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Tess of the d’Urbervilles*

1

On an evening in late May, a middle-aged man was walk-
ing home from Shaston! to the village of Marlott.2 Near the
viliage he met an old vicar® riding on a grey horse,

“Goodnight to you,” said the man.

“Goodnight, Sir John,” said the vicar.

“We met last market-day on this road at about this time.
I said ‘Goodnight’, and you replied ‘Goodnight, Sir John’, as
you did just now.”

“I did,” said the vicar.

“Then why do you keep calling me ‘Sir John’? 1 am plain
Jack Durbeyﬁeld.”4

“It’s because of something 1 discovered recently, while 1
was studying local history. I am. Mr Tringham,’ the historian.
Don’t you know that you are the direct descendant of the ancient
and noble d’Urbervillet family? This great family began with
Sir Pagan? d’Urberville. He came to England from Normandy3
in 1066, aiong with King William.® Later, others of your family

* Adanted by Tim Hall, Oxford University Press, 1979,




owned land over all this part of England. Some of them helped
Kings in their times of trouble. Oh yes, there have been many
Sir Johns among your family.”

“Is that so?”

“In fact,” said the vicar, “the d’Urbervilles are one of Eng-
land’s greatest families.”

“I can’t believe it,” said Durbeyfield. ‘“How long have these
facts about me been known?”

“One day last spring I noticed the name Durbeyfield on the
side of your waggon.l® That made me want to find out more
about your father and grandfather. Now I have no doubt that
you are a descendant!t of the d’Urbervilles. I thought you
might perhaps know already.”

“Well, I've sometimes heard that my family was richer once.
But I took no notice of such stories. It was said that my
grandfather had secrets. He didn’t like to say where he came
from. So, where do we d’Urbervilles live now?”’

“You don’t live anywhere. - You are finished as a noble
family. The d’Urberville men all died.”

“Then where are we buried?”

“At Kingsbere-sub-Greenhill.”’12

“And where are our family houses and lands?”

“You haven’t any.”

“Oh? None at all?”’

“Non¢; although you once had many, as I said. There
were d’Urbervilles in many parts of the country.”

“What ought I to do about it, sir?’ asked Durbeyficld.



“Oh—nothing, nothing. It is an interesting but useless |
fact.- Goodnight.”

With this, the vicar rode on his way. When he was gone,
Durbeyfield walked a few steps as if in a dream. In a few
minutes a young man appeared, walking in the same direction as
Durbeyfizid had been. v

“Boy, take my basket! I want you to do something for me.”

«Don’t order me about like that, John Durbeyfield.”

“Fred,1s I don’t mind telling you my secret. I'm part of
a noble family. I have just found out this afternoon.”

The young man looked at him from head to toe.

~ “Sir John d'Urberville — that’s who I am,” continued
‘Durbeyfield. “I'm in all the history books. No man in South
Wessex4 has greater and richer ancestors than I1.”

“Oh?” .

“Now take my basket, and go on to ‘Marlott. When you
come to The Pure Drop,5 tell them to send a horse and carriage
to me immediately.”

As the young man looked doubtful, Durbeyﬁeld put his hand
in his pocket, and pulled out a shilling.

“This is for you, boy, if you take the message.”

“Yes, Sir John. Thank you. Anything else I can do for
you?’ :
“Tecll them at home that I should like the best supper of the
year.” .

“Yes, Sir John.”

The young man took up the basket. As he set out, they
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heard the sound of music coming from the direction of the vil-
lage.

“What’s that?’ said Durbeyfield.

“It’s the women’s club, out walking, Sir John. Your own
daughter belongs to the club.”

“Oh yes, you're right.  Well, go on to Marlott will you,
and order my cafriage.”

The village of Marlott lay in the north-eastern corner of the
beautiful Vale of Blackmoor.16 It was a rich land.

That same afternocon, Marlott was keeping the ancient
custom of the women’s club walk. - The women dressed them-
selves in white, and carried little white flowers as they marched
around the village. There were a few older women, but young
girls formed most of the band. Fach had some private dream.
So each was happy in her way. As they left the road and started
to move into the fields, a woman said, “Tess?7 Lock at your
father. He’s riding home in a carriage!”

