the light of her own little lamp wrote in a pas­sion­ate mood—

			
				My own Hus­band—

				Let me call you so—I must—even if it makes you angry to think of such an un­worthy wife as I. I must cry to you in my trouble—I have no one else! I am so ex­posed to tempta­tion, An­gel. I fear to say who it is, and I do not like to write about it at all. But I cling to you in a way you can­not think! Can you not come to me now, at once, be­fore any­thing ter­rible hap­pens? O, I know you can­not, be­cause you are so far away! I think I must die if you do not come soon, or tell me to come to you. The pun­ish­ment you have meas­ured out to me is de­served—I do know that—well de­served—and you are right and just to be angry with me. But, An­gel, please, please, not to be just—only a little kind to me, even if I do not de­serve it, and come to me! If you would come, I could die in your arms! I would be well con­tent to do that if so be you had for­giv­en me!

				An­gel, I live en­tirely for you. I love you too much to blame you for go­ing away, and I know it was ne­ces­sary you should find a farm. Do not think I shall say a word of sting or bit­ter­ness. Only come back to me. I am des­ol­ate without you, my darling, O, so des­ol­ate! I do not mind hav­ing to work: but if you will send me one little line, and say, “I am com­ing soon,” I will bide on, An­gel—O, so cheer­fully!

				It has been so much my re­li­gion ever since we were mar­ried to be faith­ful to you in every thought and look, that even when a man speaks a com­pli­ment to me be­fore I am aware, it seems wrong­ing you. Have you nev­er felt one little bit of what you used to feel when we were at the dairy? If you have, how can you keep away from me? I am the same wo­men, An­gel, as you fell in love with; yes, the very same!—not the one you dis­liked but nev­er saw. What was the past to me as soon as I met you? It was a dead thing al­to­geth­er. I be­came an­oth­er wo­man, filled full of new life from you. How could I be the early one? Why do you not see this? Dear, if you would only be a little more con­ceited, and be­lieve in your­self so far as to see that you were strong enough to work this change in me, you would per­haps be in a mind to come to me, your poor wife.

				How silly I was in my hap­pi­ness when I thought I could trust you al­ways to love me! I ought to have known that such as that was not for poor me. But I am sick at heart, not only for old times, but for the present. Think—think how it do hurt my heart not to see you ever—ever! Ah, if I could only make your dear heart ache one little minute of each day as mine does every day and all day long, it might lead you to show pity to your poor lonely one.

				People still say that I am rather pretty, An­gel (hand­some is the word they use, since I wish to be truth­ful). Per­haps I am what they say. But I do not value my good looks; I only like to have them be­cause they be­long to you, my dear, and that there may be at least one thing about me worth your hav­ing. So much have I felt this, that when I met with an­noy­ance on ac­count of the same, I tied up my face in a band­age as long as people would be­lieve in it. O An­gel, I tell you all this not from van­ity—you will cer­tainly know I do not—but only that you may come to me!

				If you really can­not come to me, will you let me come to you? I am, as I say, wor­ried, pressed to do what I will not do. It can­not be that I shall yield one inch, yet I am in ter­ror as to what an ac­ci­dent might lead to, and I so de­fence­less on ac­count of my first er­ror. I can­not say more about this—it makes me too miser­able. But if I break down by fall­ing in­to some fear­ful snare, my last state will be worse than my first. O God, I can­not think of it! Let me come at once, or at once come to me!

				I would be con­tent, ay, glad, to live with you as your ser­vant, if I may not as your wife; so that I could only be near you, and get glimpses of you, and think of you as mine.

				The day­light has noth­ing to show me, since you are not here, and I don’t like to see the rooks and starlings in the field, be­cause I grieve and grieve to miss you who used to see them with me. I long for only one thing in heav­en or earth or un­der the earth, to meet you, my own dear! Come to me—come to me, and save me from what threatens me!—

				
					Your faith­ful heart­broken

					Tess

				
			

		
	
		
			XLIX

			The ap­peal duly found its way to the break­fast-table of the quiet Vicar­age to the west­ward, in that val­ley where the air is so soft and the soil so rich that the ef­fort of growth re­quires but su­per­fi­cial aid by com­par­is­on with the till­age at Flint­comb-Ash, and where to Tess the hu­man world seemed so dif­fer­ent (though it was much the same). It was purely for se­cur­ity that she had been re­ques­ted by An­gel to send her com­mu­nic­a­tions through his fath­er, whom he kept pretty well in­formed of his chan­ging ad­dresses in the coun­try he had gone to ex­ploit for him­self with a heavy heart.

			“Now,” said old Mr. Clare to his wife, when he had read the en­vel­ope, “if An­gel pro­poses leav­ing Rio for a vis­it home at the end of next month, as he told us that he hoped to do, I think this may hasten his plans; for I be­lieve it to be from his wife.” He breathed deeply at the thought of her; and the let­ter was re­dir­ec­ted to be promptly sent on to An­gel.

			“Dear fel­low, I hope he will get home safely,” mur­mured Mrs. Clare. “To my dy­ing day I shall feel that he has been ill-used. You should have sent him to Cam­bridge in spite of his want of faith and giv­en him the same chance as the oth­er boys had. He would have grown out of it un­der prop­er in­flu­ence, and per­haps would have taken Or­ders after all. Church or no Church, it would have been fairer to him.”

			This was the only wail with which Mrs. Clare ever dis­turbed her hus­band’s peace in re­spect to their sons. And she did not vent this of­ten; for she was as con­sid­er­ate as she was de­vout, and knew that his mind too was troubled by doubts as to his justice in this mat­ter. Only too of­ten had she heard him ly­ing awake at night, stifling sighs for An­gel with pray­ers. But the un­com­prom­ising Evan­gel­ic­al did not even now hold that he would have been jus­ti­fied in giv­ing his son, an un­be­liev­er, the same aca­dem­ic ad­vant­ages that he had giv­en to the two oth­ers, when it was pos­sible, if not prob­able, that those very ad­vant­ages might have been used to de­cry the doc­trines which he had made it his life’s mis­sion and de­sire to propag­ate, and the mis­sion of his or­dained sons like­wise. To put with one hand a ped­es­tal un­der the feet of the two faith­ful ones, and with the oth­er to ex­alt the un­faith­ful by the same ar­ti­fi­cial means, he deemed to be alike in­con­sist­ent with his con­vic­tions, his po­s­i­tion, and his hopes. Nev­er­the­less, he loved his mis­named An­gel, and in secret mourned over this treat­ment of him as Ab­ra­ham might have mourned over the doomed Isaac while they went up the hill to­geth­er. His si­lent self-gen­er­ated re­grets were far bit­ter­er than the re­proaches which his wife rendered aud­ible.

			They blamed them­selves for this un­lucky mar­riage. If An­gel had nev­er been destined for a farm­er he would nev­er have been thrown with ag­ri­cul­tur­al girls. They did not dis­tinctly know what had sep­ar­ated him and his wife, nor the date on which the sep­ar­a­tion had taken place. At first they had sup­posed it must be some­thing of the nature of a ser­i­ous aver­sion. But in his later let­ters he oc­ca­sion­ally al­luded to the in­ten­tion of com­ing home to fetch her; from which ex­pres­sions they hoped the di­vi­sion might not owe its ori­gin to any­thing so hope­lessly per­man­ent as that. He had told them that she was with her re­l­at­ives, and in their doubts they had de­cided not to in­trude in­to a situ­ation which they knew no way of bet­ter­ing.

			The eyes for which Tess’s let­ter was in­ten­ded were gaz­ing at this time on a lim­it­less ex­panse of coun­try from the back of a mule which was bear­ing him from the in­teri­or of the South Amer­ic­an con­tin­ent to­wards the coast. His ex­per­i­ences of this strange land had been sad. The severe ill­ness from which he had suffered shortly after his ar­rival had nev­er wholly left him, and he had by de­grees al­most de­cided to re­lin­quish his hope of farm­ing here, though, as long as the bare pos­sib­il­ity ex­is­ted of his re­main­ing, he kept this change of view a secret from his par­ents.

			The crowds of ag­ri­cul­tur­al la­bour­ers who had come out to the coun­try in his wake, dazzled by rep­res­ent­a­tions of easy in­de­pend­ence, had suffered, died, and wasted away. He would see moth­ers from Eng­lish farms trudging along with their in­fants in their arms, when the child would be stricken with fever and would die; the moth­er would pause to dig a hole in the loose earth with her bare hands, would bury the babe therein with the same nat­ur­al grave-tools, shed one tear, and again trudge on.

			An­gel’s ori­gin­al in­ten­tion had not been emig­ra­tion to Brazil but a north­ern or east­ern farm in his own coun­try. He had come to this place in a fit of des­per­a­tion, the Brazil move­ment among the Eng­lish ag­ri­cul­tur­ists hav­ing by chance co­in­cided with his de­sire to es­cape from his past ex­ist­ence.

			Dur­ing this time of ab­sence he had men­tally aged a dozen years. What ar­res­ted him now as of value in life was less its beauty than its pathos. Hav­ing long dis­cred­ited the old sys­tems of mys­ti­cism, he now began to dis­cred­it the old ap­praise­ments of mor­al­ity. He thought they wanted re­ad­just­ing. Who was the mor­al man? Still more per­tin­ently, who was the mor­al wo­man? The beauty or ugli­ness of a char­ac­ter lay not only in its achieve­ments, but in its aims and im­pulses; its true his­tory lay, not among things done, but among things willed.

			How, then, about Tess?

			View­ing her in these lights, a re­gret for his hasty judge­ment began to op­press him. Did he re­ject her etern­ally, or did he not? He could no longer say that he would al­ways re­ject her, and not to say that was in spir­it to ac­cept her now.

			This grow­ing fond­ness for her memory co­in­cided in point of time with her res­id­ence at Flint­comb-Ash, but it was be­fore she had felt her­self at liberty to trouble him with a word about her cir­cum­stances or her feel­ings. He was greatly per­plexed; and in his per­plex­ity as to her motives in with­hold­ing in­tel­li­gence, he did not in­quire. Thus her si­lence of do­cil­ity was mis­in­ter­preted. How much it really said if he had un­der­stood!—that she ad­hered with lit­er­al ex­act­ness to or­ders which he had giv­en and for­got­ten; that des­pite her nat­ur­al fear­less­ness she as­ser­ted no rights, ad­mit­ted his judge­ment to be in every re­spect the true one, and bent her head dumbly thereto.

			In the be­fore-men­tioned jour­ney by mules through the in­teri­or of the coun­try, an­oth­er man rode be­side him. An­gel’s com­pan­ion was also an Eng­lish­man, bent on the same er­rand, though he came from an­oth­er part of the is­land. They were both in a state of men­tal de­pres­sion, and they spoke of home af­fairs. Con­fid­ence begat con­fid­ence. With that curi­ous tend­ency evinced by men, more es­pe­cially when in dis­tant lands, to en­trust to strangers de­tails of their lives which they would on no ac­count men­tion to friends, An­gel ad­mit­ted to this man as they rode along the sor­row­ful facts of his mar­riage.

			The stranger had so­journed in many more lands and among many more peoples than An­gel; to his cos­mo­pol­it­an mind such de­vi­ations from the so­cial norm, so im­mense to do­mest­icity, were no more than are the ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies of vale and moun­tain-chain to the whole ter­restri­al curve. He viewed the mat­ter in quite a dif­fer­ent light from An­gel; thought that what Tess had been was of no im­port­ance be­side what she would be, and plainly told Clare that he was wrong in com­ing away from her.

			The next day they were drenched in a thun­der­storm. An­gel’s com­pan­ion was struck down with fever, and died by the week’s end. Clare waited a few hours to bury him, and then went on his way.

			The curs­ory re­marks of the large-minded stranger, of whom he knew ab­so­lutely noth­ing bey­ond a com­mon­place name, were sub­limed by his death, and in­flu­enced Clare more than all the reasoned eth­ics of the philo­soph­ers. His own pa­ro­chi­al­ism made him ashamed by its con­trast. His in­con­sist­en­cies rushed upon him in a flood. He had per­sist­ently el­ev­ated Hel­len­ic Pa­gan­ism at the ex­pense of Chris­tian­ity; yet in that civil­iz­a­tion an il­leg­al sur­render was not cer­tain disesteem. Surely then he might have re­garded that ab­hor­rence of the un-in­tact state, which he had in­her­ited with the creed of mys­ti­cism, as at least open to cor­rec­tion when the res­ult was due to treach­ery. A re­morse struck in­to him. The words of Izz Huett, nev­er quite stilled in his memory, came back to him. He had asked Izz if she loved him, and she had replied in the af­firm­at­ive. Did she love him more than Tess did? No, she had replied; Tess would lay down her life for him, and she her­self could do no more.

			He thought of Tess as she had ap­peared on the day of the wed­ding. How her eyes had lingered upon him; how she had hung upon his words as if they were a god’s! And dur­ing the ter­rible even­ing over the hearth, when her simple soul un­covered it­self to his, how pi­ti­ful her face had looked by the rays of the fire, in her in­ab­il­ity to real­ize that his love and pro­tec­tion could pos­sibly be with­drawn.

			Thus from be­ing her crit­ic he grew to be her ad­voc­ate. Cyn­ic­al things he had uttered to him­self about her; but no man can be al­ways a cyn­ic and live; and he with­drew them. The mis­take of ex­press­ing them had aris­en from his al­low­ing him­self to be in­flu­enced by gen­er­al prin­ciples to the dis­reg­ard of the par­tic­u­lar in­stance.

			But the reas­on­ing is some­what musty; lov­ers and hus­bands have gone over the ground be­fore today. Clare had been harsh to­wards her; there is no doubt of it. Men are too of­ten harsh with wo­men they love or have loved; wo­men with men. And yet these harsh­nesses are ten­der­ness it­self when com­pared with the uni­ver­sal harsh­ness out of which they grow; the harsh­ness of the po­s­i­tion to­wards the tem­pera­ment, of the means to­wards the aims, of today to­wards yes­ter­day, of here­after to­wards today.

			The his­tor­ic in­terest of her fam­ily—that mas­ter­ful line of d’Urbervilles—whom he had des­pised as a spent force, touched his sen­ti­ments now. Why had he not known the dif­fer­ence between the polit­ic­al value and the ima­gin­at­ive value of these things? In the lat­ter as­pect her d’Urberville des­cent was a fact of great di­men­sions; worth­less to eco­nom­ics, it was a most use­ful in­gredi­ent to the dream­er, to the mor­al­izer on de­clines and falls. It was a fact that would soon be for­got­ten—that bit of dis­tinc­tion in poor Tess’s blood and name, and ob­li­vi­on would fall upon her hered­it­ary link with the marble monu­ments and leaded skel­et­ons at Kings­bere. So does Time ruth­lessly des­troy his own ro­mances. In re­call­ing her face again and again, he thought now that he could see therein a flash of the dig­nity which must have graced her grand-dames; and the vis­ion sent that aura through his veins which he had formerly felt, and which left be­hind it a sense of sick­ness.

			Des­pite her not-in­vi­ol­ate past, what still abode in such a wo­man as Tess out­val­ued the fresh­ness of her fel­lows. Was not the glean­ing of the grapes of Eph­raim bet­ter than the vin­tage of Abiez­er?

			So spoke love renas­cent, pre­par­ing the way for Tess’s de­voted out­pour­ing, which was then just be­ing for­war­ded to him by his fath­er; though ow­ing to his dis­tance in­land it was to be a long time in reach­ing him.

			Mean­while the writer’s ex­pect­a­tion that An­gel would come in re­sponse to the en­treaty was al­tern­ately great and small. What lessened it was that the facts of her life which had led to the part­ing had not changed—could nev­er change; and that, if her pres­ence had not at­ten­u­ated them, her ab­sence could not. Nev­er­the­less she ad­dressed her mind to the tender ques­tion of what she could do to please him best if he should ar­rive. Sighs were ex­pen­ded on the wish that she had taken more no­tice of the tunes he played on his harp, that she had in­quired more curi­ously of him which were his fa­vour­ite bal­lads among those the coun­try-girls sang. She in­dir­ectly in­quired of Amby Seed­ling, who had fol­lowed Izz from Tal­bothays, and by chance Amby re­membered that, amongst the snatches of melody in which they had in­dulged at the dairy­man’s, to in­duce the cows to let down their milk, Clare had seemed to like “Cu­pid’s Gar­dens,” “I have parks, I have hounds,” and “The break o’ the day”; and had seemed not to care for “The Tail­or’s Breeches” and “Such a beauty I did grow,” ex­cel­lent dit­ties as they were.

			To per­fect the bal­lads was now her whim­sic­al de­sire. She prac­tised them privately at odd mo­ments, es­pe­cially “The break o’ the day”:

			
				
					Arise, arise, arise!
					

					And pick your love a posy,
					

					All o’ the sweetest flowers
					

					That in the garden grow.
					

