
(Too Much Succulence Mr. Hardy)
by

(Rosita Clarke)

(based on the real lives of Thomas and 
Emma Hardy)

Rosita Clarke
Venery Lodge West
Clift Lane
Toller Porcorum
Dorchester
Dorset
DT2 0EJ
01300 321113



FADE IN:

EXT. STREET (LONDON 1889) - DAY 

The street is bustling with MEN and WOMEN intent on their 
days' purpose. 

A NEWSPAPER BOY SHOUTS out a news headline. 

A horse drawn carriage with COACHMAN RATTLES by. 

Imposing buildings, shops, line each side of the road. Smog 
envelopes the street.

THOMAS HARDY, 49, full beard, summer country clothes, looking 
uneasy and out of his comfort zone is drifting his way 
towards a publishing house, 'Tillotson and Sons'.

INT. PUBLISHING HOUSE/OFFICE - DAY

TILLOTSON, mid 30 s, city clothes, stands up behind his 
oversized neat and orderly desk and offers his hand to HARDY  
who stands opposite.

TILLOTSON 
Welcome to London Sir. Please sit 
down.

HARDY
I have to say I was deeply sorry to 
here of your father’s death. I 
liked him very much. 

TILLOTSON
Now, as you know Mr. Hardy we are 
Christian publishers and I know 
that my father had accepted your 
contributions before but this time, 
I will be unable to serialize --

HARDY
Unable! You have read only the 
first few chapters. How can you say 
that so emphatically.



TILLOTSON
My dear man, sexual references, 
inferences, rape, babies born out 
of wedlock, need I say --

HARDY
This is an outrage.

TILLOTSON
(passing over a page)

Mr. Hardy. May I suggest that you 
rewrite it omitting certain scenes 
that I have noted here.

HARDY
I will change nothing of my story 
unless it be my will to do so.

TILLOTSON 
People will call you subversive and 
even more consequential will call 
into account my firm’s reputation.

HARDY
I doubt so.

(standing)
This is unmitigated censorship Mr. 
Tillotson.

TILLOTSON
(standing)

Advice Mr. Hardy. Advice --

HARDY
No. The serial will remain as I 
intend it.

TILLOTSON 
Then I have no alternative but to 
cancel the contract. I hope that we 
can do so amicably. But of course 
if you were to think again?

HARDY
I will not. I shall find myself 
another publisher.

Tillotson and Hardy stand stubbornly face to face
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EXT. MAX GATE/GARDEN (DORCHESTER) - DAY 

HARDY, in winter clothes, closes behind him the door of his 
detached newly built red brick house standing isolated amidst 
the chalk downs one mile outside of the town.

SUPERIMPOSE: "Dorset Six Months Earlier"

Hardy walks down the curved newly cobbled driveway, smiles as 
he passes  EMMA, 48,  with a noticeable limp, running 
awkwardly around with their dog MOSS, and children LILIAN, 9, 
and GORDON, 7. 

Hardy doffs his hat to BERNIE, mid 20 s, digging over a patch 
of uncultivated earth.

EXT. DIRT TRACK - DAY 

A Raven tears flesh off the bloodied corpse of a fox. 

Disturbed by the sudden appearance of HARDY looking content 
and happy and a YOUNG WOMAN carrying a heavy pail in both 
hands, the Raven flies off CALLING.

YOUNG WOMAN
Oh dear!

HARDY
Ah 'tis only natural for the bird.

YOUNG WOMAN
I know that but --

HARDY
And very much against the natural 
order of things for the fox to be 
hunted and killed in such a way. 

YOUNG WOMAN
You do not hunt then Sir?

HARDY
It would not be my pleasure nor 
indeed would it be my wife’s.

YOUNG WOMAN
Nor mine Sir. It be horrible. 

HARDY
Men can behave abysmally. 
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YOUNG WOMAN
Well it be nice to talk with you 
Mr. Hardy, I better be off now, 
late with the milk.

Hardy's eyes linger on the woman as she runs ahead struggling 
with the heavy pail of milk. He smiles, looking  
affectionately amused. 

INT. DORSET COUNTY MUSEUM/READING ROOM - DAY

Hardy's coat and hat with many others coats hang on a stand. 
MEN sit at tables, their heads in pamphlets and periodicals.

HARDY sits at his usual table reading the daily newspapers. 

FLORENCE, early 20 s, bubbly and fresh looking rushes 
excitedly up to Hardy putting "The Dorchester Chronicle" 
opened at a specific page, in front of him.

FLORENCE
I found that story you asked for 
'bout that horrible accident with 
the horse Mr. Hardy.

Hardy folds the paper he is reading places it on the table 
and picks up "The Dorchester Chronicle"

HARDY
 Thank you Florence.

