
Tess of the d’Urbervilles Quotations 
 

 Phase 1 Phase 2 Phase 3 Phase 4 Phase 5 Phase 6 Phase 7 

Character “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.” 

“’tis always the 
comeliest! The plain 

ones be as safe as 
churches.” 

“a visionary essence of 
woman – a whole sex 

condensed into one typical 
form” 

"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. 

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… 

“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." 

“it is better that I should 
not look too often on you. 

It might be dangerous." 
 

The oblong white ceiling, 
with this scarlet blot in the 
midst, had the appearance 
of a gigantic ace of hearts. 

Key Scene “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.” 

“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.” 
 

"Did it never strike your 
mind that what every 

woman says, some women 
may feel?" 

 

“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…” 

“You were one person, 
now you are another!” 

“Oh, why have you treated 
me so monstrously, 

Angel?.. It is all injustice I 
have received at your 

hands.” 
 

"[T]he President of the 
Immortals, . . . had ended 
his sport with Tess . And 
the d'Urberville knights 

and dames slept on in their 
tombs unknowing." 



Fate "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." 

"I wish I had never been 
born--there or anywhere 

else. " 

"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 to-
morrows just all in a line, 

the first of them the 
biggest and clearest, the 

others getting smaller and 
smaller as they stand 

further away; but they all 
seem very fierce and cruel 

and as if they said, 'I'm 
coming! Beware of me! 

Beware of me!" 

"Yes; at that dance on 
the green; but you 

would not dance with 
me. O, I hope that is no 
ill-omen for us now!" 

 
“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.” 
 
"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. 

 

“the usually ripe red 
mouth was almost as pale 

as her cheek” 
 

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… 

“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." 

 
"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. 

 

“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.” 
 
 

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.  

"Justice" was done, and 
the President of the 

Immortals, in Aeschylean 
phrase, had ended his 

sport with Tess. 
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Red and White 
Symbolism 

“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.” 

“He appeared to be an 
artisan of some sort and 
carried a tin pot of red 

paint in his hand.” 
 

THY DAMNATION 
SLUMBERETH NOT 

“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 – 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… 
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…” 

She was yawning, and he 
saw the red interior of 
her mouth as if it had 

been a snake's. 

"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 

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. 

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. 

 
The oblong white ceiling, 

with this scarlet blot in the 
midst, had the appearance 
of a gigantic ace of hearts. 
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Misogyny "But some might say, 
where was Tess 's 

guardian Angel ? Where 
was the providence of 

her simple faith? 
Perhaps, . . . he was 
talking, or he was 

pursuing, or he was in a 
journey, or he was 

sleeping and not to be 
awaked . . .. 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.'" 

“’tis always the 
comeliest! The plain 

ones be as safe as 
churches.” 

“a visionary essence of 
woman – a whole sex 

condensed into one typical 
form” 

"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. 

"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!" 

"What a woman's reason! 
Who is this better man?" 

 
“it is better that I should 

not look too often on you. 
It might be dangerous." 

 
Well, women's faces have 
had too much power over 
me already for me not to 

fear them! 

"I am ready," she said 
quietly.  
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d’Urberville Heritage “Good night, Sir John,” 
said the parson. 

 
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.  

 
"I've-got-a-gr't-family-

vault-at-Kingsbere—and 
knighted-forefathers-in-

lead-coffins-there!" 

“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. 

“oh no, he can’t stomach 
old families” 

 
trees marking the environs 

of Kingsbere—in the 
church of which parish the 
bones of her ancestors—

her useless ancestors—lay 
entombed. 

 
The past was past; 

whatever it had been, it 
was no more at hand. 

To escape the past and 
all that appertained 

thereto was to 
annihilate it, and to do 
that she would have to 

get away. 

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! 

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. 

"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.  
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Class "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." 

"I wish I had never been 
born--there or anywhere 

else. " 

“of course, he won’t marry 
any one of us, or Tess 

either” 

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. 

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!" 

 

"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." 

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! 

 