					The turtle doves and sma’ birds
					

					In every bough a-build­ing,
					

					So early in the May-time
					

					At the break o’ the day!
				

			

			It would have melted the heart of a stone to hear her singing these dit­ties whenev­er she worked apart from the rest of the girls in this cold dry time; the tears run­ning down her cheeks all the while at the thought that per­haps he would not, after all, come to hear her, and the simple silly words of the songs re­sound­ing in pain­ful mock­ery of the aching heart of the sing­er.

			Tess was so wrapt up in this fanci­ful dream that she seemed not to know how the sea­son was ad­van­cing; that the days had lengthened, that Lady-Day was at hand, and would soon be fol­lowed by Old Lady-Day, the end of her term here.

			But be­fore the quarter-day had quite come, some­thing happened which made Tess think of far dif­fer­ent mat­ters. She was at her lodging as usu­al one even­ing, sit­ting in the down­stairs room with the rest of the fam­ily, when some­body knocked at the door and in­quired for Tess. Through the door­way she saw against the de­clin­ing light a fig­ure with the height of a wo­man and the breadth of a child, a tall, thin, girl­ish creature whom she did not re­cog­nize in the twi­light till the girl said “Tess!”

			“What—is it ’Liza-Lu?” asked Tess, in startled ac­cents. Her sis­ter, whom a little over a year ago she had left at home as a child, had sprung up by a sud­den shoot to a form of this present­a­tion, of which as yet Lu seemed her­self scarce able to un­der­stand the mean­ing. Her thin legs, vis­ible be­low her once-long frock, now short by her grow­ing, and her un­com­fort­able hands and arms re­vealed her youth and in­ex­per­i­ence.

			“Yes, I have been traipsing about all day, Tess,” said Lu, with un­emo­tion­al grav­ity, “a-try­ing to find ’ee; and I’m very tired.”

			“What is the mat­ter at home?”

			“Moth­er is took very bad, and the doc­tor says she’s dy­ing, and as fath­er is not very well neither, and says ’tis wrong for a man of such a high fam­ily as his to slave and drave at com­mon la­bour­ing work, we don’t know what to do.”

			Tess stood in rev­er­ie a long time be­fore she thought of ask­ing ’Liza-Lu to come in and sit down. When she had done so, and ’Liza-Lu was hav­ing some tea, she came to a de­cision. It was im­per­at­ive that she should go home. Her agree­ment did not end till Old Lady-Day, the sixth of April, but as the in­ter­val thereto was not a long one she re­solved to run the risk of start­ing at once.

			To go that night would be a gain of twelve-hours; but her sis­ter was too tired to un­der­take such a dis­tance till the mor­row. Tess ran down to where Mari­an and Izz lived, in­formed them of what had happened, and begged them to make the best of her case to the farm­er. Re­turn­ing, she got Lu a sup­per, and after that, hav­ing tucked the young­er in­to her own bed, packed up as many of her be­long­ings as would go in­to a withy bas­ket, and star­ted, dir­ect­ing Lu to fol­low her next morn­ing.

		
	
		
			L

			She plunged in­to the chilly equi­noc­tial dark­ness as the clock struck ten, for her fif­teen miles’ walk un­der the steely stars. In lonely dis­tricts night is a pro­tec­tion rather than a danger to a noise­less ped­es­tri­an, and know­ing this, Tess pur­sued the nearest course along by-lanes that she would al­most have feared in the day­time; but ma­raud­ers were want­ing now, and spec­tral fears were driv­en out of her mind by thoughts of her moth­er. Thus she pro­ceeded mile after mile, as­cend­ing and des­cend­ing till she came to Bul­bar­row, and about mid­night looked from that height in­to the abyss of chaot­ic shade which was all that re­vealed it­self of the vale on whose fur­ther side she was born. Hav­ing already tra­versed about five miles on the up­land, she had now some ten or el­ev­en in the low­land be­fore her jour­ney would be fin­ished. The wind­ing road down­wards be­came just vis­ible to her un­der the wan star­light as she fol­lowed it, and soon she paced a soil so con­trast­ing with that above it that the dif­fer­ence was per­cept­ible to the tread and to the smell. It was the heavy clay land of Black­moor Vale, and a part of the Vale to which turn­pike-roads had nev­er pen­et­rated. Su­per­sti­tions linger longest on these heavy soils. Hav­ing once been forest, at this shad­owy time it seemed to as­sert some­thing of its old char­ac­ter, the far and the near be­ing blen­ded, and every tree and tall hedge mak­ing the most of its pres­ence. The harts that had been hunted here, the witches that had been pricked and ducked, the green-spangled fair­ies that “whickered” at you as you passed;—the place teemed with be­liefs in them still, and they formed an imp­ish mul­ti­tude now.

			At Nut­tle­bury she passed the vil­lage inn, whose sign creaked in re­sponse to the greet­ing of her foot­steps, which not a hu­man soul heard but her­self. Un­der the thatched roofs her mind’s eye be­held re­laxed ten­dons and flac­cid muscles, spread out in the dark­ness be­neath cov­er­lets made of little purple patch­work squares, and un­der­go­ing a bra­cing pro­cess at the hands of sleep for re­newed la­bour on the mor­row, as soon as a hint of pink nebu­los­ity ap­peared on Hamble­don Hill.

			At three she turned the last corner of the maze of lanes she had threaded, and entered Mar­lott, passing the field in which as a club-girl she had first seen An­gel Clare, when he had not danced with her; the sense of dis­ap­point­ment re­mained with her yet. In the dir­ec­tion of her moth­er’s house she saw a light. It came from the bed­room win­dow, and a branch waved in front of it and made it wink at her. As soon as she could dis­cern the out­line of the house—newly thatched with her money—it had all its old ef­fect upon Tess’s ima­gin­a­tion. Part of her body and life it ever seemed to be; the slope of its dormers, the fin­ish of its gables, the broken courses of brick which topped the chim­ney, all had some­thing in com­mon with her per­son­al char­ac­ter. A stu­pefac­tion had come in­to these fea­tures, to her re­gard; it meant the ill­ness of her moth­er.

			She opened the door so softly as to dis­turb nobody; the lower room was va­cant, but the neigh­bour who was sit­ting up with her moth­er came to the top of the stairs, and whispered that Mrs. Durbey­field was no bet­ter, though she was sleep­ing just then. Tess pre­pared her­self a break­fast, and then took her place as nurse in her moth­er’s cham­ber.

			In the morn­ing, when she con­tem­plated the chil­dren, they had all a curi­ously elong­ated look; al­though she had been away little more than a year, their growth was astound­ing; and the ne­ces­sity of ap­ply­ing her­self heart and soul to their needs took her out of her own cares.

			Her fath­er’s ill-health was the same in­def­in­ite kind, and he sat in his chair as usu­al. But the day after her ar­rival he was un­usu­ally bright. He had a ra­tion­al scheme for liv­ing, and Tess asked him what it was.

			“I’m think­ing of send­ing round to all the old an­tiqueeri­ans in this part of Eng­land,” he said, “ask­ing them to sub­scribe to a fund to main­tain me. I’m sure they’d see it as a ro­mantic­al, artist­ic­al, and prop­er thing to do. They spend lots o’ money in keep­ing up old ru­ins, and find­ing the bones o’ things, and such­like; and liv­ing re­mains must be more in­ter­est­ing to ’em still, if they only knowed of me. Would that some­body would go round and tell ’em what there is liv­ing among ’em, and they think­ing noth­ing of him! If Pa’son Tring­ham, who dis­covered me, had lived, he’d ha’ done it, I’m sure.”

			Tess post­poned her ar­gu­ments on this high pro­ject till she had grappled with press­ing mat­ters in hand, which seemed little im­proved by her re­mit­tances. When in­door ne­ces­sit­ies had been eased, she turned her at­ten­tion to ex­tern­al things. It was now the sea­son for plant­ing and sow­ing; many gar­dens and al­lot­ments of the vil­la­gers had already re­ceived their spring till­age; but the garden and the al­lot­ment of the Durbey­fields were be­hind­hand. She found, to her dis­may, that this was ow­ing to their hav­ing eaten all the seed pota­toes—that last lapse of the im­provid­ent. At the earli­est mo­ment she ob­tained what oth­ers she could pro­cure, and in a few days her fath­er was well enough to see to the garden, un­der Tess’s per­suas­ive ef­forts: while she her­self un­der­took the al­lot­ment-plot which they ren­ted in a field a couple of hun­dred yards out of the vil­lage.

			She liked do­ing it after the con­fine­ment of the sick cham­ber, where she was not now re­quired by reas­on of her moth­er’s im­prove­ment. Vi­ol­ent mo­tion re­lieved thought. The plot of ground was in a high, dry, open en­clos­ure, where there were forty or fifty such pieces, and where la­bour was at its briskest when the hired la­bour of the day had ended. Dig­ging began usu­ally at six o’clock and ex­ten­ded in­def­in­itely in­to the dusk or moon­light. Just now heaps of dead weeds and re­fuse were burn­ing on many of the plots, the dry weath­er fa­vour­ing their com­bus­tion.

			One fine day Tess and ’Liza-Lu worked on here with their neigh­bours till the last rays of the sun smote flat upon the white pegs that di­vided the plots. As soon as twi­light suc­ceeded to sun­set the flare of the couch-grass and cab­bage-stalk fires began to light up the al­lot­ments fit­fully, their out­lines ap­pear­ing and dis­ap­pear­ing un­der the dense smoke as waf­ted by the wind. When a fire glowed, banks of smoke, blown level along the ground, would them­selves be­come il­lu­min­ated to an opaque lustre, screen­ing the work­people from one an­oth­er; and the mean­ing of the “pil­lar of a cloud,” which was a wall by day and a light by night, could be un­der­stood.

			As even­ing thickened, some of the garden­ing men and wo­men gave over for the night, but the great­er num­ber re­mained to get their plant­ing done, Tess be­ing among them, though she sent her sis­ter home. It was on one of the couch-burn­ing plots that she la­boured with her fork, its four shin­ing prongs re­sound­ing against the stones and dry clods in little clicks. Some­times she was com­pletely in­volved in the smoke of her fire; then it would leave her fig­ure free, ir­ra­di­ated by the brassy glare from the heap. She was oddly dressed to­night, and presen­ted a some­what star­ing as­pect, her at­tire be­ing a gown bleached by many wash­ings, with a short black jack­et over it, the ef­fect of the whole be­ing that of a wed­ding and fu­ner­al guest in one. The wo­men fur­ther back wore white ap­rons, which, with their pale faces, were all that could be seen of them in the gloom, ex­cept when at mo­ments they caught a flash from the flames.

			West­ward, the wiry boughs of the bare thorn hedge which formed the bound­ary of the field rose against the pale opales­cence of the lower sky. Above, Jupiter hung like a full-blown jon­quil, so bright as al­most to throw a shade. A few small non­des­cript stars were ap­pear­ing else­where. In the dis­tance a dog barked, and wheels oc­ca­sion­ally rattled along the dry road.

			Still the prongs con­tin­ued to click as­sidu­ously, for it was not late; and though the air was fresh and keen there was a whis­per of spring in it that cheered the work­ers on. Some­thing in the place, the hours, the crack­ling fires, the fant­ast­ic mys­ter­ies of light and shade, made oth­ers as well as Tess en­joy be­ing there. Night­fall, which in the frost of winter comes as a fiend and in the warmth of sum­mer as a lov­er, came as a tran­quil­lizer on this March day.

			Nobody looked at his or her com­pan­ions. The eyes of all were on the soil as its turned sur­face was re­vealed by the fires. Hence as Tess stirred the clods and sang her fool­ish little songs with scarce now a hope that Clare would ever hear them, she did not for a long time no­tice the per­son who worked nearest to her—a man in a long smock­frock who, she found, was fork­ing the same plot as her­self, and whom she sup­posed her fath­er had sent there to ad­vance the work. She be­came more con­scious of him when the dir­ec­tion of his dig­ging brought him closer. Some­times the smoke di­vided them; then it swerved, and the two were vis­ible to each oth­er but di­vided from all the rest.

			Tess did not speak to her fel­low-work­er, nor did he speak to her. Nor did she think of him fur­ther than to re­col­lect that he had not been there when it was broad day­light, and that she did not know him as any one of the Mar­lott la­bour­ers, which was no won­der, her ab­sences hav­ing been so long and fre­quent of late years. By-and-by he dug so close to her that the fire-beams were re­flec­ted as dis­tinctly from the steel prongs of his fork as from her own. On go­ing up to the fire to throw a pitch of dead weeds upon it, she found that he did the same on the oth­er side. The fire flared up, and she be­held the face of d’Urberville.

			The un­ex­pec­ted­ness of his pres­ence, the grot­esque­ness of his ap­pear­ance in a gathered smock­frock, such as was now worn only by the most old-fash­ioned of the la­bour­ers, had a ghastly com­ic­al­ity that chilled her as to its bear­ing. D’Urberville emit­ted a low, long laugh.

			“If I were in­clined to joke, I should say, How much this seems like Para­dise!” he re­marked whim­sic­ally, look­ing at her with an in­clined head.

			“What do you say?” she weakly asked.

			“A jester might say this is just like Para­dise. You are Eve, and I am the old Oth­er One come to tempt you in the dis­guise of an in­feri­or an­im­al. I used to be quite up in that scene of Milton’s when I was theo­lo­gic­al. Some of it goes—

			
				
					“Empress, the way is ready, and not long,
					

					Bey­ond a row of myrtles
					

					⋮
					

					If thou ac­cept
					

					My con­duct, I can bring thee thith­er soon.”
					

					“Lead then,” said Eve.
				

			

			“And so on. My dear Tess, I am only put­ting this to you as a thing that you might have sup­posed or said quite un­truly, be­cause you think so badly of me.”

			“I nev­er said you were Satan, or thought it. I don’t think of you in that way at all. My thoughts of you are quite cold, ex­cept when you af­front me. What, did you come dig­ging here en­tirely be­cause of me?”

			“En­tirely. To see you; noth­ing more. The smock­frock, which I saw hanging for sale as I came along, was an af­ter­thought, that I mightn’t be no­ticed. I come to protest against your work­ing like this.”

			“But I like do­ing it—it is for my fath­er.”

			“Your en­gage­ment at the oth­er place is ended?”

			“Yes.”

			“Where are you go­ing to next? To join your dear hus­band?”

			She could not bear the hu­mi­li­at­ing re­mind­er.

			“O—I don’t know!” she said bit­terly. “I have no hus­band!”

			“It is quite true—in the sense you mean. But you have a friend, and I have de­term­ined that you shall be com­fort­able in spite of your­self. When you get down to your house you will see what I have sent there for you.”

			“O, Alec, I wish you wouldn’t give me any­thing at all! I can­not take it from you! I don’t like—it is not right!”

			“It is right!” he cried lightly. “I am not go­ing to see a wo­man whom I feel so ten­derly for as I do for you in trouble without try­ing to help her.”

			“But I am very well off! I am only in trouble about—about—not about liv­ing at all!”

			She turned, and des­per­ately re­sumed her dig­ging, tears drip­ping upon the fork-handle and upon the clods.

			“About the chil­dren—your broth­ers and sis­ters,” he re­sumed. “I’ve been think­ing of them.”

			Tess’s heart quivered—he was touch­ing her in a weak place. He had di­vined her chief anxi­ety. Since re­turn­ing home her soul had gone out to those chil­dren with an af­fec­tion that was pas­sion­ate.

			“If your moth­er does not re­cov­er, some­body ought to do some­thing for them; since your fath­er will not be able to do much, I sup­pose?”

			“He can with my as­sist­ance. He must!”

			“And with mine.”

			“No, sir!”

			“How damned fool­ish this is!” burst out d’Urberville. “Why, he thinks we are the same fam­ily; and will be quite sat­is­fied!”

			“He don’t. I’ve un­de­ceived him.”

			“The more fool you!”

			D’Urberville in an­ger re­treated from her to the hedge, where he pulled off the long smock­frock which had dis­guised him; and rolling it up and push­ing it in­to the couch-fire, went away.

			Tess could not get on with her dig­ging after this; she felt rest­less; she wondered if he had gone back to her fath­er’s house; and tak­ing the fork in her hand pro­ceeded home­wards.

			Some twenty yards from the house she was met by one of her sis­ters.

			“O, Tessy—what do you think! ’Liza-Lu is a-cry­ing, and there’s a lot of folk in the house, and moth­er is a good deal bet­ter, but they think fath­er is dead!”

			The child real­ized the grandeur of the news; but not as yet its sad­ness, and stood look­ing at Tess with round-eyed im­port­ance till, be­hold­ing the ef­fect pro­duced upon her, she said—

			“What, Tess, shan’t we talk to fath­er nev­er no more?”

			“But fath­er was only a little bit ill!” ex­claimed Tess dis­trac­tedly.

			’Liza-Lu came up.

