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Fess Of The D Nbborsilles

Brief comment and general introduction

O E | M

The tragic tale is about a beautiful and unaffected girl,
Tess, whose downfall began when she went to visit her rela-
tives and was cunningly seduced by Alec D’ Urberville. Then at
the dairy farm she and Angel Clare, a pastor’s son, fell in
love with each other, but Clare could not forgive her affair with
Alec. When later she met Alec again, the shameless man be-
gan to pursue her again. She wrote a letter to Clare and told
him about it. In the end, when Clare did repent of what he had
done to her and wanted to live with her, it was too late. Tess
killed Alec, who once again had been the cause of her real
lover’ s repudiation of her, and then she herself was sentenced
to death. The writer successfully describes the natural purity
and goodness of Tess and her tragical ending. In this book,
what is evil and what is good, what is prejudice and what is
true love, has been shown clearly to the readers.
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1. 4% Tess Of The D’ Urbervilles T
2. e, Thamas Hardy TN (1840— 1928)
3. A,

Tess : (&)

Alec ’ _ (Frax)

Angel Clare (AR FLHER)

4, |#F . Third person narration( #= AR )

5. Goonuotations; (F975)

‘

(1)The two speechless gazers bent themselves down fo the earth, as if in prayer .
and remained thus a long time , absolutely motionless .

(2)The fields are mere paddocks . so reduced that from this height their hedgerows
appear a network of dark green theads overspreading the green if the grass.

(3)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 feit at first, a girl like her who had never heard of his name , and
never would have a clue to his personality .

(4)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 child-
hood, and could not comprehend as any other. ’

(5)Was once lost always lost really true of chastity ?
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(6)His experience of women was great enough for him to be aware that the nega-
tive often meant nothing more than the preface to the affirnative .

(7)And she held that what her conscience had decided for her when her mind was
unbiased ought not to be overruled now .

(8)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 .

(9)God " s not in his heaven : all’ s wrong with the world !
{100nce victim, always victim—that ' s the law .

(11) 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.
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On an evening in the latter part of May a middle- |

aged man was walking homeward from Shaston to the
village of Mariott, in the adjoining® Vale of Blakemore
or Blackmoor. The pair of legs that carried him were
Vi_@y@, and there was 2 bias in his gait which in-
clined him somewinat to the left of a straight lne. 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 am, the
nap¥ of his hat was ruffled®, a patch being quite worn
away at its brim where his m_m_b® 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, halt-
ed, and turned round.

‘Now, sir, begging your pardon, we met last
marketday on this road about this time, and | said
“Cood night”, and you made reply “Good night, Sir
John”, as now.

‘| did. " said the parson.

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

‘I may have, ’
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‘Then what might your meaning be in calling me
“Sir John™ these different times, when | 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 | was hunting up
@digrees‘"g for the new county history. | 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 derived their descent from Sir Pa-
gan D’ Urberville, that renowned knight who came from
Normandy with William the Conaqueror, as appears by
Battle Abbey Roll?’

‘Never heard it before, sirt’

‘Well it"s true. Throw up your chin a moment, so
that | may catch the profile of your face better. Yes,
that’ s the D’ Urbenville nose and chin, a little de-
based. Your ancestor was one of the twelve knights
who assisted the Lord of Estremavilla in Normandy in
his conquest of Gtamorganshire. Branches of your fami-
ly held mr‘s@ 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 10 give a2 manor to the Knights Hosp:-
tallers;and in Edward the Second’ s time your forefa-
ther Brian was summoned to Westminster to attend the
great Council there . You declined a little in Oliver
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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 baronetcfv“, as it practically
was in old times, when men were knighted from father
to son, you would be Sir John now. ’

‘You 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 Durbey-
field. *And here have | been knocking about, year af-
ter year, from pillar to post, as if | was no more than
the commonest feller in the Qg@®. .. And how long
hev this news about me been knowed, Parson Tring-
ham?’

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 investiga-
tions 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 vLa_qg@@, and had thereupon been led to
make inquiries about his father and grandfather till he
had no doubt on the subject.

‘Al first | resolved not to distub you with sch a
useless piece of information,” said he. ‘ However, our
impulses are too strong for our judgment sametimes . |
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thought you might perhaps know something of it all the
while, ’

‘Well, | have heard once or twice, 't is true,
that my family had seen better days afore they came to
Blackmoor  But | took no notice o’ t, thinking it to
mean that we had once kept two horses while 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 | and these no-
ble D’ Urbervilles were one flesh all the time . ' Twas
said that my gr’ t-grandfer had secrets, and didn’ t
care to talk of where he came from... And where do
we raise our smoke, now, parson, if | may make so
bold; | 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
wnder. ’

‘Then where do we lie?’

‘At Kingsbere-sub-Greenhill: rows and rows of
you I your vaults, with your effigies® nder Purbeck-
marple canopies”.

* And where be our family mansions and estates?’

‘You haven’t any. ’

‘Onh? No lands neither?’

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

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

‘Ah, that 1 can’t tell!”’

‘And what had | 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 geneal-
_o_g_ist®, nothing more. There are several families a-
rﬁong the cottagers of this county of almost equal
lustre®. Good night. ’

‘But you’ Il tumn back and have a quart of beer
with me on the strength 0’ t, Parson Tringrem? There’s
a very pretty brew in tap at The Pure Drop—though, to
pe sure, not so good as at Rolliver’s. ’

‘No, thank you, not this evening, Durbeyfield.
You’ ve had enough already. * Concluding thus the par-
son rode on his way, Mlkdo&b&g/s\@\@ggsgg\t}gun
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 see

ing him, held up his hand, and the lad quickened his
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pace and came near.

‘Boy, take up that basket! | 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 | 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, | don’t mind
telling you that the secret is that |’ m one of a noble
race—it has been just found out by me this present af-
ternoon P. M.’ And as he made the announcement,
Durbeyfield, declining from his sitting position, luxuri-
ously stretched himself out upon the bank among the
daisies.

The lad stood before Durbeyfield, and contem-
plated his length from crown to toe.

‘Sir John D’ Urbervitle—that’ s who | am,”’ con-
tinved the prostrate® man. * That is if knights were
baronets®—which they be. ’Tis recorded in history all
about me. D@@ know of such a place, lad, as Kings-
bere-sub-Greenhill?’

‘Yes. I’ve been there to Greenhill Fair.

‘Well, under the church of that city there lie—’

‘Tisn’ t a city, the place | mean; leastwise
"tusan’ when | 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
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parish lie my ancestors—hundreds of ’;egr——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-Wes-
sex that’s got grander and noble skeleton™ in his fami-
ly than I’

‘On?’

‘Now take up that basket, and go on to Marlott,
and when you’ ve come to The Pure Drop Inn, tell "em
to send a horse and carriage to me immediately, 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 | 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 esti-
mate of the position .

‘Yes, Sir Jotn Thank ’ee. Anything else | can do
for 'ee, Sir Jon?’

“Tell "em at home that | shouid 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, chitter-
lings® will do. ’

‘Yes, Sir John.’
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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
ot o’ 17°

**Tis the women’ s cluo-walking, Sir John. Why,
your dater 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 1’|l drive round and
inspect the ciub. ’

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 hilis,
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