FLORENCE
That were four year ago now. I 
remember me mam ran for her life 
back home after she saw it.

HARDY
(glancing at the article)

Your mother is too sensitive?

FLORENCE
Out of her wits she were at sight 
of so much blood.

Florence turns away, shivers, turns back.

FLORENCE (CONT'D)
Why do you want to know it Mr. 
Hardy, you be writing another book?
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HARDY
I am. You know, accidental deaths 
Florence, no matter how bloody, are 
not to be feared. 'Tis the 
unnatural ones brought about by 
foul means that must really concern 
us. 

FLORENCE
Is it a story about murder?

HARDY
(laughing)

In some sense I suppose

Florence looks puzzled. Hardy stands, folds up "The 
Dorchester Chronicle" moves to collect his coat.

FLORENCE
Is Mrs. Hardy coming today? She was 
going to show me more of her 
paintings, I think she be a good 
artist and a very kindly person.

Hardy putting on his hat and coat.

HARDY
Aye, she be a soft hearted wife.

FLORENCE
I think you be very lucky to have 
her.

Hardy picks up the folded "Dorchester Chronicle"

HARDY
I think so too.

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - DAY 

The small cosy study has wall to wall book shelves, a large 
fireplace, small side table, two chairs and an armchair. 

HARDY sits at his cluttered desk which is up against a wall 
re - reading ’The Dorset Chronicle’ article. 

NELLIE, 17, with grubby face and hands kneels in front of a 
ROARING fire. 
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HARDY
That’s some fire you’ve made Nell.

NELLIE
Well it’s biting cold today Sir. 
Cook’s made a big pan of stew for 
us all and a rhubarb pie because 
that be our Lilian's choice.

HARDY
Lilian and Gordon are too spoiled.

NELLIE
Well ’tis only natural, 'tis like 
they were your very own children, 
they stay here so often.

HARDY
'Tis true. It is especially 
congenial to have them around. I 
know Mrs. Hardy thinks so too.

Nellie leaves. HARDY looks happy, puts on his spectacles, 
dips his pen in black ink and starts writing on a blank page.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT - TRAVELING

TESS DURBEYFIELD, 17, pretty fresh faced voluptuous country 
girl who looks older than her age, with ABRAHAM, 9, sitting 
next to her, is driving their wagon loaded with bee hives. 
The old horse PLODS on.

ABRAHAM 
Why can’t father take Prince and 
the bees to the market?

TESS
'Cause he ain’t fit Abe, being sick 
with liqueur and all that. 

ABRAHAM
Father says  we’ve a rich lady in 
our family and she’s goin' to find 
a gentleman for you to wed.

TESS
'Tis nonsense Abe, 

ABRAHAM
Ain't you pleased sis?
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TESS
Go to sleep now.

Tess and Abraham drift off to sleep.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT - TRAVELING

A mail-cart with MAIL MAN on board approaches at speed from 
the opposite direction. 

MAIL MAN 
Hoi there. Look out

The cart crashes violently into Tess's horse. 

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT

The shaft of the mail cart protrudes from Prince's chest.  

TESS is frantically trying to stop the flow of blood with her 
shawl. 

ABRAHAM stands alarmed. The MAIL MAN stands calm. 

TESS
Prince! Oh Prince! Prince!

MAIL CART MAN 
You was on the wrong side. The 
wrong side Miss. Unfortunately my 
dears I’m bound by law to go on 
with the mail bags. So it be best 
for you two to bide here with your 
load and I’ll send someone to help 
as soon as I can.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - NIGHT 

The mail cart disappears into the dark night.

TESS and ABRAHAM sit close to the body of Prince in a pool of 
blood.
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ABRAHAM
Oh Tessy, what can us do now? How 
can we go on with the hives?

TESS
We can’t Abe. Prince is killed, we 
can't go on and it’s all my doing.

ABRAHAM
What will become of us all now Sis?

TESS
I don't know. I really don't know. 
I've been such a fool.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - DAY

HARDY blots his work when as he hears Lilian and Gordon 
STAMPING excitedly up the stairs. Hardy looks up, LILIAN and 
GORDON appear in the doorway.

LILIAN
Uncle Tom, Bernie has dug up an 
enormous stone - 

GORDON
And lots of skeletons -

LILIAN
And lots of bones, all burned 
black, Aunt Emma says they might 
have been a sacrifice from a long, 
long, long time ago, then she told 
us to go inside - 

GORDON 
Because it was no sight for a 
child’s eyes, but we saw it. Come 
and see Uncle Tom.

HARDY
A little later. Now don't leave 
your Aunt Emma alone with the 
stone.

GORDON
Why? Do you think she will be 
fearful of it?
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HARDY
Possibly. You go now. I will come 
soon enough.