			“He dropped down just now, and the doc­tor who was there for moth­er said there was no chance for him, be­cause his heart was growed in.”

			Yes; the Durbey­field couple had changed places; the dy­ing one was out of danger, and the in­dis­posed one was dead. The news meant even more than it soun­ded. Her fath­er’s life had a value apart from his per­son­al achieve­ments, or per­haps it would not have had much. It was the last of the three lives for whose dur­a­tion the house and premises were held un­der a lease; and it had long been coveted by the ten­ant-farm­er for his reg­u­lar la­bour­ers, who were stin­ted in cot­tage ac­com­mod­a­tion. Moreover, “livi­ers” were dis­ap­proved of in vil­lages al­most as much as little free­hold­ers, be­cause of their in­de­pend­ence of man­ner, and when a lease de­term­ined it was nev­er re­newed.

			Thus the Durbey­fields, once d’Urbervilles, saw des­cend­ing upon them the des­tiny which, no doubt, when they were among the Olympi­ans of the county, they had caused to des­cend many a time, and severely enough, upon the heads of such land­less ones as they them­selves were now. So do flux and re­flux—the rhythm of change—al­tern­ate and per­sist in everything un­der the sky.

		
	
		
			LI

			At length it was the eve of Old Lady-Day, and the ag­ri­cul­tur­al world was in a fever of mo­bil­ity such as only oc­curs at that par­tic­u­lar date of the year. It is a day of ful­fil­ment; agree­ments for out­door ser­vice dur­ing the en­su­ing year, entered in­to at Candlemas, are to be now car­ried out. The la­bour­ers—or “work-folk,” as they used to call them­selves im­me­mori­ally till the oth­er word was in­tro­duced from without—who wish to re­main no longer in old places are re­mov­ing to the new farms.

			These an­nu­al mi­gra­tions from farm to farm were on the in­crease here. When Tess’s moth­er was a child the ma­jor­ity of the field-folk about Mar­lott had re­mained all their lives on one farm, which had been the home also of their fath­ers and grand­fath­ers; but lat­terly the de­sire for yearly re­mov­al had ris­en to a high pitch. With the young­er fam­il­ies it was a pleas­ant ex­cite­ment which might pos­sibly be an ad­vant­age. The Egypt of one fam­ily was the Land of Prom­ise to the fam­ily who saw it from a dis­tance, till by res­id­ence there it be­came it turn their Egypt also; and so they changed and changed.

			How­ever, all the muta­tions so in­creas­ingly dis­cern­ible in vil­lage life did not ori­gin­ate en­tirely in the ag­ri­cul­tur­al un­rest. A de­pop­u­la­tion was also go­ing on. The vil­lage had formerly con­tained, side by side with the ar­gi­cul­tur­al la­bour­ers, an in­ter­est­ing and bet­ter-in­formed class, rank­ing dis­tinctly above the former—the class to which Tess’s fath­er and moth­er had be­longed—and in­clud­ing the car­penter, the smith, the shoe­maker, the huck­ster, to­geth­er with non­des­cript work­ers oth­er than farm-la­bour­ers; a set of people who owed a cer­tain sta­bil­ity of aim and con­duct to the fact of their be­ing life­hold­ers like Tess’s fath­er, or copy­hold­ers, or oc­ca­sion­ally, small free­hold­ers. But as the long hold­ings fell in, they were sel­dom again let to sim­il­ar ten­ants, and were mostly pulled down, if not ab­so­lutely re­quired by the farm­er for his hands. Cot­tagers who were not dir­ectly em­ployed on the land were looked upon with dis­fa­vour, and the ban­ish­ment of some starved the trade of oth­ers, who were thus ob­liged to fol­low. These fam­il­ies, who had formed the back­bone of the vil­lage life in the past, who were the de­pos­it­ar­ies of the vil­lage tra­di­tions, had to seek refuge in the large centres; the pro­cess, hu­mor­ously des­ig­nated by stat­ist­i­cians as “the tend­ency of the rur­al pop­u­la­tion to­wards the large towns,” be­ing really the tend­ency of wa­ter to flow up­hill when forced by ma­chinery.

			The cot­tage ac­com­mod­a­tion at Mar­lott hav­ing been in this man­ner con­sid­er­ably cur­tailed by de­moli­tions, every house which re­mained stand­ing was re­quired by the ag­ri­cul­tur­ist for his work-people. Ever since the oc­cur­rence of the event which had cast such a shad­ow over Tess’s life, the Durbey­field fam­ily (whose des­cent was not cred­ited) had been ta­citly looked on as one which would have to go when their lease ended, if only in the in­terests of mor­al­ity. It was, in­deed, quite true that the house­hold had not been shin­ing ex­amples either of tem­per­ance, sober­ness, or chastity. The fath­er, and even the moth­er, had got drunk at times, the young­er chil­dren sel­dom had gone to church, and the eld­est daugh­ter had made queer uni­ons. By some means the vil­lage had to be kept pure. So on this, the first Lady-Day on which the Durbey­fields were ex­pellable, the house, be­ing roomy, was re­quired for a carter with a large fam­ily; and Wid­ow Joan, her daugh­ters Tess and ’Liza-Lu, the boy Ab­ra­ham, and the young­er chil­dren had to go else­where.

			On the even­ing pre­ced­ing their re­mov­al it was get­ting dark be­times by reas­on of a drizz­ling rain which blurred the sky. As it was the last night they would spend in the vil­lage which had been their home and birth­place, Mrs. Durbey­field, ’Liza-Lu, and Ab­ra­ham had gone out to bid some friends good­bye, and Tess was keep­ing house till they should re­turn.

			She was kneel­ing in the win­dow-bench, her face close to the case­ment, where an out­er pane of rain­wa­ter was slid­ing down the in­ner pane of glass. Her eyes res­ted on the web of a spider, prob­ably starved long ago, which had been mis­takenly placed in a corner where no flies ever came, and shivered in the slight draught through the case­ment. Tess was re­flect­ing on the po­s­i­tion of the house­hold, in which she per­ceived her own evil in­flu­ence. Had she not come home, her moth­er and the chil­dren might prob­ably have been al­lowed to stay on as weekly ten­ants. But she had been ob­served al­most im­me­di­ately on her re­turn by some people of scru­pu­lous char­ac­ter and great in­flu­ence: they had seen her id­ling in the church­yard, restor­ing as well as she could with a little trow­el a baby’s ob­lit­er­ated grave. By this means they had found that she was liv­ing here again; her moth­er was scol­ded for “har­bour­ing” her; sharp re­torts had en­sued from Joan, who had in­de­pend­ently offered to leave at once; she had been taken at her word; and here was the res­ult.

			“I ought nev­er to have come home,” said Tess to her­self, bit­terly.

			She was so in­tent upon these thoughts that she hardly at first took note of a man in a white mack­in­tosh whom she saw rid­ing down the street. Pos­sibly it was ow­ing to her face be­ing near to the pane that he saw her so quickly, and dir­ec­ted his horse so close to the cot­tage-front that his hoofs were al­most upon the nar­row bor­der for plants grow­ing un­der the wall. It was not till he touched the win­dow with his rid­ing-crop that she ob­served him. The rain had nearly ceased, and she opened the case­ment in obed­i­ence to his ges­ture.

			“Didn’t you see me?” asked d’Urberville.

			“I was not at­tend­ing,” she said. “I heard you, I be­lieve, though I fan­cied it was a car­riage and horses. I was in a sort of dream.”

			“Ah! you heard the d’Urberville Coach, per­haps. You know the le­gend, I sup­pose?”

			“No. My—some­body was go­ing to tell it me once, but didn’t.”

			“If you are a genu­ine d’Urberville I ought not to tell you either, I sup­pose. As for me, I’m a sham one, so it doesn’t mat­ter. It is rather dis­mal. It is that this sound of a nonex­ist­ent coach can only be heard by one of d’Urberville blood, and it is held to be of ill-omen to the one who hears it. It has to do with a murder, com­mit­ted by one of the fam­ily, cen­tur­ies ago.”

			“Now you have be­gun it, fin­ish it.”

			“Very well. One of the fam­ily is said to have ab­duc­ted some beau­ti­ful wo­man, who tried to es­cape from the coach in which he was car­ry­ing her off, and in the struggle he killed her—or she killed him—I for­get which. Such is one ver­sion of the tale … I see that your tubs and buck­ets are packed. Go­ing away, aren’t you?”

			“Yes, to­mor­row—Old Lady Day.”

			“I heard you were, but could hardly be­lieve it; it seems so sud­den. Why is it?”

			“Fath­er’s was the last life on the prop­erty, and when that dropped we had no fur­ther right to stay. Though we might, per­haps, have stayed as weekly ten­ants—if it had not been for me.”

			“What about you?”

			“I am not a—prop­er wo­man.”

			D’Urberville’s face flushed.

			“What a blas­ted shame! Miser­able snobs! May their dirty souls be burnt to cinders!” he ex­claimed in tones of iron­ic re­sent­ment. “That’s why you are go­ing, is it? Turned out?”

			“We are not turned out ex­actly; but as they said we should have to go soon, it was best to go now every­body was mov­ing, be­cause there are bet­ter chances.”

			“Where are you go­ing to?”

			“Kings­bere. We have taken rooms there. Moth­er is so fool­ish about fath­er’s people that she will go there.”

			“But your moth­er’s fam­ily are not fit for lodgings, and in a little hole of a town like that. Now why not come to my garden-house at Trantridge? There are hardly any poultry now, since my moth­er’s death; but there’s the house, as you know it, and the garden. It can be white­washed in a day, and your moth­er can live there quite com­fort­ably; and I will put the chil­dren to a good school. Really I ought to do some­thing for you!”

			“But we have already taken the rooms at Kings­bere!” she de­clared. “And we can wait there—”

			“Wait—what for? For that nice hus­band, no doubt. Now look here, Tess, I know what men are, and, bear­ing in mind the grounds of your sep­ar­a­tion, I am quite pos­it­ive he will nev­er make it up with you. Now, though I have been your en­emy, I am your friend, even if you won’t be­lieve it. Come to this cot­tage of mine. We’ll get up a reg­u­lar colony of fowls, and your moth­er can at­tend to them ex­cel­lently; and the chil­dren can go to school.”

			Tess breathed more and more quickly, and at length she said—

			“How do I know that you would do all this? Your views may change—and then—we should be—my moth­er would be—home­less again.”

			“O no—no. I would guar­an­tee you against such as that in writ­ing, if ne­ces­sary. Think it over.”

			Tess shook her head. But d’Urberville per­sisted; she had sel­dom seen him so de­term­ined; he would not take a neg­at­ive.

			“Please just tell your moth­er,” he said, in em­phat­ic tones. “It is her busi­ness to judge—not yours. I shall get the house swept out and whitened to­mor­row morn­ing, and fires lit; and it will be dry by the even­ing, so that you can come straight there. Now mind, I shall ex­pect you.”

			Tess again shook her head, her throat swell­ing with com­plic­ated emo­tion. She could not look up at d’Urberville.

			“I owe you some­thing for the past, you know,” he re­sumed. “And you cured me, too, of that craze; so I am glad—”

			“I would rather you had kept the craze, so that you had kept the prac­tice which went with it!”

			“I am glad of this op­por­tun­ity of re­pay­ing you a little. To­mor­row I shall ex­pect to hear your moth­er’s goods un­load­ing … Give me your hand on it now—dear, beau­ti­ful Tess!”

			With the last sen­tence he had dropped his voice to a mur­mur, and put his hand in at the half-open case­ment. With stormy eyes she pulled the stay-bar quickly, and, in do­ing so, caught his arm between the case­ment and the stone mul­lion.

			“Dam­na­tion—you are very cruel!” he said, snatch­ing out his arm. “No, no!—I know you didn’t do it on pur­pose. Well I shall ex­pect you, or your moth­er and chil­dren at least.”

			“I shall not come—I have plenty of money!” she cried.

			“Where?”

			“At my fath­er-in-law’s, if I ask for it.”

			“If you ask for it. But you won’t, Tess; I know you; you’ll nev­er ask for it—you’ll starve first!”

			With these words he rode off. Just at the corner of the street he met the man with the paint-pot, who asked him if he had deser­ted the brethren.

			“You go to the dev­il!” said d’Urberville.

			Tess re­mained where she was a long while, till a sud­den re­bel­li­ous sense of in­justice caused the re­gion of her eyes to swell with the rush of hot tears thith­er. Her hus­band, An­gel Clare him­self, had, like oth­ers, dealt out hard meas­ure to her; surely he had! She had nev­er be­fore ad­mit­ted such a thought; but he had surely! Nev­er in her life—she could swear it from the bot­tom of her soul—had she ever in­ten­ded to do wrong; yet these hard judge­ments had come. Whatever her sins, they were not sins of in­ten­tion, but of in­ad­vert­ence, and why should she have been pun­ished so per­sist­ently?

			She pas­sion­ately seized the first piece of pa­per that came to hand, and scribbled the fol­low­ing lines:

			
				O why have you treated me so mon­strously, An­gel! I do not de­serve it. I have thought it all over care­fully, and I can nev­er, nev­er for­give you! You know that I did not in­tend to wrong you—why have you so wronged me? You are cruel, cruel in­deed! I will try to for­get you. It is all in­justice I have re­ceived at your hands!

				
					
						T.
					

				
			

			She watched till the post­man passed by, ran out to him with her epistle, and then again took her list­less place in­side the win­dowpanes.

			It was just as well to write like that as to write ten­derly. How could he give way to en­treaty? The facts had not changed: there was no new event to al­ter his opin­ion.

			It grew dark­er, the fire­light shin­ing over the room. The two biggest of the young­er chil­dren had gone out with their moth­er; the four smal­lest, their ages ran­ging from three-and-a-half years to el­ev­en, all in black frocks, were gathered round the hearth bab­bling their own little sub­jects. Tess at length joined them, without light­ing a candle.

			“This is the last night that we shall sleep here, dears, in the house where we were born,” she said quickly. “We ought to think of it, oughtn’t we?”

			They all be­came si­lent; with the im­press­ib­il­ity of their age they were ready to burst in­to tears at the pic­ture of fi­nal­ity she had con­jured up, though all the day hitherto they had been re­joicing in the idea of a new place. Tess changed the sub­ject.

			“Sing to me, dears,” she said.

			“What shall we sing?”

			“Any­thing you know; I don’t mind.”

			There was a mo­ment­ary pause; it was broken, first, in one little tent­at­ive note; then a second voice strengthened it, and a third and a fourth chimed in uni­son, with words they had learnt at the Sunday-school—

			
				
					Here we suf­fer grief and pain,
					

					Here we meet to part again;
					

					In Heav­en we part no more.
				

			

			The four sang on with the phleg­mat­ic passiv­ity of per­sons who had long ago settled the ques­tion, and there be­ing no mis­take about it, felt that fur­ther thought was not re­quired. With fea­tures strained hard to enun­ci­ate the syl­lables they con­tin­ued to re­gard the centre of the flick­er­ing fire, the notes of the young­est stray­ing over in­to the pauses of the rest.

			Tess turned from them, and went to the win­dow again. Dark­ness had now fallen without, but she put her face to the pane as though to peer in­to the gloom. It was really to hide her tears. If she could only be­lieve what the chil­dren were singing; if she were only sure, how dif­fer­ent all would now be; how con­fid­ently she would leave them to Provid­ence and their fu­ture king­dom! But, in de­fault of that, it be­hoved her to do some­thing; to be their Provid­ence; for to Tess, as to not a few mil­lions of oth­ers, there was ghastly satire in the poet’s lines—

			
				
					Not in ut­ter na­ked­ness
					

					But trail­ing clouds of glory do we come.
				

			

			To her and her like, birth it­self was an or­deal of de­grad­ing per­son­al com­pul­sion, whose gra­tu­it­ous­ness noth­ing in the res­ult seemed to jus­ti­fy, and at best could only pal­li­ate.

			In the shades of the wet road she soon dis­cerned her moth­er with tall ’Liza-Lu and Ab­ra­ham. Mrs. Durbey­field’s pat­tens clicked up to the door, and Tess opened it.

			“I see the tracks of a horse out­side the win­dow,” said Joan. “Hev some­body called?”

			“No,” said Tess.

			The chil­dren by the fire looked gravely at her, and one mur­mured—

			“Why, Tess, the gen­tle­man a-horse­back!”

			“He didn’t call,” said Tess. “He spoke to me in passing.”

			“Who was the gen­tle­man?” asked the moth­er. “Your hus­band?”

			“No. He’ll nev­er, nev­er come,” answered Tess in stony hope­less­ness.

			“Then who was it?”

			“Oh, you needn’t ask. You’ve seen him be­fore, and so have I.”

			“Ah! What did he say?” said Joan curi­ously.

			“I will tell you when we are settled in our lodging at Kings­bere to­mor­row—every word.”

