Tess of the D’Urbervilles by Thomas Hardy

notes and significant passages chapters 41–44
Images & Gestures: What is Hardy trying to communicate to the reader?
Consider what I have deliberately rendered in italics. Take notes on the image or gesture that Hardy has carefully depicted. Then, try and describe what Hardy is using this image or gesture to communicate. What does this image or gesture symbolize?

1. 
“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” (signet 279/dover 222–223).

2. 
“Tess guessed at once the meaning of this. The birds had been driven down into the 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 night–time, 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 peering 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” (signet 281–282/dover 224).

3. “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” (dover, 225).

4. 
“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 ill 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” (signet 284–285/ dover 226–227).

5. “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 rain-water, 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” (dover, 230).
6. 
“She would have known as much without previous information if she had waited a moment, for one of [Angel’s] brothers proceeded to say: `Ah! poor Angel, poor Angel! I never see that nice girl [Mercy Chant] 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 impostor 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’” (signet 302–303/ dover 241–242).
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