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Chapter 1

THE village of Marlott lies in the beautiful Vale of

Blackmoor. This is a quiet region four hours’ journey
from London. It is fertile! country in which the fields
are never brown and the springs never dry. It is very
different from the chalk hills which surround it, and
the view of the landscape reveals a rich growth of
grass and trees.

Many of the old customs survive in the valley.
For instance the May-Day dance was still an interest-
ing event to the younger inhabitants of Marlott. A
group of young ladies had gathered for the occasion,
all dressed in white gowns. In addition every woman
and girl carried in her right hand a willow wand? , and
in her left a bunch of white flowers.

There were a few middle-aged and even elderly
women in the gathering, but young girls formed the
majority. Their hair reflected in the sunshine every
tone of gold, and black, and brown. Some had beau-
tiful eyes, others a beautiful nose, others a beautiful
mouth and figure; few, if any, had all. They were

1 fertile: BBXEY 2 willow wand: 4%
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shy country girls, unaccustomed tol being watched.
All were cheerful ,and many of them had some dream
or distant hope to make them merry.

They came by The Pure Drop Inn, and were
turning out of the road to pass through a gate into the
meadows? , when one of the women said. °‘ The
Lord-a-Lord! Why, Tess Durbeyfield, there’s your
father riding home in a carriage!’

A young member of the band turned her head at
this. She was a fine and handsome girl — not hand-
somer than some others, possibly — but her passionate3
red mouth and large innocent* eyes made her more at-
tractive. She wore a red ribbon in her hair, and was
the only one of the group who did. As she looked
around Durbeyfield was seen moving along the road in
a carriage belonging to The Pure Drop, driven by a
curly-headed girl with her gown-sleeves rolled above
her elbows. Durbeyfield, leaning back, with his eyes
closed, was waving his hand above his head, and sing-
ing; ‘I've got a great family vault® at Kingsbere —
and knights as forefathers® buried there!’

The girls giggled, except the girl called Tess, in
whom a blush rose at the sense that her father was
making himself foolish in their eyes. ‘ He’s tried,
that’s all,” she said hastily, ‘and he has got a lift
home, because our own horse has to rest today. ’

But Tess’s pride would not allow her to turn her

1 unaccustomed to: RIJMR 2 meadow: Bi), 4% 3 pas-
sionate: AR 4 innocent: 40ERY 5 wvault: BV 6 fore-
father. 185
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head in her father’s direction again, or to learn what
his meaning was, if he had any. Thus the women
moved on to the enclosure! where there was to be
dancing on the green.

Tess Durbeyfield at this time of her life was full
of emotion which had not been affected by experi-
ence. You could still see phases of her childhood in
her face ; for all her bouncing handsome womanliness,
you could still sometimes see her twelfth year in her
cheeks.

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 menfolk gathered round
the spot, inclined to look for a partner. Among these
on-lookers were three young men of a higher class,
carrying small knapsacks? strapped to their shoulders,
and stout sticks in their hands. They were brothers;
the eldest was dressed in the clothes of a curate? ; the
second was an undergraduate?; the third and youn-
gest was more difficult to characterise on appearance.
The brothers were spending their spring holidays in a
walking tour through the Vale of Blackmoor. They
leant over the gate by the road, and inquired as to the
meaning of the dance and the white dresses. The two
elder brothers were plainly not intending to linger®
more than a moment, but the spectacle of girls danc-
ing without male partners seemed to amuse the third.

1 enclosure: B 2 knapsack: ([R{THEVAMINREY) HE
3 curate: BVEBRUD 4 undergraduate: KFZARYE 5 linger:
=22
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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 dance with
them. It will not detain us long.’

‘No, no; nonsense!’ said the first. ‘Dancing in
public with a group of country girls. Suppose we
should be seen! Come along, or it will be dark before
we get to Stourcastle.’

“ All right. T’'ll overtake you and Cuthbert in five
minutes; don’t stop: I give my word that I will, Fe-
lix.’

The two elder men reluctantly left him and walked
on, and the youngest entered the field. ‘ Where are
your partners, my dear?’ he said gallantly! to two or
three of the girls nearest him.

‘ 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. ’

The young man, thus invited, glanced them over
and took almost the first that came to hand. It did not
happen to be Tess Durbeyfield, and the chosen girl
was envied by all as the first who enjoyed the luxury3
of a male partner that evening. Soon the young men
from the village joined in and all had partners.

The church clock struck, when suddenly the
student said that he must leave — he had been forget-

1 gallantly: ERENE 2 byand by: FHH 3 luxury: BB
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ting himself — he had to join his companions. As he
fell out of the dance his eyes lighted on Tess Durbey-
field, whose own eyes wore the faintest trace of blame
that he had not chosen her. He, too, was sorry then
that, owing to her backwardness, he had not observed
her. With that in his mind he left the field.