			It was not her hus­band, she had said. Yet a con­scious­ness that in a phys­ic­al sense this man alone was her hus­band seemed to weigh on her more and more.

		
	
		
			LII

			Dur­ing the small hours of the next morn­ing, while it was still dark, dwell­ers near the high­ways were con­scious of a dis­turb­ance of their night’s rest by rum­bling noises, in­ter­mit­tently con­tinu­ing till day­light—noises as cer­tain to re­cur in this par­tic­u­lar first week of the month as the voice of the cuckoo in the third week of the same. They were the pre­lim­in­ar­ies of the gen­er­al re­mov­al, the passing of the empty wag­ons and teams to fetch the goods of the mi­grat­ing fam­il­ies; for it was al­ways by the vehicle of the farm­er who re­quired his ser­vices that the hired man was con­veyed to his des­tin­a­tion. That this might be ac­com­plished with­in the day was the ex­plan­a­tion of the re­ver­ber­a­tion oc­cur­ring so soon after mid­night, the aim of the carters be­ing to reach the door of the out­go­ing house­holds by six o’clock, when the load­ing of their mov­ables at once began.

			But to Tess and her moth­er’s house­hold no such anxious farm­er sent his team. They were only wo­men; they were not reg­u­lar la­bour­ers; they were not par­tic­u­larly re­quired any­where; hence they had to hire a wag­on at their own ex­pense, and got noth­ing sent gra­tu­it­ously.

			It was a re­lief to Tess, when she looked out of the win­dow that morn­ing, to find that though the weath­er was windy and lour­ing, it did not rain, and that the wag­on had come. A wet Lady-Day was a spectre which re­mov­ing fam­il­ies nev­er for­got; damp fur­niture, damp bed­ding, damp cloth­ing ac­com­pan­ied it, and left a train of ills.

			Her moth­er, ’Liza-Lu, and Ab­ra­ham were also awake, but the young­er chil­dren were let sleep on. The four break­fas­ted by the thin light, and the “house-rid­ding” was taken in hand.

			It pro­ceeded with some cheer­ful­ness, a friendly neigh­bour or two as­sist­ing. When the large art­icles of fur­niture had been packed in po­s­i­tion, a cir­cu­lar nest was made of the beds and bed­ding, in which Joan Durbey­field and the young chil­dren were to sit through the jour­ney. After load­ing there was a long delay be­fore the horses were brought, these hav­ing been un­har­nessed dur­ing the rid­ding; but at length, about two o’clock, the whole was un­der way, the cook­ing-pot swinging from the axle of the wag­on, Mrs. Durbey­field and fam­ily at the top, the mat­ron hav­ing in her lap, to pre­vent in­jury to its works, the head of the clock, which, at any ex­cep­tion­al lurch of the wag­on, struck one, or one-and-a-half, in hurt tones. Tess and the next eld­est girl walked along­side till they were out of the vil­lage.

			They had called on a few neigh­bours that morn­ing and the pre­vi­ous even­ing, and some came to see them off, all wish­ing them well, though, in their secret hearts, hardly ex­pect­ing wel­fare pos­sible to such a fam­ily, harm­less as the Durbey­fields were to all ex­cept them­selves. Soon the equipage began to as­cend to high­er ground, and the wind grew keen­er with the change of level and soil.

			The day be­ing the sixth of April, the Durbey­field wag­on met many oth­er wag­ons with fam­il­ies on the sum­mit of the load, which was built on a well-nigh un­vary­ing prin­ciple, as pe­cu­li­ar, prob­ably, to the rur­al la­bour­er as the hexagon to the bee. The ground­work of the ar­range­ment was the fam­ily dress­er, which, with its shin­ing handles, and fin­ger­marks, and do­mest­ic evid­ences thick upon it, stood im­port­antly in front, over the tails of the shaft-horses, in its erect and nat­ur­al po­s­i­tion, like some Ark of the Cov­en­ant that they were bound to carry rev­er­ently.

			Some of the house­holds were lively, some mourn­ful; some were stop­ping at the doors of way­side inns; where, in due time, the Durbey­field me­na­ger­ie also drew up to bait horses and re­fresh the trav­el­lers.

			Dur­ing the halt Tess’s eyes fell upon a three-pint blue mug, which was as­cend­ing and des­cend­ing through the air to and from the fem­in­ine sec­tion of a house­hold, sit­ting on the sum­mit of a load that had also drawn up at a little dis­tance from the same inn. She fol­lowed one of the mug’s jour­neys up­ward, and per­ceived it to be clasped by hands whose own­er she well knew. Tess went to­wards the wag­on.

			“Mari­an and Izz!” she cried to the girls, for it was they, sit­ting with the mov­ing fam­ily at whose house they had lodged. “Are you house-rid­ding today, like every­body else?”

			They were, they said. It had been too rough a life for them at Flint­comb-Ash, and they had come away, al­most without no­tice, leav­ing Groby to pro­sec­ute them if he chose. They told Tess their des­tin­a­tion, and Tess told them hers.

			Mari­an leant over the load, and lowered her voice. “Do you know that the gen­tle­man who fol­lows ’ee—you’ll guess who I mean—came to ask for ’ee at Flint­comb after you had gone? We didn’t tell’n where you was, know­ing you wouldn’t wish to see him.”

			“Ah—but I did see him!” Tess mur­mured. “He found me.”

			“And do he know where you be go­ing?”

			“I think so.”

			“Hus­band come back?”

			“No.”

			She bade her ac­quaint­ance good­bye—for the re­spect­ive carters had now come out from the inn—and the two wag­ons re­sumed their jour­ney in op­pos­ite dir­ec­tions; the vehicle where­on sat Mari­an, Izz, and the plough­man’s fam­ily with whom they had thrown in their lot, be­ing brightly painted, and drawn by three power­ful horses with shin­ing brass or­na­ments on their har­ness; while the wag­on on which Mrs. Durbey­field and her fam­ily rode was a creak­ing erec­tion that would scarcely bear the weight of the su­per­in­cum­bent load; one which had known no paint since it was made, and drawn by two horses only. The con­trast well marked the dif­fer­ence between be­ing fetched by a thriv­ing farm­er and con­vey­ing one­self whith­er no hirer waited one’s com­ing.

			The dis­tance was great—too great for a day’s jour­ney—and it was with the ut­most dif­fi­culty that the horses per­formed it. Though they had star­ted so early, it was quite late in the af­ter­noon when they turned the flank of an em­in­ence which formed part of the up­land called Green­hill. While the horses stood to stale and breathe them­selves Tess looked around. Un­der the hill, and just ahead of them, was the half-dead town­let of their pil­grim­age, Kings­bere, where lay those an­cest­ors of whom her fath­er had spoken and sung to pain­ful­ness: Kings­bere, the spot of all spots in the world which could be con­sidered the d’Urbervilles’ home, since they had resided there for full five hun­dred years.

			A man could be seen ad­van­cing from the out­skirts to­wards them, and when he be­held the nature of their wag­on-load he quickened his steps.

			“You be the wo­man they call Mrs. Durbey­field, I reck­on?” he said to Tess’s moth­er, who had des­cen­ded to walk the re­mainder of the way.

			She nod­ded. “Though wid­ow of the late Sir John d’Urberville, poor no­ble­man, if I cared for my rights; and re­turn­ing to the do­main of his fore­fath­ers.”

			“Oh? Well, I know noth­ing about that; but if you be Mrs. Durbey­field, I am sent to tell ’ee that the rooms you wanted be let. We didn’t know that you was com­ing till we got your let­ter this morn­ing—when ’twas too late. But no doubt you can get oth­er lodgings some­where.”

			The man had no­ticed the face of Tess, which had be­come ash-pale at his in­tel­li­gence. Her moth­er looked hope­lessly at fault. “What shall we do now, Tess?” she said bit­terly. “Here’s a wel­come to your an­cest­ors’ lands! How­ever, let’s try fur­ther.”

			They moved on in­to the town, and tried with all their might, Tess re­main­ing with the wag­on to take care of the chil­dren whilst her moth­er and ’Liza-Lu made in­quir­ies. At the last re­turn of Joan to the vehicle, an hour later, when her search for ac­com­mod­a­tion had still been fruit­less, the driver of the wag­on said the goods must be un­loaded, as the horses were half-dead, and he was bound to re­turn part of the way at least that night.

			“Very well—un­load it here,” said Joan reck­lessly. “I’ll get shel­ter some­where.”

			The wag­on had drawn up un­der the church­yard wall, in a spot screened from view, and the driver, noth­ing loth, soon hauled down the poor heap of house­hold goods. This done, she paid him, re­du­cing her­self to al­most her last shil­ling thereby, and he moved off and left them, only too glad to get out of fur­ther deal­ings with such a fam­ily. It was a dry night, and he guessed that they would come to no harm.

			Tess gazed des­per­ately at the pile of fur­niture. The cold sun­light of this spring even­ing peered in­vi­di­ously upon the crocks and kettles, upon the bunches of dried herbs shiv­er­ing in the breeze, upon the brass handles of the dress­er, upon the wick­er-cradle they had all been rocked in, and upon the well-rubbed clock-case, all of which gave out the re­proach­ful gleam of in­door art­icles aban­doned to the vi­cis­situdes of a roof­less ex­pos­ure for which they were nev­er made. Round about were de­parked hills and slopes—now cut up in­to little pad­docks—and the green found­a­tions that showed where the d’Urberville man­sion once had stood; also an outly­ing stretch of Eg­don Heath that had al­ways be­longed to the es­tate. Hard by, the aisle of the church called the d’Urberville Aisle looked on im­per­turb­ably.

			“Isn’t your fam­ily vault your own free­hold?” said Tess’s moth­er, as she re­turned from a re­con­noitre of the church and grave­yard. “Why, of course ’tis, and that’s where we will camp, girls, till the place of your an­cest­ors finds us a roof! Now, Tess and ’Liza and Ab­ra­ham, you help me. We’ll make a nest for these chil­dren, and then we’ll have an­oth­er look round.”

			Tess list­lessly lent a hand, and in a quarter of an hour the old four-post bed­stead was dis­so­ci­ated from the heap of goods, and erec­ted un­der the south wall of the church, the part of the build­ing known as the d’Urberville Aisle, be­neath which the huge vaults lay. Over the test­er of the bed­stead was a beau­ti­ful tracer­ied win­dow, of many lights, its date be­ing the fif­teenth cen­tury. It was called the d’Urberville Win­dow, and in the up­per part could be dis­cerned her­ald­ic em­blems like those on Durbey­field’s old seal and spoon.

			Joan drew the cur­tains round the bed so as to make an ex­cel­lent tent of it, and put the smal­ler chil­dren in­side. “If it comes to the worst we can sleep there too, for one night,” she said. “But let us try fur­ther on, and get some­thing for the dears to eat! O, Tess, what’s the use of your play­ing at mar­ry­ing gen­tle­men, if it leaves us like this!”

			Ac­com­pan­ied by ’Liza-Lu and the boy, she again as­cen­ded the little lane which se­cluded the church from the town­let. As soon as they got in­to the street they be­held a man on horse­back gaz­ing up and down. “Ah—I’m look­ing for you!” he said, rid­ing up to them. “This is in­deed a fam­ily gath­er­ing on the his­tor­ic spot!”

			It was Alec d’Urberville. “Where is Tess?” he asked.

			Per­son­ally Joan had no lik­ing for Alec. She curs­or­ily sig­ni­fied the dir­ec­tion of the church, and went on, d’Urberville say­ing that he would see them again, in case they should be still un­suc­cess­ful in their search for shel­ter, of which he had just heard. When they had gone, d’Urberville rode to the inn, and shortly after came out on foot.

			In the in­ter­im Tess, left with the chil­dren in­side the bed­stead, re­mained talk­ing with them awhile, till, see­ing that no more could be done to make them com­fort­able just then, she walked about the church­yard, now be­gin­ning to be em­browned by the shades of night­fall. The door of the church was un­fastened, and she entered it for the first time in her life.

			With­in the win­dow un­der which the bed­stead stood were the tombs of the fam­ily, cov­er­ing in their dates sev­er­al cen­tur­ies. They were can­op­ied, al­tar-shaped, and plain; their carvings be­ing de­faced and broken; their brasses torn from the matrices, the riv­et-holes re­main­ing like mar­tin-holes in a sand­cliff. Of all the re­mind­ers that she had ever re­ceived that her people were so­cially ex­tinct, there was none so for­cible as this spo­li­ation.

			She drew near to a dark stone on which was in­scribed:

			
				
					Os­ti­um sepulchri an­ti­quae fa­mili­ae d’Urberville
				

			

			Tess did not read Church-Lat­in like a Car­din­al, but she knew that this was the door of her an­ces­tral sep­ulchre, and that the tall knights of whom her fath­er had chanted in his cups lay in­side.

			She mus­ingly turned to with­draw, passing near an al­tar-tomb, the old­est of them all, on which was a re­cum­bent fig­ure. In the dusk she had not no­ticed it be­fore, and would hardly have no­ticed it now but for an odd fancy that the ef­figy moved. As soon as she drew close to it she dis­covered all in a mo­ment that the fig­ure was a liv­ing per­son; and the shock to her sense of not hav­ing been alone was so vi­ol­ent that she was quite over­come, and sank down nigh to faint­ing, not, how­ever, till she had re­cog­nized Alec d’Urberville in the form.

			He leapt off the slab and sup­por­ted her.

			“I saw you come in,” he said smil­ing, “and got up there not to in­ter­rupt your med­it­a­tions. A fam­ily gath­er­ing, is it not, with these old fel­lows un­der us here? Listen.”

			He stamped with his heel heav­ily on the floor; whereupon there arose a hol­low echo from be­low.

			“That shook them a bit, I’ll war­rant!” he con­tin­ued. “And you thought I was the mere stone re­pro­duc­tion of one of them. But no. The old or­der chan­geth. The little fin­ger of the sham d’Urberville can do more for you than the whole dyn­asty of the real un­der­neath … Now com­mand me. What shall I do?”

			“Go away!” she mur­mured.

			“I will—I’ll look for your moth­er,” said he blandly. But in passing her he whispered: “Mind this; you’ll be civil yet!”

			When he was gone she bent down upon the en­trance to the vaults, and said—

			“Why am I on the wrong side of this door!”

			

			In the mean­time Mari­an and Izz Huett had jour­neyed on­ward with the chat­tels of the plough­man in the dir­ec­tion of their land of Canaan—the Egypt of some oth­er fam­ily who had left it only that morn­ing. But the girls did not for a long time think of where they were go­ing. Their talk was of An­gel Clare and Tess, and Tess’s per­sist­ent lov­er, whose con­nec­tion with her pre­vi­ous his­tory they had partly heard and partly guessed ere this.

			“ ’Tisn’t as though she had nev­er known him afore,” said Mari­an. “His hav­ing won her once makes all the dif­fer­ence in the world. ’Twould be a thou­sand pit­ies if he were to tole her away again. Mr. Clare can nev­er be any­thing to us, Izz; and why should we grudge him to her, and not try to mend this quar­rel? If he could on’y know what straits she’s put to, and what’s hov­er­ing round, he might come to take care of his own.”

			“Could we let him know?”

			They thought of this all the way to their des­tin­a­tion; but the bustle of rees­tab­lish­ment in their new place took up all their at­ten­tion then. But when they were settled, a month later, they heard of Clare’s ap­proach­ing re­turn, though they had learnt noth­ing more of Tess. Upon that, agit­ated anew by their at­tach­ment to him, yet hon­our­ably dis­posed to her, Mari­an un­corked the penny ink-bottle they shared, and a few lines were con­cocted between the two girls.

			
				Hon­our’d Sir—

				Look to your Wife if you do love her as much as she do love you. For she is sore put to by an En­emy in the shape of a Friend. Sir, there is one near her who ought to be Away. A wo­man should not be try’d bey­ond her Strength, and con­tinu­al drop­ping will wear away a Stone—ay, more—a Dia­mond.

				
					From

					Two Well-Wish­ers

				
			

			This was ad­dressed to An­gel Clare at the only place they had ever heard him to be con­nec­ted with, Em­min­ster Vicar­age; after which they con­tin­ued in a mood of emo­tion­al ex­al­ta­tion at their own gen­er­os­ity, which made them sing in hys­ter­ic­al snatches and weep at the same time.

		
	
		
			
				
					Phase
					the Seventh
				

				Ful­fil­ment

			
		
	
		
			LIII

			It was even­ing at Em­min­ster Vicar­age. The two cus­tom­ary candles were burn­ing un­der their green shades in the Vicar’s study, but he had not been sit­ting there. Oc­ca­sion­ally he came in, stirred the small fire which suf­ficed for the in­creas­ing mild­ness of the spring, and went out again; some­times paus­ing at the front door, go­ing on to the draw­ing-room, then re­turn­ing again to the front door.

