Setting #1

The village of Marlott lay amid the north-eastern undulations of the
beautiful Vale of Blakemore, or Blackmoor, aforesaid, an engirdled and
secluded region, for the most part untrodden as yet by tourist or landscape-
painter, though within a four hours’ journey from London.

It is a vale whose acquaintance is best made by viewing it from the
summits of the hills that surround it—except perhaps during the droughts of
summer. An unguided ramble into its recesses in bad weather is apt to engender
dissatisfaction with its narrow, tortuous, and miry ways.

This fertile and sheltered tract of country, in which the fields are never
brown and the springs never dry, is bounded on the south by the bold chalk
ridge that embraces the prominences of Hambledon Hill, Bulbarrow,
Nettlecombe-Tout, Dogbury, High Stoy, and Bubb Down. The traveller from
the coast, who, after plodding northward for a score of miles over calcareous
downs and corn-lands, suddenly reaches the verge of one of these escarpments,
is surprised and delighted to behold, extended like a map beneath him, a country
differing absolutely from that which he has passed through. Behind him the
hills are open, the sun blazes down upon fields so large as to give an unenclosed
character to the landscape, the lanes are white, the hedges low and plashed, the
atmosphere colourless. Here, in the valley, the world seems to be constructed
upon a smaller and more delicate scale; the fields are mere paddocks, so
reduced that from this height their hedgerows appear a network of dark green
threads overspreading the paler green of the grass. The atmosphere beneath is
languorous, and is so tinged with azure that what artists call the middle distance
partakes also of that hue, while the horizon beyond is of the deepest
ultramarine. Arable lands are few and limited; with but slight exceptions the
prospect is a broad rich mass of grass and trees, mantling minor hills and dales

within the major. Such is the Vale of Blackmoor.



Setting #2

It was intrinsically different from the Vale of Little Dairies, Blackmoor
Vale, which, save during her disastrous sojourn at Trantridge, she had
exclusively known till now. The world was drawn to a larger pattern here. The
enclosures numbered fifty acres instead of ten, the farmsteads were more
extended, the groups of cattle formed tribes hereabout; there only families.
These myriads of cows stretching under her eyes from the far east to the far
west outnumbered any she had ever seen at one glance before. The green lea
was speckled as thickly with them as a canvas by Van Alsloot or Sallaert with
burghers. The ripe hue of the red and dun kine absorbed the evening sunlight,
which the white-coated animals returned to the eye in rays almost dazzling,
even at the distant elevation on which she stood.

The bird’s-eye perspective before her was not so luxuriantly beautiful,
perhaps, as that other one which she knew so well; yet it was more cheering. It
lacked the intensely blue atmosphere of the rival vale, and its heavy soils and
scents; the new air was clear, bracing, ethereal. The river itself, which
nourished the grass and cows of these renowned dairies, flowed not like the
streams in Blackmoor. Those were slow, silent, often turbid; flowing over beds
of mud into which the incautious wader might sink and vanish unawares. The
Froom waters were clear as the pure River of Life shown to the Evangelist,
rapid as the shadow of a cloud, with pebbly shallows that prattled to the sky all
day long. There the water-flower was the lily; the crow-foot here.

Either the change in the quality of the air from heavy to light, or the
sense of being amid new scenes where there were no invidious eyes upon her,
sent up her spirits wonderfully. Her hopes mingled with the sunshine in an
ideal photosphere which surrounded her as she bounded along against the soft
south wind. She heard a pleasant voice in every breeze, and in every bird’s note

seemed to lurk a joy.



Setting #2

There was no exaggeration in Marian’s definition of Flintcomb-Ash
farm as a starve-acre place. The single fat thing on the soil was Marian
herself; and she was an importation. Of the three classes of village, the
village cared for by its lord, the village cared for by itself, and the village
uncared for either by itself or by its lord (in other words, the village of a
resident squires’s tenantry, the village of free- or copy-holders, and the
absentee-owner’s village, farmed with the land) this place, Flintcomb-Ash,
was the third.

But Tess set to work. Patience, that blending of moral courage with
physical timidity, was now no longer a minor feature in Mrs. Angel Clare;
and it sustained her.

The swede-field in which she and her companion were set hacking
was a stretch of a hundred odd acres in one patch, on the highest ground of
the farm, rising above stony lanchets or lynchets—the outcrop of siliceous
veins in the chalk formation, composed of myriads of loose white flints in
bulbous, cusped, and phallic shapes. The upper half of each turnip had
been eaten off by the live-stock, and it was the business of the two women
to grub up the lower or earthy half of the root with a hooked fork called a
hacker, that it might be eaten also. Every leaf of the vegetable having
already been consumed, the whole field was in colour a desolate drab; it
was a complexion without features, as if a face, from chin to brow, should
be only an expanse of skin. The sky wore, in another colour, the same
likeness; a white vacuity of countenance with the lineaments gone. So
these two upper and nether visages confronted each other all day long, the
white face looking down on the brown face, and the brown face looking up
at the white face, without anything standing between them but the two

girls crawling over the surface of the former like flies.