A young girl turned her head at these words. She was fine
and very pretty, with a face full of expression. On looking
round she saw Durbeyfield being driven along in the carriage.
He was leaning back, with his eyes closed, and singing in a low
voice.

The women laughed, except the girl called Tess. Her face
went red as she saw her father making a fool of himself.

“He’s tired, that’s all,” she said quickly.

“Oh, you’re so simple, Tess,” said her companions. “He
got drunk at the market.”

I
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“Look here,” Tess cried, I won’t walk another inch with
you, if you tell any more joke°s about him!” In a moment her
eyes grew wet, and she looked at the ground. The others saw
that they had really hurt her and said no more.

Once the club was in the field, dancing began. At first the
girls danced with each other, but after work the men of the village
joined them. They just stood around, talking and looking.

Among this group there werc three young brothers. They
were too well-dressed to be villagers. The oldest was a vicar.
The second was obviously a student. It was more difficult to

-guess the job of the third brother. Probably he was too -young
to 'have started anything yet. These three brothers were on a

walking holiday in the Vale of Blackmoor. They asked someone
about the meaning of the club dance. The two older .brothers
wanted to move on quickly, but the sight of a group of girls
dancing without men seemed to amﬁse the third. He didn’t
want to leave in a hurry. So’hé took off his pack, put it on the
grass, _
“What are you going to do, Angel?’18 asked the oldest.
“I want to go and have a dance with them. Why don’t we
all go in? Just for a minute or two — it won’t take long.” -
“No, no. Nonsense!” said the first. “Come along, or
it will be dark before we get to Stourcastle.’® That’s the only
plact we can stay tonight.” ’
“All right. Tl catch up with you.”
The two older brothers then left, and the youngest entered
the field.




“This i1s a great shame,” he said, to two girls near him.
“Where are your men, my dears?” '

“They haven’t finished work yet,” answered ons of the
bravest. “They’ll be here soon. Would you dance with us?”

“Certainly. But what is one man among so many girls?”

“Better than none. It’s sad work dancing with one of your
own sex. Now, pick and choose.”

The young man looked at the group of girls, and attempted
to choose someone. But because they were all so new to him.
he didn’t know where to start. So he took the nearest. The
example of this stranger made all the other young men quickly
choose a girl.

The sound of the church clock suddenly reminded the young
man that he ought to leave. As he left the dance, he saw Tess
Durbeyfield. She looked.at him, and he felt sorry, then, that
he had not danced with her. When he had climbed the hill
above the field he looked back. He could see the white shapes
of the girls dancing on the grass. They all seemed to have
forgotten him already.

All of them, except perhaps one. This white shape stood
apart by the gate alone. He knew it was the pfetty girl with whom
he had not danced. He wished that he had asked her to dance,
and that he knew her name. She was so sweet, so soft-looking
in her thin white dress.

Tess Durbeyfield did not forget the young man quite so
easily. She had no wish to dance again, though many of the
men came up and asked her. None of them spoke so nicely as.
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‘the strange young man had done. Her sadness only vpassed

when he had dlsappeared over the hill. She then returned to
the dancmg

At sunset she went home. As usual Tess found her mother
singing, and surrounded by young children and washing. Joan?2°
Durbeyfield loved to sing, even now, in the middle of her daily
cares. ‘Tess immediately felt guilty that she had not come back
to help earlier.

“P'll look after the baby for you, mother,” said the daughter
gently. “Or should I help you with the washing? T thought you.
had finished long ago.”

‘Her mother was not angry with Tess for being out so long.
Tonight, however, she was in an even happier mood than
usual.

“Well, I'm glad you’ve come,” her mother said. I want
to go and fetch your father. But there’s more than that, I want
to tell you what has happened.” ’

“Has it anything to do with father riding home in a car- |
riage 7’

“It’s been found that we are the greatest family in the whole
district. Our ancestors?! go back for hundreds of years. Our
real name is d’Urberville! We had land, houses, and treasures.
It was because of .this that your father rode home in the car-
riage.” - .