He ran down the lane westward, but paused to
get breath, and looked back. He could see the white
figures of the girls, and they seemed to have quite for-
gotten 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. He wished
that he had asked her; he wished that he had inquired
her name. However, it could not be helped, and turn-
ing, walking rapidly, he dismissed the subject from
his mind.

As for Tess Durbeyfield, she did not so easily
dismiss the incident from her mind. She had not spirit
to dance again for a long time, though she might have
had plenty of partners. It was not till the young
stranger’s figure was lost in the rays of the sun that
she took another partner, though he did not speak so
nicely as the strange young man.

She remained with her comrades till dusk!. She
might have stayed even later but the incident of her fa-
ther returned to her mind and made her anxious.
Wondering what had happened to him she walked to-
wards the end of the village at which her parents’ cot-

1 dusk: EE
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tage lay.

When Tess opened the door she was sorry that
she had not returned sooner. There stood her mother
Joan with the group of children, hanging over the
Monday washing-tub, which had now, as always, lin-
gered on to the end of the week. As usual Mrs
Durbeyfield was rocking her youngest child, and sing-
ing a cradle song.

‘T’ll rock the cradle for you, Mother,’ said the
daughter gently.

Her mother bore Tess no ill-will for leaving the
housework to her. Tonight there was a different look
in her mother’s face, some excitement mingled! with
dreaminess. ‘ Well, I'm glad you've come,’ her
mother said. ‘I want to go and fetch your father, and
I want to tell you what has happened.’

‘Since I've been away?’ Tess asked. ° Has it
anything to do with father’s making such a fool of
himself in the carriage this afternoon. I wanted to sink
into the ground with shame!’

‘ That was all part of it. We’ve been found to be
the greatest gentlefork? in the whole country, reac-
hing back for centuries. In the past our real name was
d’Urberville !’

‘T'm glad of that. Will it do us any good,
Mother?’

* Your father learnt of it on his way home from
Shaston. A preacher’ who is in the habit of hunting

1 mingle: 2% 2 gentlefork: HEHIMBRFHA
3 preacher: IBE
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up old family names for a new county history met him
and told that he is the living representative! of the
ancient and knightly family of the d’Urbervilles. It is
thought that great things may come of it.’

‘ Where is father now?’ asked Tess suddenly.

Her mother put on a stern? look. ‘ Now don’t
you be angry ! The poor man, he went up to Rolliver’s
Inn half an hour ago. He needs his strength for the
journey tomorrow with that load of beehives3 , which
must be delivered, family or no. He’ll have to start
shortly after twelve tonight, as the distance is so
long.’

Tears welled to Tess’s eyes. ‘O my God! Go to
a public-house to get up his strength, and are you go-
ing as well, Mother?’

‘No,’ said the latter. ‘I have been waiting for
you to look after the house while I go and fetch him. ’

‘T'll go.’

‘Oh, no, Tess. You see, it would be no use. ’

Tess knew what her mother’s objection meant.
This hunting for her husband at the inn was one of
Mrs Durbeyfield’s only enjoyments. To find him at
Rolliver’s and sit there for an hour or two by his side,
and forget about the care of the children, made her
happy.

Tess was left alone with the younger children.
There was an interval® of four years between Tess and
the next of the family, ‘Liza-Lu’. Next came Abra-

1 represenfative: {{F&% 2 stern: /G 3 beehive: ¥
4 interval: E%
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ham who was nine years old, then two more girls,
Hope and Modesty; there was a boy of three, and
then the baby, who had just completed his first year.
They were 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.

It grew later, and neither father nor mother reap-
peared. Tess thought that a man like her father in poor
health who was to start a long journey at one in the
morning ought not to be at an inn at this late hour. ‘I
must go to fetch them,’ she said.

Tess, locking the children in, started on her way
up the dark and winding lane to Rolliver’s Inn.

Mrs Durbeyfield had walked quickly to the inn and
climbed the stairs to the room where a party of drink-
ers had assembled!. She was welcomed with glances
and nods by the company, and turned to where her
husband sat. He was singing absently to himself: ‘I
am as good as some folks! I’ve got a great family
vault at Kingsbere, and finer skeletons than any man
in Wessex? !’

‘ I've something to tell you that’s come into my
head about that,” whispered his wife. ‘I’ve been
thinking since you brought the news that there’s a rich
lady out by Trantridge of the name of d’Urberville. ’

‘Hey! What’s that?’ said her husband.

‘ That lady must be our relation,’ she said.

1 assemble: CE 2 Wessex: TRXH(HEHER=BEL—
#X)