			It faced west­ward, and though gloom pre­vailed in­side, there was still light enough without to see with dis­tinct­ness. Mrs. Clare, who had been sit­ting in the draw­ing-room, fol­lowed him hith­er.

			“Plenty of time yet,” said the Vicar. “He doesn’t reach Chalk-New­ton till six, even if the train should be punc­tu­al, and ten miles of coun­try-road, five of them in Crim­mer­crock Lane, are not jogged over in a hurry by our old horse.”

			“But he has done it in an hour with us, my dear.”

			“Years ago.”

			Thus they passed the minutes, each well know­ing that this was only waste of breath, the one es­sen­tial be­ing simply to wait.

			At length there was a slight noise in the lane, and the old pony-chaise ap­peared in­deed out­side the rail­ings. They saw alight there­from a form which they af­fected to re­cog­nize, but would ac­tu­ally have passed by in the street without identi­fy­ing had he not got out of their car­riage at the par­tic­u­lar mo­ment when a par­tic­u­lar per­son was due.

			Mrs. Clare rushed through the dark pas­sage to the door, and her hus­band came more slowly after her.

			The new ar­rival, who was just about to enter, saw their anxious faces in the door­way and the gleam of the west in their spec­tacles be­cause they con­fron­ted the last rays of day; but they could only see his shape against the light.

			“O, my boy, my boy—home again at last!” cried Mrs. Clare, who cared no more at that mo­ment for the stains of het­ero­doxy which had caused all this sep­ar­a­tion than for the dust upon his clothes. What wo­man, in­deed, among the most faith­ful ad­her­ents of the truth, be­lieves the prom­ises and threats of the Word in the sense in which she be­lieves in her own chil­dren, or would not throw her theo­logy to the wind if weighed against their hap­pi­ness? As soon as they reached the room where the candles were lighted she looked at his face.

			“O, it is not An­gel—not my son—the An­gel who went away!” she cried in all the irony of sor­row, as she turned her­self aside.

			His fath­er, too, was shocked to see him, so re­duced was that fig­ure from its former con­tours by worry and the bad sea­son that Clare had ex­per­i­enced, in the cli­mate to which he had so rashly hur­ried in his first aver­sion to the mock­ery of events at home. You could see the skel­et­on be­hind the man, and al­most the ghost be­hind the skel­et­on. He matched Criv­elli’s Dead Chris­tus. His sunken eye-pits were of mor­bid hue, and the light in his eyes had waned. The an­gu­lar hol­lows and lines of his aged an­cest­ors had suc­ceeded to their reign in his face twenty years be­fore their time.

			“I was ill over there, you know,” he said. “I am all right now.”

			As if, how­ever, to falsi­fy this as­ser­tion, his legs seemed to give way, and he sud­denly sat down to save him­self from fall­ing. It was only a slight at­tack of faint­ness, res­ult­ing from the te­di­ous day’s jour­ney, and the ex­cite­ment of ar­rival.

			“Has any let­ter come for me lately?” he asked. “I re­ceived the last you sent on by the merest chance, and after con­sid­er­able delay through be­ing in­land; or I might have come soon­er.”

			“It was from your wife, we sup­posed?”

			“It was.”

			Only one oth­er had re­cently come. They had not sent it on to him, know­ing he would start for home so soon.

			He hast­ily opened the let­ter pro­duced, and was much dis­turbed to read in Tess’s hand­writ­ing the sen­ti­ments ex­pressed in her last hur­ried scrawl to him.

			
				O why have you treated me so mon­strously, An­gel! I do not de­serve it. I have thought it all over care­fully, and I can nev­er, nev­er for­give you! You know that I did not in­tend to wrong you—why have you so wronged me? You are cruel, cruel in­deed! I will try to for­get you. It is all in­justice I have re­ceived at your hands!

				
					
						T.
					

				
			

			“It is quite true!” said An­gel, throw­ing down the let­ter. “Per­haps she will nev­er be re­con­ciled to me!”

			“Don’t, An­gel, be so anxious about a mere child of the soil!” said his moth­er.

			“Child of the soil! Well, we all are chil­dren of the soil. I wish she were so in the sense you mean; but let me now ex­plain to you what I have nev­er ex­plained be­fore, that her fath­er is a des­cend­ant in the male line of one of the old­est Nor­man houses, like a good many oth­ers who lead ob­scure ag­ri­cul­tur­al lives in our vil­lages, and are dubbed ‘sons of the soil.’ ”

			He soon re­tired to bed; and the next morn­ing, feel­ing ex­ceed­ingly un­well, he re­mained in his room pon­der­ing. The cir­cum­stances amid which he had left Tess were such that though, while on the south of the Equat­or and just in re­ceipt of her lov­ing epistle, it had seemed the easi­est thing in the world to rush back in­to her arms the mo­ment he chose to for­give her, now that he had ar­rived it was not so easy as it had seemed. She was pas­sion­ate, and her present let­ter, show­ing that her es­tim­ate of him had changed un­der his delay—too justly changed, he sadly owned—made him ask him­self if it would be wise to con­front her un­an­nounced in the pres­ence of her par­ents. Sup­pos­ing that her love had in­deed turned to dis­like dur­ing the last weeks of sep­ar­a­tion, a sud­den meet­ing might lead to bit­ter words.

			Clare there­fore thought it would be best to pre­pare Tess and her fam­ily by send­ing a line to Mar­lott an­noun­cing his re­turn, and his hope that she was still liv­ing with them there, as he had ar­ranged for her to do when he left Eng­land. He des­patched the in­quiry that very day, and be­fore the week was out there came a short reply from Mrs. Durbey­field which did not re­move his em­bar­rass­ment, for it bore no ad­dress, though to his sur­prise it was not writ­ten from Mar­lott.

			
				Sir,

				I write these few lines to say that my daugh­ter is away from me at present, and I am not sure when she will re­turn, but I will let you know as soon as she do. I do not feel at liberty to tell you where she is tem­perly bid­ing. I should say that me and my fam­ily have left Mar­lott for some time.—

				
					Yours,

					J. Durbey­field

				
			

			It was such a re­lief to Clare to learn that Tess was at least ap­par­ently well that her moth­er’s stiff reti­cence as to her where­abouts did not long dis­tress him. They were all angry with him, evid­ently. He would wait till Mrs. Durbey­field could in­form him of Tess’s re­turn, which her let­ter im­plied to be soon. He de­served no more. His had been a love “which al­ters when it al­ter­a­tion finds.” He had un­der­gone some strange ex­per­i­ences in his ab­sence; he had seen the vir­tu­al Faustina in the lit­er­al Cor­ne­lia, a spir­itu­al Lu­cre­tia in a cor­por­eal Phryne; he had thought of the wo­man taken and set in the midst as one de­serving to be stoned, and of the wife of Uri­ah be­ing made a queen; and he had asked him­self why he had not judged Tess con­struct­ively rather than bio­graph­ic­ally, by the will rather than by the deed?

			A day or two passed while he waited at his fath­er’s house for the prom­ised second note from Joan Durbey­field, and in­dir­ectly to re­cov­er a little more strength. The strength showed signs of com­ing back, but there was no sign of Joan’s let­ter. Then he hunted up the old let­ter sent on to him in Brazil, which Tess had writ­ten from Flint­comb-Ash, and re­read it. The sen­tences touched him now as much as when he had first per­used them.

			
				… I must cry to you in my trouble—I have no one else! … I think I must die if you do not come soon, or tell me to come to you … please, please, not to be just—only a little kind to me … If you would come, I could die in your arms! I would be well con­tent to do that if so be you had for­giv­en me! … if you will send me one little line, and say, “I am com­ing soon,” I will bide on, An­gel—O, so cheer­fully! … think how it do hurt my heart not to see you ever—ever! Ah, if I could only make your dear heart ache one little minute of each day as mine does every day and all day long, it might lead you to show pity to your poor lonely one. … I would be con­tent, ay, glad, to live with you as your ser­vant, if I may not as your wife; so that I could only be near you, and get glimpses of you, and think of you as mine. … I long for only one thing in heav­en or earth or un­der the earth, to meet you, my own dear! Come to me—come to me, and save me from what threatens me!

			

			Clare de­term­ined that he would no longer be­lieve in her more re­cent and severer re­gard of him, but would go and find her im­me­di­ately. He asked his fath­er if she had ap­plied for any money dur­ing his ab­sence. His fath­er re­turned a neg­at­ive, and then for the first time it oc­curred to An­gel that her pride had stood in her way, and that she had suffered priva­tion. From his re­marks his par­ents now gathered the real reas­on of the sep­ar­a­tion; and their Chris­tian­ity was such that, rep­rob­ates be­ing their es­pe­cial care, the ten­der­ness to­wards Tess which her blood, her sim­pli­city, even her poverty, had not en­gendered, was in­stantly ex­cited by her sin.

			Whilst he was hast­ily pack­ing to­geth­er a few art­icles for his jour­ney he glanced over a poor plain missive also lately come to hand—the one from Mari­an and Izz Huett, be­gin­ning—

			
				Hon­our’d Sir,

				Look to your wife if you do love her as much as she do love you,

			

			and signed, “From Two Well-Wish­ers.”

		
	
		
			LIV

			In a quarter of an hour Clare was leav­ing the house, whence his moth­er watched his thin fig­ure as it dis­ap­peared in­to the street. He had de­clined to bor­row his fath­er’s old mare, well know­ing of its ne­ces­sity to the house­hold. He went to the inn, where he hired a trap, and could hardly wait dur­ing the har­ness­ing. In a very few minutes after, he was driv­ing up the hill out of the town which, three or four months earli­er in the year, Tess had des­cen­ded with such hopes and as­cen­ded with such shattered pur­poses.

			Ben­vill Lane soon stretched be­fore him, its hedges and trees purple with buds; but he was look­ing at oth­er things, and only re­called him­self to the scene suf­fi­ciently to en­able him to keep the way. In some­thing less than an hour-and-a-half he had skir­ted the south of the King’s Hin­tock es­tates and as­cen­ded to the un­to­ward solitude of Cross-in-Hand, the un­holy stone where­on Tess had been com­pelled by Alec d’Urberville, in his whim of re­form­a­tion, to swear the strange oath that she would nev­er wil­fully tempt him again. The pale and blas­ted nettle-stems of the pre­ced­ing year even now lingered na­kedly in the banks, young green nettles of the present spring grow­ing from their roots.

			Thence he went along the verge of the up­land over­hanging the oth­er Hin­tocks, and, turn­ing to the right, plunged in­to the bra­cing cal­careous re­gion of Flint­comb-Ash, the ad­dress from which she had writ­ten to him in one of the let­ters, and which he sup­posed to be the place of so­journ re­ferred to by her moth­er. Here, of course, he did not find her; and what ad­ded to his de­pres­sion was the dis­cov­ery that no “Mrs. Clare” had ever been heard of by the cot­tagers or by the farm­er him­self, though Tess was re­membered well enough by her Chris­ti­an name. His name she had ob­vi­ously nev­er used dur­ing their sep­ar­a­tion, and her dig­ni­fied sense of their total sev­er­ance was shown not much less by this ab­sten­tion than by the hard­ships she had chosen to un­der­go (of which he now learnt for the first time) rather than ap­ply to his fath­er for more funds.

			From this place they told him Tess Durbey­field had gone, without due no­tice, to the home of her par­ents on the oth­er side of Black­moor, and it there­fore be­came ne­ces­sary to find Mrs. Durbey­field. She had told him she was not now at Mar­lott, but had been curi­ously reti­cent as to her ac­tu­al ad­dress, and the only course was to go to Mar­lott and in­quire for it. The farm­er who had been so churl­ish with Tess was quite smooth-tongued to Clare, and lent him a horse and man to drive him to­wards Mar­lott, the gig he had ar­rived in be­ing sent back to Em­min­ster; for the lim­it of a day’s jour­ney with that horse was reached.

			Clare would not ac­cept the loan of the farm­er’s vehicle for a fur­ther dis­tance than to the out­skirts of the Vale, and, send­ing it back with the man who had driv­en him, he put up at an inn, and next day entered on foot the re­gion wherein was the spot of his dear Tess’s birth. It was as yet too early in the year for much col­our to ap­pear in the gar­dens and fo­liage; the so-called spring was but winter over­laid with a thin coat of green­ness, and it was of a par­cel with his ex­pect­a­tions.

			The house in which Tess had passed the years of her child­hood was now in­hab­ited by an­oth­er fam­ily who had nev­er known her. The new res­id­ents were in the garden, tak­ing as much in­terest in their own do­ings as if the homestead had nev­er passed its prim­al time in con­junc­tion with the his­tor­ies of oth­ers, be­side which the his­tor­ies of these were but as a tale told by an idi­ot. They walked about the garden paths with thoughts of their own con­cerns en­tirely up­per­most, bring­ing their ac­tions at every mo­ment in jar­ring col­li­sion with the dim ghosts be­hind them, talk­ing as though the time when Tess lived there were not one whit in­tenser in story than now. Even the spring birds sang over their heads as if they thought there was nobody miss­ing in par­tic­u­lar.

			On in­quiry of these pre­cious in­no­cents, to whom even the name of their pre­de­cessors was a fail­ing memory, Clare learned that John Durbey­field was dead; that his wid­ow and chil­dren had left Mar­lott, de­clar­ing that they were go­ing to live at Kings­bere, but in­stead of do­ing so had gone on to an­oth­er place they men­tioned. By this time Clare ab­horred the house for ceas­ing to con­tain Tess, and hastened away from its hated pres­ence without once look­ing back.

			His way was by the field in which he had first be­held her at the dance. It was as bad as the house—even worse. He passed on through the church­yard, where, amongst the new head­stones, he saw one of a some­what su­per­i­or design to the rest. The in­scrip­tion ran thus:

			
				In memory of John Durbey­field, rightly d’Urberville, of the once power­ful fam­ily of that name, and dir­ect des­cend­ant through an il­lus­tri­ous line from Sir Pa­gan d’Urberville, one of the Knights of the Con­quer­or. Died March 10th, 18—

				How Are the Mighty Fallen.

			

			Some man, ap­par­ently the sex­ton, had ob­served Clare stand­ing there, and drew nigh. “Ah, sir, now that’s a man who didn’t want to lie here, but wished to be car­ried to Kings­bere, where his an­cest­ors be.”

			“And why didn’t they re­spect his wish?”

			“Oh—no money. Bless your soul, sir, why—there, I wouldn’t wish to say it every­where, but—even this head­stone, for all the flour­ish wrote upon en, is not paid for.”

			“Ah, who put it up?”

			The man told the name of a ma­son in the vil­lage, and, on leav­ing the church­yard, Clare called at the ma­son’s house. He found that the state­ment was true, and paid the bill. This done, he turned in the dir­ec­tion of the mi­grants.

			The dis­tance was too long for a walk, but Clare felt such a strong de­sire for isol­a­tion that at first he would neither hire a con­vey­ance nor go to a cir­cuit­ous line of rail­way by which he might even­tu­ally reach the place. At Sha­ston, how­ever, he found he must hire; but the way was such that he did not enter Joan’s place till about sev­en o’clock in the even­ing, hav­ing tra­versed a dis­tance of over twenty miles since leav­ing Mar­lott.

			The vil­lage be­ing small he had little dif­fi­culty in find­ing Mrs. Durbey­field’s tene­ment, which was a house in a walled garden, re­mote from the main road, where she had stowed away her clumsy old fur­niture as best she could. It was plain that for some reas­on or oth­er she had not wished him to vis­it her, and he felt his call to be some­what of an in­tru­sion. She came to the door her­self, and the light from the even­ing sky fell upon her face.

			This was the first time that Clare had ever met her, but he was too pre­oc­cu­pied to ob­serve more than that she was still a hand­some wo­man, in the garb of a re­spect­able wid­ow. He was ob­liged to ex­plain that he was Tess’s hus­band, and his ob­ject in com­ing there, and he did it awk­wardly enough. “I want to see her at once,” he ad­ded. “You said you would write to me again, but you have not done so.”

			“Be­cause she’ve not come home,” said Joan.

			“Do you know if she is well?”

			“I don’t. But you ought to, sir,” said she.

			“I ad­mit it. Where is she stay­ing?”

			From the be­gin­ning of the in­ter­view Joan had dis­closed her em­bar­rass­ment by keep­ing her hand to the side of her cheek.

			“I—don’t know ex­actly where she is stay­ing,” she answered. “She was—but—”

			“Where was she?”

			“Well, she is not there now.”

			In her evas­ive­ness she paused again, and the young­er chil­dren had by this time crept to the door, where, pulling at his moth­er’s skirts, the young­est mur­mured—

			“Is this the gen­tle­man who is go­ing to marry Tess?”

			“He has mar­ried her,” Joan whispered. “Go in­side.”

			Clare saw her ef­forts for reti­cence, and asked—

			“Do you think Tess would wish me to try and find her? If not, of course—”

			“I don’t think she would.”

			“Are you sure?”