- “PI’'m glad of that. Will it do us any good, mother?”
. “Oh yes! It’s thought that great things may come from it..
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“Your father learnt all this on his way home from Shaston.”

“Where is father now?” asked Tess suddenly.

“He called to see the doctor today in Shaston,” she said.
“It seems he has fat round his heart. The doctor said he could
go like a shadow2? at any time. It might be ten years, ten
months, or ten days.” .

Tess looked worried. Her father couldn’t die yet!

“But where is father?”’ she asked again.

‘He went out to the pub.22 He wants to feel stronger for
his journey tomorrow with that load of boxes. It’s some dis-
tance, and he’ll have to start soon after twelve o’clock tonight.”

“He goes to a pub to get stronger! And you agreed to it!”

“No,” said Mrs Durbeyfield. “I did not agree. T've been
waiting for you to come home. Now I can go and fetch
him.”

“r go.”

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

Tess did not argue. She knew what her mother meant.

Mrs Durbeyfield led a hard and tiring life. There were
seven children in the Durbeyfield family. Tess was the oldest,
and was nearly seventeen. This sometimes made her more like
a mother than a sister. Next came Eliza-Louisa,2¢ normally
called*<Liza-Lu”’; she was twelve and a half. The first boy was
Abraham,?5 aged nine. After him came two more girls, Hope2s
and Modesty.2” Then there was a boy of three, and then the
baby, aged one. .

Tess worked about the house after her mother had gone.
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It gréw later, and neither father nor mother returned.

Tess began to think that her father ought to be home by
now. His health was not good, and he had to start on a journey
later that night. v

‘“Abraham,” she said to her littlev brother, “put on your hat.
Go up to Rolliver’s2s and see what has happened to father and

‘mother.”

The boy jumped quickly from his seat, and went out into the
night. Half an hour passed,‘ yet again nobody returned home.

“I must go myself,” she said.

She made her way up the dark street to the pub.-

Mrs Durbeyfield had earlier found her husband in the pub-
singing about his noble family. .

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

“Yes, in a way,” said the owner. “Do you think there’s
any money in it?”

“Ah, that’s the secret,” said Joan Durbeyfield. She turhed
to her husband, and spoke in a low voice.

“I've. been thinking a lot since you brought the news.
There’s a great rich lady out by Trantridge, and her name is.
d’Urberville. That lady must be our relation,” she continued.

“And my plan is to send Tess to see her.”

While this question was being discussed, little Abraham
came into the room. Neither of them saw him.

“She is rich, and she’d be sure to take notice of the girl.”
continued Mrs Durbeyfield. It will be a very .good thing. ¥
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‘don’t see why two parts of one family shouldn’t visit each other.”

“Yes, and we'll all be rich!” said Abraham brightly- from
behind them. “And we’ll all go and see her when Tess has gone
to live with he ™

“How did you get here, child? Well, Tess ought to go to
‘this other part of our family. She’d be sure to please the lady
—Tess would. It’d probably lead to some noble gentleman
marrying her.”

“What does the girl say about going?” asked Durbeyﬁeld

“I’'ve not asked her. She doesn’t know there is any such
‘relation yet. If it takes her to a great marriage, she won’t say
‘no.”

“Tess is odd.”

““Oh, don’t worry. Leave her to me.”

"The conversation had turned to other things when Tess en-
tered the pub. It made her parents feel ashamed. They quickly
finished their drinks, and went out with her. The two women
-had to hold up Durbeyfield on their way home.

““Pm afraid father won’t be able to make the journey to-

morrow so early.”

19 1 shall be all rnght in a,, “our or two,” said Durbey-
“field. U S

It Was eleven o’clock before the family were all in bed. Two

1
.

oS
o’clock next 1nornmg was the latest possible time for starting
out with the boxes. They had to be delivered to a shop in Cas-

terbridges® before the Saturday market began. That was thirty
miles away, and the wagon was very slow. At half-past one
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