			“I am sure she wouldn’t.”

			He was turn­ing away; and then he thought of Tess’s tender let­ter.

			“I am sure she would!” he re­tor­ted pas­sion­ately. “I know her bet­ter than you do.”

			“That’s very likely, sir; for I have nev­er really known her.”

			“Please tell me her ad­dress, Mrs. Durbey­field, in kind­ness to a lonely wretched man!” Tess’s moth­er again rest­lessly swept her cheek with her ver­tic­al hand, and see­ing that he suffered, she at last said, is a low voice—

			“She is at Sand­bourne.”

			“Ah—where there? Sand­bourne has be­come a large place, they say.”

			“I don’t know more par­tic­u­larly than I have said—Sand­bourne. For my­self, I was nev­er there.”

			It was ap­par­ent that Joan spoke the truth in this, and he pressed her no fur­ther.

			“Are you in want of any­thing?” he said gently.

			“No, sir,” she replied. “We are fairly well provided for.”

			Without en­ter­ing the house Clare turned away. There was a sta­tion three miles ahead, and pay­ing off his coach­man, he walked thith­er. The last train to Sand­bourne left shortly after, and it bore Clare on its wheels.

		
	
		
			LV

			At el­ev­en o’clock that night, hav­ing se­cured a bed at one of the ho­tels and tele­graphed his ad­dress to his fath­er im­me­di­ately on his ar­rival, he walked out in­to the streets of Sand­bourne. It was too late to call on or in­quire for any­one, and he re­luct­antly post­poned his pur­pose till the morn­ing. But he could not re­tire to rest just yet.

			This fash­ion­able wa­ter­ing-place, with its east­ern and its west­ern sta­tions, its piers, its groves of pines, its prom­en­ades, and its covered gar­dens, was, to An­gel Clare, like a fairy place sud­denly cre­ated by the stroke of a wand, and al­lowed to get a little dusty. An outly­ing east­ern tract of the enorm­ous Eg­don Waste was close at hand, yet on the very verge of that tawny piece of an­tiquity such a glit­ter­ing nov­elty as this pleas­ure city had chosen to spring up. With­in the space of a mile from its out­skirts every ir­reg­u­lar­ity of the soil was pre­his­tor­ic, every chan­nel an un­dis­turbed Brit­ish track­way; not a sod hav­ing been turned there since the days of the Caesars. Yet the exot­ic had grown here, sud­denly as the proph­et’s gourd; and had drawn hith­er Tess.

			By the mid­night lamps he went up and down the wind­ing way of this new world in an old one, and could dis­cern between the trees and against the stars the lofty roofs, chim­neys, gazebos, and towers of the nu­mer­ous fanci­ful res­id­ences of which the place was com­posed. It was a city of de­tached man­sions; a Medi­ter­ranean loun­ging-place on the Eng­lish Chan­nel; and as seen now by night it seemed even more im­pos­ing than it was.

			The sea was near at hand, but not in­trus­ive; it mur­mured, and he thought it was the pines; the pines mur­mured in pre­cisely the same tones, and he thought they were the sea.

			Where could Tess pos­sibly be, a cot­tage-girl, his young wife, amidst all this wealth and fash­ion? The more he pondered, the more was he puzzled. Were there any cows to milk here? There cer­tainly were no fields to till. She was most prob­ably en­gaged to do some­thing in one of these large houses; and he sauntered along, look­ing at the cham­ber-win­dows and their lights go­ing out one by one, and wondered which of them might be hers.

			Con­jec­ture was use­less, and just after twelve o’clock he entered and went to bed. Be­fore put­ting out his light he re­read Tess’s im­pas­sioned let­ter. Sleep, how­ever, he could not—so near her, yet so far from her—and he con­tinu­ally lif­ted the win­dow-blind and re­garded the backs of the op­pos­ite houses, and wondered be­hind which of the sashes she re­posed at that mo­ment.

			He might al­most as well have sat up all night. In the morn­ing he arose at sev­en, and shortly after went out, tak­ing the dir­ec­tion of the chief post-of­fice. At the door he met an in­tel­li­gent post­man com­ing out with let­ters for the morn­ing de­liv­ery.

			“Do you know the ad­dress of a Mrs. Clare?” asked An­gel. The post­man shook his head.

			Then, re­mem­ber­ing that she would have been likely to con­tin­ue the use of her maid­en name, Clare said—

			“Of a Miss Durbey­field?”

			“Durbey­field?”

			This also was strange to the post­man ad­dressed.

			“There’s vis­it­ors com­ing and go­ing every day, as you know, sir,” he said; “and without the name of the house ’tis im­possible to find ’em.”

			One of his com­rades hasten­ing out at that mo­ment, the name was re­peated to him.

			“I know no name of Durbey­field; but there is the name of d’Urberville at The Her­ons,” said the second.

			“That’s it!” cried Clare, pleased to think that she had re­ver­ted to the real pro­nun­ci­ation. “What place is The Her­ons?”

			“A styl­ish lodging-house. ’Tis all lodging-houses here, bless ’ee.”

			Clare re­ceived dir­ec­tions how to find the house, and hastened thith­er, ar­riv­ing with the milk­man. The Her­ons, though an or­din­ary villa, stood in its own grounds, and was cer­tainly the last place in which one would have ex­pec­ted to find lodgings, so private was its ap­pear­ance. If poor Tess was a ser­vant here, as he feared, she would go to the back­door to that milk­man, and he was in­clined to go thith­er also. How­ever, in his doubts he turned to the front, and rang.

			The hour be­ing early, the land­lady her­self opened the door. Clare in­quired for Teresa d’Urberville or Durbey­field.

			“Mrs. d’Urberville?”

			“Yes.”

			Tess, then, passed as a mar­ried wo­man, and he felt glad, even though she had not ad­op­ted his name.

			“Will you kindly tell her that a re­l­at­ive is anxious to see her?”

			“It is rather early. What name shall I give, sir?”

			“An­gel.”

			“Mr. An­gel?”

			“No; An­gel. It is my Chris­ti­an name. She’ll un­der­stand.”

			“I’ll see if she is awake.”

			He was shown in­to the front room—the din­ing-room—and looked out through the spring cur­tains at the little lawn, and the rhodo­den­drons and oth­er shrubs upon it. Ob­vi­ously her po­s­i­tion was by no means so bad as he had feared, and it crossed his mind that she must some­how have claimed and sold the jew­els to at­tain it. He did not blame her for one mo­ment. Soon his sharpened ear de­tec­ted foot­steps upon the stairs, at which his heart thumped so pain­fully that he could hardly stand firm. “Dear me! what will she think of me, so altered as I am!” he said to him­self; and the door opened.

			Tess ap­peared on the threshold—not at all as he had ex­pec­ted to see her—be­wil­der­ingly oth­er­wise, in­deed. Her great nat­ur­al beauty was, if not heightened, rendered more ob­vi­ous by her at­tire. She was loosely wrapped in a cashmere dress­ing-gown of gray-white, em­broidered in half-mourn­ing tints, and she wore slip­pers of the same hue. Her neck rose out of a frill of down, and her well-re­membered cable of dark-brown hair was par­tially coiled up in a mass at the back of her head and partly hanging on her shoulder—the evid­ent res­ult of haste.

			He had held out his arms, but they had fallen again to his side; for she had not come for­ward, re­main­ing still in the open­ing of the door­way. Mere yel­low skel­et­on that he was now, he felt the con­trast between them, and thought his ap­pear­ance dis­taste­ful to her.

			“Tess!” he said husk­ily, “can you for­give me for go­ing away? Can’t you—come to me? How do you get to be—like this?”

			“It is too late,” said she, her voice sound­ing hard through the room, her eyes shin­ing un­nat­ur­ally.

			“I did not think rightly of you—I did not see you as you were!” he con­tin­ued to plead. “I have learnt to since, dearest Tessy mine!”

			“Too late, too late!” she said, wav­ing her hand in the im­pa­tience of a per­son whose tor­tures cause every in­stant to seem an hour. “Don’t come close to me, An­gel! No—you must not. Keep away.”

			“But don’t you love me, my dear wife, be­cause I have been so pulled down by ill­ness? You are not so fickle—I am come on pur­pose for you—my moth­er and fath­er will wel­come you now!”

			“Yes—O, yes, yes! But I say, I say it is too late.”

			She seemed to feel like a fu­git­ive in a dream, who tries to move away, but can­not. “Don’t you know all—don’t you know it? Yet how do you come here if you do not know?”

			“I in­quired here and there, and I found the way.”

			“I waited and waited for you,” she went on, her tones sud­denly re­sum­ing their old fluty pathos. “But you did not come! And I wrote to you, and you did not come! He kept on say­ing you would nev­er come any more, and that I was a fool­ish wo­man. He was very kind to me, and to moth­er, and to all of us after fath­er’s death. He—”

			“I don’t un­der­stand.”

			“He has won me back to him.”

			Clare looked at her keenly, then, gath­er­ing her mean­ing, flagged like one plague-stricken, and his glance sank; it fell on her hands, which, once rosy, were now white and more del­ic­ate.

			She con­tin­ued—

			“He is up­stairs. I hate him now, be­cause he told me a lie—that you would not come again; and you have come! These clothes are what he’s put upon me: I didn’t care what he did wi’ me! But—will you go away, An­gel, please, and nev­er come any more?”

			They stood fixed, their baffled hearts look­ing out of their eyes with a joy­less­ness pi­ti­ful to see. Both seemed to im­plore some­thing to shel­ter them from real­ity.

			“Ah—it is my fault!” said Clare.

			But he could not get on. Speech was as in­ex­press­ive as si­lence. But he had a vague con­scious­ness of one thing, though it was not clear to him till later; that his ori­gin­al Tess had spir­itu­ally ceased to re­cog­nize the body be­fore him as hers—al­low­ing it to drift, like a corpse upon the cur­rent, in a dir­ec­tion dis­so­ci­ated from its liv­ing will.

			A few in­stants passed, and he found that Tess was gone. His face grew colder and more shrunken as he stood con­cen­trated on the mo­ment, and a minute or two after, he found him­self in the street, walk­ing along he did not know whith­er.

		
	
		
			LVI

			Mrs. Brooks, the lady who was the house­hold­er at The Her­ons and own­er of all the hand­some fur­niture, was not a per­son of an un­usu­ally curi­ous turn of mind. She was too deeply ma­ter­i­al­ized, poor wo­man, by her long and en­forced bond­age to that arith­met­ic­al de­mon Profit-and-Loss, to re­tain much curi­ous­ity for its own sake, and apart from pos­sible lodgers’ pock­ets. Nev­er­the­less, the vis­it of An­gel Clare to her well-pay­ing ten­ants, Mr. and Mrs. d’Urberville, as she deemed them, was suf­fi­ciently ex­cep­tion­al in point of time and man­ner to re­in­vig­or­ate the fem­in­ine pro­cliv­ity which had been stifled down as use­less save in its bear­ings to the let­ting trade.

			Tess had spoken to her hus­band from the door­way, without en­ter­ing the din­ing-room, and Mrs. Brooks, who stood with­in the partly-closed door of her own sit­ting-room at the back of the pas­sage, could hear frag­ments of the con­ver­sa­tion—if con­ver­sa­tion it could be called—between those two wretched souls. She heard Tess re-as­cend the stairs to the first floor, and the de­par­ture of Clare, and the clos­ing of the front door be­hind him. Then the door of the room above was shut, and Mrs. Brooks knew that Tess had re-entered her apart­ment. As the young lady was not fully dressed, Mrs. Brooks knew that she would not emerge again for some time.

			She ac­cord­ingly as­cen­ded the stairs softly, and stood at the door of the front room—a draw­ing-room, con­nec­ted with the room im­me­di­ately be­hind it (which was a bed­room) by fold­ing-doors in the com­mon man­ner. This first floor, con­tain­ing Mrs. Brooks’s best apart­ments, had been taken by the week by the d’Urbervilles. The back room was now in si­lence; but from the draw­ing-room there came sounds.

			All that she could at first dis­tin­guish of them was one syl­lable, con­tinu­ally re­peated in a low note of moan­ing, as if it came from a soul bound to some Ix­ioni­an wheel—

			“O—O—O!”

			Then a si­lence, then a heavy sigh, and again—

			“O—O—O!”

			The land­lady looked through the key­hole. Only a small space of the room in­side was vis­ible, but with­in that space came a corner of the break­fast table, which was already spread for the meal, and also a chair be­side. Over the seat of the chair Tess’s face was bowed, her pos­ture be­ing a kneel­ing one in front of it; her hands were clasped over her head, the skirts of her dress­ing-gown and the em­broid­ery of her night­gown flowed upon the floor be­hind her, and her stocking­less feet, from which the slip­pers had fallen, pro­truded upon the car­pet. It was from her lips that came the mur­mur of un­speak­able des­pair.

			Then a man’s voice from the ad­join­ing bed­room—

			“What’s the mat­ter?”

			She did not an­swer, but went on, in a tone which was a so­li­lo­quy rather than an ex­clam­a­tion, and a dirge rather than a so­li­lo­quy. Mrs. Brooks could only catch a por­tion:

			“And then my dear, dear hus­band came home to me … and I did not know it! … And you had used your cruel per­sua­sion upon me … you did not stop us­ing it—no—you did not stop! My little sis­ters and broth­ers and my moth­er’s needs—they were the things you moved me by … and you said my hus­band would nev­er come back—nev­er; and you taunted me, and said what a sim­pleton I was to ex­pect him! … And at last I be­lieved you and gave way! … And then he came back! Now he is gone. Gone a second time, and I have lost him now forever … and he will not love me the littlest bit ever any more—only hate me! … O yes, I have lost him now—again be­cause of—you!” In writh­ing, with her head on the chair, she turned her face to­wards the door, and Mrs. Brooks could see the pain upon it, and that her lips were bleed­ing from the clench of her teeth upon them, and that the long lashes of her closed eyes stuck in wet tags to her cheeks. She con­tin­ued: “And he is dy­ing—he looks as if he is dy­ing! … And my sin will kill him and not kill me! … O, you have torn my life all to pieces … made me be what I prayed you in pity not to make me be again! … My own true hus­band will nev­er, nev­er—O God—I can’t bear this!—I can­not!”

			There were more and sharp­er words from the man; then a sud­den rustle; she had sprung to her feet. Mrs. Brooks, think­ing that the speak­er was com­ing to rush out of the door, hast­ily re­treated down the stairs.

			She need not have done so, how­ever, for the door of the sit­ting-room was not opened. But Mrs. Brooks felt it un­safe to watch on the land­ing again, and entered her own par­lour be­low.

			She could hear noth­ing through the floor, al­though she listened in­tently, and thereupon went to the kit­chen to fin­ish her in­ter­rup­ted break­fast. Com­ing up presently to the front room on the ground floor she took up some sew­ing, wait­ing for her lodgers to ring that she might take away the break­fast, which she meant to do her­self, to dis­cov­er what was the mat­ter if pos­sible. Over­head, as she sat, she could now hear the floor­boards slightly creak, as if someone were walk­ing about, and presently the move­ment was ex­plained by the rustle of gar­ments against the ban­is­ters, the open­ing and the clos­ing of the front door, and the form of Tess passing to the gate on her way in­to the street. She was fully dressed now in the walk­ing cos­tume of a well-to-do young lady in which she had ar­rived, with the sole ad­di­tion that over her hat and black feath­ers a veil was drawn.

			Mrs. Brooks had not been able to catch any word of farewell, tem­por­ary or oth­er­wise, between her ten­ants at the door above. They might have quar­relled, or Mr. d’Urberville might still be asleep, for he was not an early riser.

			She went in­to the back room, which was more es­pe­cially her own apart­ment, and con­tin­ued her sew­ing there. The lady lodger did not re­turn, nor did the gen­tle­man ring his bell. Mrs. Brooks pondered on the delay, and on what prob­able re­la­tion the vis­it­or who had called so early bore to the couple up­stairs. In re­flect­ing she leant back in her chair.

			As she did so her eyes glanced cas­u­ally over the ceil­ing till they were ar­res­ted by a spot in the middle of its white sur­face which she had nev­er no­ticed there be­fore. It was about the size of a wafer when she first ob­served it, but it speedily grew as large as the palm of her hand, and then she could per­ceive that it was red. The ob­long white ceil­ing, with this scar­let blot in the midst, had the ap­pear­ance of a gi­gant­ic ace of hearts.

			Mrs. Brooks had strange qualms of mis­giv­ing. She got upon the table, and touched the spot in the ceil­ing with her fin­gers. It was damp, and she fan­cied that it was a blood stain.

			Des­cend­ing from the table, she left the par­lour, and went up­stairs, in­tend­ing to enter the room over­head, which was the bed­cham­ber at the back of the draw­ing-room. But, nerve­less wo­man as she had now be­come, she could not bring her­self to at­tempt the handle. She listened. The dead si­lence with­in was broken only by a reg­u­lar beat.

			Drip, drip, drip.

			Mrs. Brooks hastened down­stairs, opened the front door, and ran in­to the street. A man she knew, one of the work­men em­ployed at an ad­join­ing villa, was passing by, and she begged him to come in and go up­stairs with her; she feared some­thing had happened to one of her lodgers. The work­man as­sen­ted, and fol­lowed her to the land­ing.

			She opened the door of the draw­ing-room, and stood back for him to pass in, en­ter­ing her­self be­hind him. The room was empty; the break­fast—a sub­stan­tial re­past of cof­fee, eggs, and a cold ham—lay spread upon the table un­touched, as when she had taken it up, ex­cept­ing that the carving-knife was miss­ing. She asked the man to go through the fold­ing-doors in­to the ad­join­ing room.

			He opened the doors, entered a step or two, and came back al­most in­stantly with a ri­gid face. “My good God, the gen­tle­man in bed is dead! I think he has been hurt with a knife—a lot of blood had run down upon the floor!”

			The alarm was soon giv­en, and the house which had lately been so quiet re­soun­ded with the tramp of many foot­steps, a sur­geon among the rest. The wound was small, but the point of the blade had touched the heart of the vic­tim, who lay on his back, pale, fixed, dead, as if he had scarcely moved after the in­flic­tion of the blow. In a quarter of an hour the news that a gen­tle­man who was a tem­por­ary vis­it­or to the town had been stabbed in his bed, spread through every street and villa of the pop­u­lar wa­ter­ing-place.

		
	
		
			LVII

			Mean­while An­gel Clare had walked auto­mat­ic­ally along the way by which he had come, and, en­ter­ing his hotel, sat down over the break­fast, star­ing at noth­ing­ness. He went on eat­ing and drink­ing un­con­sciously till on a sud­den he de­man­ded his bill; hav­ing paid which, he took his dress­ing-bag in his hand, the only lug­gage he had brought with him, and went out.

			At the mo­ment of his de­par­ture a tele­gram was handed to him—a few words from his moth­er, stat­ing that they were glad to know his ad­dress, and in­form­ing him that his broth­er Cuth­bert had pro­posed to and been ac­cep­ted by Mercy Chant.

			Clare crumpled up the pa­per and fol­lowed the route to the sta­tion; reach­ing it, he found that there would be no train leav­ing for an hour and more. He sat down to wait, and hav­ing waited a quarter of an hour felt that he could wait there no longer. Broken in heart and numbed, he had noth­ing to hurry for; but he wished to get out of a town which had been the scene of such an ex­per­i­ence, and turned to walk to the first sta­tion on­ward, and let the train pick him up there.

			The high­way that he fol­lowed was open, and at a little dis­tance dipped in­to a val­ley, across which it could be seen run­ning from edge to edge. He had tra­versed the great­er part of this de­pres­sion, and was climb­ing the west­ern ac­cliv­ity when, paus­ing for breath, he un­con­sciously looked back. Why he did so he could not say, but some­thing seemed to im­pel him to the act. The tape-like sur­face of the road di­min­ished in his rear as far as he could see, and as he gazed a mov­ing spot in­truded on the white vacu­ity of its per­spect­ive.

			It was a hu­man fig­ure run­ning. Clare waited, with a dim sense that some­body was try­ing to over­take him.

			The form des­cend­ing the in­cline was a wo­man’s, yet so en­tirely was his mind blinded to the idea of his wife’s fol­low­ing him that even when she came near­er he did not re­cog­nize her un­der the totally changed at­tire in which he now be­held her. It was not till she was quite close that he could be­lieve her to be Tess.

			“I saw you—turn away from the sta­tion—just be­fore I got there—and I have been fol­low­ing you all this way!”

			She was so pale, so breath­less, so quiv­er­ing in every muscle, that he did not ask her a single ques­tion, but seiz­ing her hand, and pulling it with­in his arm, he led her along. To avoid meet­ing any pos­sible way­farers he left the high road and took a foot­path un­der some fir-trees. When they were deep among the moan­ing boughs he stopped and looked at her in­quir­ingly.

			“An­gel,” she said, as if wait­ing for this, “do you know what I have been run­ning after you for? To tell you that I have killed him!” A pi­ti­ful white smile lit her face as she spoke.

			“What!” said he, think­ing from the strange­ness of her man­ner that she was in some de­li­ri­um.

			“I have done it—I don’t know how,” she con­tin­ued. “Still, I owed it to you, and to my­self, An­gel. I feared long ago, when I struck him on the mouth with my glove, that I might do it some day for the trap he set for me in my simple youth, and his wrong to you through me. He has come between us and ruined us, and now he can nev­er do it any more. I nev­er loved him at all, An­gel, as I loved you. You know it, don’t you? You be­lieve it? You didn’t come back to me, and I was ob­liged to go back to him. Why did you go away—why did you—when I loved you so? I can’t think why you did it. But I don’t blame you; only, An­gel, will you for­give me my sin against you, now I have killed him? I thought as I ran along that you would be sure to for­give me now I have done that. It came to me as a shin­ing light that I should get you back that way. I could not bear the loss of you any longer—you don’t know how en­tirely I was un­able to bear your not lov­ing me! Say you do now, dear, dear hus­band; say you do, now I have killed him!”

			“I do love you, Tess—O, I do—it is all come back!” he said, tight­en­ing his arms round her with fer­vid pres­sure. “But how do you mean—you have killed him?”

			“I mean that I have,” she mur­mured in a rev­er­ie.

			“What, bod­ily? Is he dead?”

			“Yes. He heard me cry­ing about you, and he bit­terly taunted me; and called you by a foul name; and then I did it. My heart could not bear it. He had nagged me about you be­fore. And then I dressed my­self and came away to find you.”

			By de­grees he was in­clined to be­lieve that she had faintly at­temp­ted, at least, what she said she had done; and his hor­ror at her im­pulse was mixed with amazement at the strength of her af­fec­tion for him­self, and at the strange­ness of its qual­ity, which had ap­par­ently ex­tin­guished her mor­al sense al­to­geth­er. Un­able to real­ize the grav­ity of her con­duct, she seemed at last con­tent; and he looked at her as she lay upon his shoulder, weep­ing with hap­pi­ness, and wondered what ob­scure strain in the d’Urberville blood had led to this ab­er­ra­tion—if it were an ab­er­ra­tion. There mo­ment­ar­ily flashed through his mind that the fam­ily tra­di­tion of the coach and murder might have aris­en be­cause the d’Urbervilles had been known to do these things. As well as his con­fused and ex­cited ideas could reas­on, he sup­posed that in the mo­ment of mad grief of which she spoke, her mind had lost its bal­ance, and plunged her in­to this abyss.

			It was very ter­rible if true; if a tem­por­ary hal­lu­cin­a­tion, sad. But, any­how, here was this deser­ted wife of his, this pas­sion­ately-fond wo­man, cling­ing to him without a sus­pi­cion that he would be any­thing to her but a pro­tect­or. He saw that for him to be oth­er­wise was not, in her mind, with­in the re­gion of the pos­sible. Ten­der­ness was ab­so­lutely dom­in­ant in Clare at last. He kissed her end­lessly with his white lips, and held her hand, and said—

			“I will not desert you! I will pro­tect you by every means in my power, dearest love, whatever you may have done or not have done!”

			They then walked on un­der the trees, Tess turn­ing her head every now and then to look at him. Worn and un­hand­some as he had be­come, it was plain that she did not dis­cern the least fault in his ap­pear­ance. To her he was, as of old, all that was per­fec­tion, per­son­ally and men­tally. He was still her An­ti­n­ous, her Apollo even; his sickly face was beau­ti­ful as the morn­ing to her af­fec­tion­ate re­gard on this day no less than when she first be­held him; for was it not the face of the one man on earth who had loved her purely, and who had be­lieved in her as pure!

			With an in­stinct as to pos­sib­il­it­ies, he did not now, as he had in­ten­ded, make for the first sta­tion bey­ond the town, but plunged still farther un­der the firs, which here aboun­ded for miles. Each clasp­ing the oth­er round the waist they prom­en­aded over the dry bed of fir-needles, thrown in­to a vague in­tox­ic­at­ing at­mo­sphere at the con­scious­ness of be­ing to­geth­er at last, with no liv­ing soul between them; ig­nor­ing that there was a corpse. Thus they pro­ceeded for sev­er­al miles till Tess, arous­ing her­self, looked about her, and said, tim­idly—

			“Are we go­ing any­where in par­tic­u­lar?”

			“I don’t know, dearest. Why?”

			“I don’t know.”

			“Well, we might walk a few miles fur­ther, and when it is even­ing find lodgings some­where or oth­er—in a lonely cot­tage, per­haps. Can you walk well, Tessy?”

			“O yes! I could walk forever and ever with your arm round me!”

			Upon the whole it seemed a good thing to do. Thereupon they quickened their pace, avoid­ing high roads, and fol­low­ing ob­scure paths tend­ing more or less north­ward. But there was an un­prac­tic­al vague­ness in their move­ments through­out the day; neither one of them seemed to con­sider any ques­tion of ef­fec­tu­al es­cape, dis­guise, or long con­ceal­ment. Their every idea was tem­por­ary and un­fore­fend­ing, like the plans of two chil­dren.

			At mid­day they drew near to a road­side inn, and Tess would have entered it with him to get some­thing to eat, but he per­suaded her to re­main among the trees and bushes of this half-wood­land, half-moor­land part of the coun­try till he should come back. Her clothes were of re­cent fash­ion; even the ivory-handled para­sol that she car­ried was of a shape un­known in the re­tired spot to which they had now wandered; and the cut of such art­icles would have at­trac­ted at­ten­tion in the settle of a tav­ern. He soon re­turned, with food enough for half-a-dozen people and two bottles of wine—enough to last them for a day or more, should any emer­gency arise.

			They sat down upon some dead boughs and shared their meal. Between one and two o’clock they packed up the re­mainder and went on again.

			“I feel strong enough to walk any dis­tance,” said she.

			“I think we may as well steer in a gen­er­al way to­wards the in­teri­or of the coun­try, where we can hide for a time, and are less likely to be looked for than any­where near the coast,” Clare re­marked. “Later on, when they have for­got­ten us, we can make for some port.”

			She made no reply to this bey­ond that of grasp­ing him more tightly, and straight in­land they went. Though the sea­son was an Eng­lish May, the weath­er was se­renely bright, and dur­ing the af­ter­noon it was quite warm. Through the lat­ter miles of their walk their foot­path had taken them in­to the depths of the New Forest, and to­wards even­ing, turn­ing the corner of a lane, they per­ceived be­hind a brook and bridge a large board on which was painted in white let­ters, “This de­sir­able Man­sion to be Let Fur­nished”; par­tic­u­lars fol­low­ing, with dir­ec­tions to ap­ply to some Lon­don agents. Passing through the gate they could see the house, an old brick build­ing of reg­u­lar design and large ac­com­mod­a­tion.

			“I know it,” said Clare. “It is Bramshurst Court. You can see that it is shut up, and grass is grow­ing on the drive.”

			“Some of the win­dows are open,” said Tess.

			“Just to air the rooms, I sup­pose.”

			“All these rooms empty, and we without a roof to our heads!”

			“You are get­ting tired, my Tess!” he said. “We’ll stop soon.” And kiss­ing her sad mouth, he again led her on­wards.

			He was grow­ing weary like­wise, for they had wandered a dozen or fif­teen miles, and it be­came ne­ces­sary to con­sider what they should do for rest. They looked from afar at isol­ated cot­tages and little inns, and were in­clined to ap­proach one of the lat­ter, when their hearts failed them, and they sheered off. At length their gait dragged, and they stood still.

			“Could we sleep un­der the trees?” she asked.

			He thought the sea­son in­suf­fi­ciently ad­vanced.

			“I have been think­ing of that empty man­sion we passed,” he said. “Let us go back to­wards it again.”

			They re­traced their steps, but it was half an hour be­fore they stood without the en­trance-gate as earli­er. He then re­ques­ted her to stay where she was, whilst he went to see who was with­in.

			She sat down among the bushes with­in the gate, and Clare crept to­wards the house. His ab­sence las­ted some con­sid­er­able time, and when he re­turned Tess was wildly anxious, not for her­self, but for him. He had found out from a boy that there was only an old wo­man in charge as care­taker, and she only came there on fine days, from the ham­let near, to open and shut the win­dows. She would come to shut them at sun­set. “Now, we can get in through one of the lower win­dows, and rest there,” said he.

			Un­der his es­cort she went tardily for­ward to the main front, whose shuttered win­dows, like sight­less eye­balls, ex­cluded the pos­sib­il­ity of watch­ers. The door was reached a few steps fur­ther, and one of the win­dows be­side it was open. Clare clambered in, and pulled Tess in after him.

			Ex­cept the hall, the rooms were all in dark­ness, and they as­cen­ded the stair­case. Up here also the shut­ters were tightly closed, the vent­il­a­tion be­ing per­func­tor­ily done, for this day at least, by open­ing the hall-win­dow in front and an up­per win­dow be­hind. Clare un­latched the door of a large cham­ber, felt his way across it, and par­ted the shut­ters to the width of two or three inches. A shaft of dazzling sun­light glanced in­to the room, re­veal­ing heavy, old-fash­ioned fur­niture, crim­son dam­ask hangings, and an enorm­ous four-post bed­stead, along the head of which were carved run­ning fig­ures, ap­par­ently Atalanta’s race.

			“Rest at last!” said he, set­ting down his bag and the par­cel of vi­ands.

			They re­mained in great quiet­ness till the care­taker should have come to shut the win­dows: as a pre­cau­tion, put­ting them­selves in total dark­ness by bar­ring the shut­ters as be­fore, lest the wo­man should open the door of their cham­ber for any cas­u­al reas­on. Between six and sev­en o’clock she came, but did not ap­proach the wing they were in. They heard her close the win­dows, fasten them, lock the door, and go away. Then Clare again stole a chink of light from the win­dow, and they shared an­oth­er meal, till by-and-by they were en­vel­oped in the shades of night which they had no candle to dis­perse.

		
	
		
			LVIII

			The night was strangely sol­emn and still. In the small hours she whispered to him the whole story of how he had walked in his sleep with her in his arms across the Froom stream, at the im­min­ent risk of both their lives, and laid her down in the stone coffin at the ruined ab­bey. He had nev­er known of that till now.

			“Why didn’t you tell me next day?” he said. “It might have pre­ven­ted much mis­un­der­stand­ing and woe.”

			“Don’t think of what’s past!” said she. “I am not go­ing to think out­side of now. Why should we! Who knows what to­mor­row has in store?”

			But it ap­par­ently had no sor­row. The morn­ing was wet and foggy, and Clare, rightly in­formed that the care­taker only opened the win­dows on fine days, ven­tured to creep out of their cham­ber and ex­plore the house, leav­ing Tess asleep. There was no food on the premises, but there was wa­ter, and he took ad­vant­age of the fog to emerge from the man­sion and fetch tea, bread, and but­ter from a shop in a little place two miles bey­ond, as also a small tin kettle and spir­it-lamp, that they might get fire without smoke. His reentry awoke her; and they break­fas­ted on what he had brought.

			They were in­dis­posed to stir abroad, and the day passed, and the night fol­low­ing, and the next, and next; till, al­most without their be­ing aware, five days had slipped by in ab­so­lute se­clu­sion, not a sight or sound of a hu­man be­ing dis­turb­ing their peace­ful­ness, such as it was. The changes of the weath­er were their only events, the birds of the New Forest their only com­pany. By ta­cit con­sent they hardly once spoke of any in­cid­ent of the past sub­sequent to their wed­ding-day. The gloomy in­ter­ven­ing time seemed to sink in­to chaos, over which the present and pri­or times closed as if it nev­er had been. Whenev­er he sug­ges­ted that they should leave their shel­ter, and go for­wards to­wards Southamp­ton or Lon­don, she showed a strange un­will­ing­ness to move.

			“Why should we put an end to all that’s sweet and lovely!” she de­prec­ated. “What must come will come.” And, look­ing through the shut­ter-chink: “All is trouble out­side there; in­side here con­tent.”

			He peeped out also. It was quite true; with­in was af­fec­tion, uni­on, er­ror for­giv­en: out­side was the in­ex­or­able.

			“And—and,” she said, press­ing her cheek against his, “I fear that what you think of me now may not last. I do not wish to out­live your present feel­ing for me. I would rather not. I would rather be dead and bur­ied when the time comes for you to des­pise me, so that it may nev­er be known to me that you des­pised me.”

			“I can­not ever des­pise you.”

			“I also hope that. But con­sid­er­ing what my life has been, I can­not see why any man should, soon­er or later, be able to help des­pising me. … How wickedly mad I was! Yet formerly I nev­er could bear to hurt a fly or a worm, and the sight of a bird in a cage used of­ten to make me cry.”

			They re­mained yet an­oth­er day. In the night the dull sky cleared, and the res­ult was that the old care­taker at the cot­tage awoke early. The bril­liant sun­rise made her un­usu­ally brisk; she de­cided to open the con­tigu­ous man­sion im­me­di­ately, and to air it thor­oughly on such a day. Thus it oc­curred that, hav­ing ar­rived and opened the lower rooms be­fore six o’clock, she as­cen­ded to the bed­cham­bers, and was about to turn the handle of the one wherein they lay. At that mo­ment she fan­cied she could hear the breath­ing of per­sons with­in. Her slip­pers and her an­tiquity had rendered her pro­gress a noise­less one so far, and she made for in­stant re­treat; then, deem­ing that her hear­ing might have de­ceived her, she turned anew to the door and softly tried the handle. The lock was out of or­der, but a piece of fur­niture had been moved for­ward on the in­side, which pre­ven­ted her open­ing the door more than an inch or two. A stream of morn­ing light through the shut­ter-chink fell upon the faces of the pair, wrapped in pro­found slum­ber, Tess’s lips be­ing par­ted like a half-opened flower near his cheek. The care­taker was so struck with their in­no­cent ap­pear­ance, and with the el­eg­ance of Tess’s gown hanging across a chair, her silk stock­ings be­side it, the pretty para­sol, and the oth­er habits in which she had ar­rived be­cause she had none else, that her first in­dig­na­tion at the ef­frontery of tramps and vag­a­bonds gave way to a mo­ment­ary sen­ti­ment­al­ity over this gen­teel elope­ment, as it seemed. She closed the door, and with­drew as softly as she had come, to go and con­sult with her neigh­bours on the odd dis­cov­ery.

			Not more than a minute had elapsed after her with­draw­al when Tess woke, and then Clare. Both had a sense that some­thing had dis­turbed them, though they could not say what; and the un­easy feel­ing which it en­gendered grew stronger. As soon as he was dressed he nar­rowly scanned the lawn through the two or three inches of shut­ter-chink.

			“I think we will leave at once,” said he. “It is a fine day. And I can­not help fancy­ing some­body is about the house. At any rate, the wo­man will be sure to come today.”

			She pass­ively as­sen­ted, and put­ting the room in or­der, they took up the few art­icles that be­longed to them, and de­par­ted noise­lessly. When they had got in­to the Forest she turned to take a last look at the house.

			“Ah, happy house—good­bye!” she said. “My life can only be a ques­tion of a few weeks. Why should we not have stayed there?”

			“Don’t say it, Tess! We shall soon get out of this dis­trict al­to­geth­er. We’ll con­tin­ue our course as we’ve be­gun it, and keep straight north. Nobody will think of look­ing for us there. We shall be looked for at the Wessex ports if we are sought at all. When we are in the north we will get to a port and away.”

			Hav­ing thus per­suaded her, the plan was pur­sued, and they kept a beeline north­ward. Their long re­pose at the man­or-house lent them walk­ing power now; and to­wards mid­day they found that they were ap­proach­ing the steepled city of Melchester, which lay dir­ectly in their way. He de­cided to rest her in a clump of trees dur­ing the af­ter­noon, and push on­ward un­der cov­er of dark­ness. At dusk Clare pur­chased food as usu­al, and their night march began, the bound­ary between Up­per and Mid-Wessex be­ing crossed about eight o’clock.

			To walk across coun­try without much re­gard to roads was not new to Tess, and she showed her old agil­ity in the per­form­ance. The in­ter­cept­ing city, an­cient Melchester, they were ob­liged to pass through in or­der to take ad­vant­age of the town bridge for cross­ing a large river that ob­struc­ted them. It was about mid­night when they went along the deser­ted streets, lighted fit­fully by the few lamps, keep­ing off the pave­ment that it might not echo their foot­steps. The grace­ful pile of cathed­ral ar­chi­tec­ture rose dimly on their left hand, but it was lost upon them now. Once out of the town they fol­lowed the turn­pike-road, which after a few miles plunged across an open plain.

			Though the sky was dense with cloud, a dif­fused light from some frag­ment of a moon had hitherto helped them a little. But the moon had now sunk, the clouds seemed to settle al­most on their heads, and the night grew as dark as a cave. How­ever, they found their way along, keep­ing as much on the turf as pos­sible that their tread might not re­sound, which it was easy to do, there be­ing no hedge or fence of any kind. All around was open loneli­ness and black solitude, over which a stiff breeze blew.

			They had pro­ceeded thus grop­ingly two or three miles fur­ther when on a sud­den Clare be­came con­scious of some vast erec­tion close in his front, rising sheer from the grass. They had al­most struck them­selves against it.

			“What mon­strous place is this?” said An­gel.

			“It hums,” said she. “Hearken!”

			He listened. The wind, play­ing upon the edi­fice, pro­duced a boom­ing tune, like the note of some gi­gant­ic one-stringed harp. No oth­er sound came from it, and lift­ing his hand and ad­van­cing a step or two, Clare felt the ver­tic­al sur­face of the struc­ture. It seemed to be of sol­id stone, without joint or mould­ing. Car­ry­ing his fin­gers on­ward he found that what he had come in con­tact with was a co­lossal rect­an­gu­lar pil­lar; by stretch­ing out his left hand he could feel a sim­il­ar one ad­join­ing. At an in­def­in­ite height over­head some­thing made the black sky black­er, which had the semb­lance of a vast ar­chitrave unit­ing the pil­lars ho­ri­zont­ally. They care­fully entered be­neath and between; the sur­faces echoed their soft rustle; but they seemed to be still out of doors. The place was roof­less. Tess drew her breath fear­fully, and An­gel, per­plexed, said—

			“What can it be?”

			Feel­ing side­ways they en­countered an­oth­er tower-like pil­lar, square and un­com­prom­ising as the first; bey­ond it an­oth­er and an­oth­er. The place was all doors and pil­lars, some con­nec­ted above by con­tinu­ous ar­chitraves.

			“A very Temple of the Winds,” he said.

			The next pil­lar was isol­ated; oth­ers com­posed a tri­lithon; oth­ers were pros­trate, their flanks form­ing a cause­way wide enough for a car­riage; and it was soon ob­vi­ous that they made up a forest of mono­liths grouped upon the grassy ex­panse of the plain. The couple ad­vanced fur­ther in­to this pa­vil­ion of the night till they stood in its midst.

			“It is Stone­henge!” said Clare.

			“The hea­then temple, you mean?”

			“Yes. Older than the cen­tur­ies; older than the d’Urbervilles! Well, what shall we do, darling? We may find shel­ter fur­ther on.”

			But Tess, really tired by this time, flung her­self upon an ob­long slab that lay close at hand, and was sheltered from the wind by a pil­lar. Ow­ing to the ac­tion of the sun dur­ing the pre­ced­ing day, the stone was warm and dry, in com­fort­ing con­trast to the rough and chill grass around, which had damped her skirts and shoes.

			“I don’t want to go any fur­ther, An­gel,” she said, stretch­ing out her hand for his. “Can’t we bide here?”

			“I fear not. This spot is vis­ible for miles by day, al­though it does not seem so now.”

			“One of my moth­er’s people was a shep­herd here­abouts, now I think of it. And you used to say at Tal­bothays that I was a hea­then. So now I am at home.”

			He knelt down be­side her out­stretched form, and put his lips upon hers.

			“Sleepy are you, dear? I think you are ly­ing on an al­tar.”

			“I like very much to be here,” she mur­mured. “It is so sol­emn and lonely—after my great hap­pi­ness—with noth­ing but the sky above my face. It seems as if there were no folk in the world but we two; and I wish there were not—ex­cept ’Liza-Lu.”

			Clare though she might as well rest here till it should get a little light­er, and he flung his over­coat upon her, and sat down by her side.

			“An­gel, if any­thing hap­pens to me, will you watch over ’Liza-Lu for my sake?” she asked, when they had listened a long time to the wind among the pil­lars.

			“I will.”

			“She is so good and simple and pure. O, An­gel—I wish you would marry her if you lose me, as you will do shortly. O, if you would!”

			“If I lose you I lose all! And she is my sis­ter-in-law.”

			“That’s noth­ing, dearest. People marry sis­ter-laws con­tinu­ally about Mar­lott; and ’Liza-Lu is so gentle and sweet, and she is grow­ing so beau­ti­ful. O, I could share you with her will­ingly when we are spir­its! If you would train her and teach her, An­gel, and bring her up for your own self! … She had all the best of me without the bad of me; and if she were to be­come yours it would al­most seem as if death had not di­vided us … Well, I have said it. I won’t men­tion it again.”

			She ceased, and he fell in­to thought. In the far north­east sky he could see between the pil­lars a level streak of light. The uni­form con­cav­ity of black cloud was lift­ing bod­ily like the lid of a pot, let­ting in at the earth’s edge the com­ing day, against which the tower­ing mono­liths and tri­lithons began to be blackly defined.

			“Did they sac­ri­fice to God here?” asked she.

			“No,” said he.

			“Who to?”

			“I be­lieve to the sun. That lofty stone set away by it­self is in the dir­ec­tion of the sun, which will presently rise be­hind it.”

			“This re­minds me, dear,” she said. “You re­mem­ber you nev­er would in­ter­fere with any be­lief of mine be­fore we were mar­ried? But I knew your mind all the same, and I thought as you thought—not from any reas­ons of my own, but be­cause you thought so. Tell me now, An­gel, do you think we shall meet again after we are dead? I want to know.”

			He kissed her to avoid a reply at such a time.

			“O, An­gel—I fear that means no!” said she, with a sup­pressed sob. “And I wanted so to see you again—so much, so much! What—not even you and I, An­gel, who love each oth­er so well?”

			Like a great­er than him­self, to the crit­ic­al ques­tion at the crit­ic­al time he did not an­swer; and they were again si­lent. In a minute or two her breath­ing be­came more reg­u­lar, her clasp of his hand re­laxed, and she fell asleep. The band of sil­ver pale­ness along the east ho­ri­zon made even the dis­tant parts of the Great Plain ap­pear dark and near; and the whole enorm­ous land­scape bore that im­press of re­serve, ta­cit­urnity, and hes­it­a­tion which is usu­al just be­fore day. The east­ward pil­lars and their ar­chitraves stood up blackly against the light, and the great flame-shaped Sun­stone bey­ond them; and the Stone of Sac­ri­fice mid­way. Presently the night wind died out, and the quiv­er­ing little pools in the cup-like hol­lows of the stones lay still. At the same time some­thing seemed to move on the verge of the dip east­ward—a mere dot. It was the head of a man ap­proach­ing them from the hol­low bey­ond the Sun­stone. Clare wished they had gone on­ward, but in the cir­cum­stances de­cided to re­main quiet. The fig­ure came straight to­wards the circle of pil­lars in which they were.

			He heard some­thing be­hind him, the brush of feet. Turn­ing, he saw over the pros­trate columns an­oth­er fig­ure; then be­fore he was aware, an­oth­er was at hand on the right, un­der a tri­lithon, and an­oth­er on the left. The dawn shone full on the front of the man west­ward, and Clare could dis­cern from this that he was tall, and walked as if trained. They all closed in with evid­ent pur­pose. Her story then was true! Spring­ing to his feet, he looked around for a weapon, loose stone, means of es­cape, any­thing. By this time the nearest man was upon him.

			“It is no use, sir,” he said. “There are six­teen of us on the Plain, and the whole coun­try is reared.”

			“Let her fin­ish her sleep!” he im­plored in a whis­per of the men as they gathered round.

			When they saw where she lay, which they had not done till then, they showed no ob­jec­tion, and stood watch­ing her, as still as the pil­lars around. He went to the stone and bent over her, hold­ing one poor little hand; her breath­ing now was quick and small, like that of a less­er creature than a wo­man. All waited in the grow­ing light, their faces and hands as if they were silvered, the re­mainder of their fig­ures dark, the stones glisten­ing green-gray, the Plain still a mass of shade. Soon the light was strong, and a ray shone upon her un­con­scious form, peer­ing un­der her eye­lids and wak­ing her.

			“What is it, An­gel?” she said, start­ing up. “Have they come for me?”

			“Yes, dearest,” he said. “They have come.”

			“It is as it should be,” she mur­mured. “An­gel, I am al­most glad—yes, glad! This hap­pi­ness could not have las­ted. It was too much. I have had enough; and now I shall not live for you to des­pise me!”

			She stood up, shook her­self, and went for­ward, neither of the men hav­ing moved.

			“I am ready,” she said quietly.

		
	
		
			LIX

			The city of Win­ton­cester, that fine old city, afore­time cap­it­al of Wessex, lay amidst its con­vex and con­cave down­lands in all the bright­ness and warmth of a Ju­ly morn­ing. The gabled brick, tile, and free­stone houses had al­most dried off for the sea­son their in­teg­u­ment of lichen, the streams in the mead­ows were low, and in the slop­ing High Street, from the West Gate­way to the me­di­ev­al cross, and from the me­di­ev­al cross to the bridge, that leis­urely dust­ing and sweep­ing was in pro­gress which usu­ally ush­ers in an old-fash­ioned mar­ket-day.

			From the west­ern gate afore­said the high­way, as every Win­ton­ces­tri­an knows, as­cends a long and reg­u­lar in­cline of the ex­act length of a meas­ured mile, leav­ing the houses gradu­ally be­hind. Up this road from the pre­cincts of the city two per­sons were walk­ing rap­idly, as if un­con­scious of the try­ing as­cent—un­con­scious through pre­oc­cu­pa­tion and not through buoy­ancy. They had emerged upon this road through a nar­row, barred wick­et in a high wall a little lower down. They seemed anxious to get out of the sight of the houses and of their kind, and this road ap­peared to of­fer the quick­est means of do­ing so. Though they were young, they walked with bowed heads, which gait of grief the sun’s rays smiled on piti­lessly.

			One of the pair was An­gel Clare, the oth­er a tall bud­ding creature—half girl, half wo­man—a spir­itu­al­ized im­age of Tess, slight­er than she, but with the same beau­ti­ful eyes—Clare’s sis­ter-in-law, ’Liza-Lu. Their pale faces seemed to have shrunk to half their nat­ur­al size. They moved on hand in hand, and nev­er spoke a word, the droop­ing of their heads be­ing that of Giotto’s Two Apostles.

			When they had nearly reached the top of the great West Hill the clocks in the town struck eight. Each gave a start at the notes, and, walk­ing on­ward yet a few steps, they reached the first mile­stone, stand­ing whitely on the green mar­gin of the grass, and backed by the down, which here was open to the road. They entered upon the turf, and, im­pelled by a force that seemed to over­rule their will, sud­denly stood still, turned, and waited in para­lyzed sus­pense be­side the stone.

			The pro­spect from this sum­mit was al­most un­lim­ited. In the val­ley be­neath lay the city they had just left, its more prom­in­ent build­ings show­ing as in an iso­met­ric draw­ing—among them the broad cathed­ral tower, with its Nor­man win­dows and im­mense length of aisle and nave, the spires of St. Thomas’s, the pin­nacled tower of the Col­lege, and, more to the right, the tower and gables of the an­cient hos­pice, where to this day the pil­grim may re­ceive his dole of bread and ale. Be­hind the city swept the ro­tund up­land of St. Cath­er­ine’s Hill; fur­ther off, land­scape bey­ond land­scape, till the ho­ri­zon was lost in the ra­di­ance of the sun hanging above it.

			Against these far stretches of coun­try rose, in front of the oth­er city edi­fices, a large red­brick build­ing, with level gray roofs, and rows of short barred win­dows be­speak­ing cap­tiv­ity, the whole con­trast­ing greatly by its form­al­ism with the quaint ir­reg­u­lar­it­ies of the Goth­ic erec­tions. It was some­what dis­guised from the road in passing it by yews and ever­green oaks, but it was vis­ible enough up here. The wick­et from which the pair had lately emerged was in the wall of this struc­ture. From the middle of the build­ing an ugly flat-topped oc­ta­gon­al tower as­cen­ded against the east ho­ri­zon, and viewed from this spot, on its shady side and against the light, it seemed the one blot on the city’s beauty. Yet it was with this blot, and not with the beauty, that the two gazers were con­cerned.

			Upon the cor­nice of the tower a tall staff was fixed. Their eyes were riv­eted on it. A few minutes after the hour had struck some­thing moved slowly up the staff, and ex­ten­ded it­self upon the breeze. It was a black flag.

			“Justice” was done, and the Pres­id­ent of the Im­mor­tals, in Aes­chylean phrase, had ended his sport with Tess. And the d’Urberville knights and dames slept on in their tombs un­know­ing. The two speech­less gazers bent them­selves down to the earth, as if in pray­er, and re­mained thus a long time, ab­so­lutely mo­tion­less: the flag con­tin­ued to wave si­lently. As soon as they had strength, they arose, joined hands again, and went on.
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