Lilian and Gordon run out. Hardy dips his pen.  

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. THE DURBEYFIELDS COTTAGE/GARDEN - DAY 

JOHN DURBEYFIELD, 38, hung over, exhausted and sweating from 
digging the large hole, JOAN DURBEYFIELD, 37,  TESS, LIZA-LU 
12, and ABRAHAM are tumbling the dead horse into a freshly 
dug grave.

HOPE, 7, carrying a BABY, MODESTY, 5, and ANOTHER BROTHER ,3, 
stand around the hole staring.

ABRAHAM
Is he gone to heaven, Ma?

JOAN
Of course Abe.

HOPE
When we getting a new Prince, Ma?

JOAN 
There be no more money my sweet.

LIZA-LU
Poor Prince, ’twas a terrible way 
to go to heaven, and poor Tess too, 
what a thing to happen.

TESS
It just happened, Liza Lu. It just 
happened.

(whispering to herself)
I'm nothing but a murderess.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - NIGHT

HARDY blots the word "murderess" as  NELLIE enters.

NELLIE
Mrs. Hardy, wishes to know if you 
are ready for supper. She’s had 
quite a day of it she says. 
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HARDY
Has she, well tell my wife I am 
busy, though I would appreciate 
some help later, if she wishes to 
help with the arranging. 

NELLIE
I’ll ask Cook to bring your supper 
up here then.

HARDY
Thank you Nell. What has been done 
with the stone that was found?

NELLIE
It be still there, ’tis far too 
heavy to move, it be such a weight.

HARDY
A Druid Stone I fancy.

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - DAY 

NELLIE is making up the fire, listening. 

HARDY is writing. He looks heavy eyed. His empty plate from 
the previous night under a pile of papers. 

EMMA comes in clutching a small brown parcel. 

EMMA
You write for too many hours 
Thomas. You look tired! You have 
not slept.

HARDY
You didn’t come last evening!

EMMA
My leg was hurting, I, sensibly, 
retired to bed early.

HARDY
I have been rather occupied.

EMMA
Does your book have a title yet?

10.



HARDY
Tess Durbeyfield perhaps, at least 
for the initial serialization.

EMMA
Is she a good person?             

HARDY
Emma my dearest, I do not believe 
that good exists.

EMMA
That's a dreadful thing to say. If 
we are good while here on earth 
then it will surely secure our way 
to a better life in heaven.  

HARDY
Well if there is a way to a better 
life then it has to exact a full 
look at the worst in this life 
first. 

EMMA
You are tired. I can see.

Emma makes to comfort Hardy but he is rejecting her.

HARDY
So I am making Tess suffer from the 
very worst that this life can throw 
at her.

EMMA
But why Tom?

HARDY
Because I suffer.

EMMA
You need to sleep.

HARDY
Like myself she will never 
understand all that conspires 
against her or against the natural 
order of things.

EMMA
Nothing conspires Tom.
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HARDY 
Everything does. Man and his  
imposed conventions, falsities, 
double standards, injustice. I 
cannot sit easily with it anymore 
Em, I feel buried under hypocrisy.

Emma puts the parcel on the desk. Emma picks up the dirty 
plate and passes it to Nellie who looks bewildered by Hardy's   
outburst.

EMMA
You may go now. Thank you Nellie.

Emma ushers Nellie out of the study.

EMMA (CONT'D)
Sometimes you speak like a pagan 
Tom. It saddens me.

HARDY
Well it is my full intention to 
have Tess totally brought down in 
the end. Destroyed by it all.

EMMA
Your pessimistic outlook will be 
your downfall as a writer.

INT. MAX GATE/HALLWAY - DAY

NELLIE is nosily listening at the door of the study.

HARDY (O.S.)
Pessimism is playing the sure game. 
You cannot lose at it but you -

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - DAY

HARDY is challenging EMMA's intellect with his eyes.

HARDY
Might gain.

EMMA
Gain?
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HARDY
And I at least will not suffer any 
disappointment.

EMMA
That parcel came for you earlier.

HARDY
I see it.

Emma leaves defeated. Hardy begins opening the package.

HARDY (CONT'D)
(raising his voice)

What I mean Em, is that if I 
explore tragedy in fiction it might  
help people to escape the worst 
forms of it in real life.

EMMA (O.S.)
I doubt it.

INT. MAX GATE/DRAWING ROOM - NIGHT

Simply furnished with comfortable chairs, large fireplace and 
a table which Emma uses for her painting.

HARDY sits, engrossed in reading a little book. EMMA sits 
apart stroking a cat on her lap. MOSS lies by the fire.

EMMA
How long do you think we should 
have to stay at a Hotel when we’re 
in London?

HARDY
Until we can find something more 
permanent.

EMMA
Are you looking forward to the 
season this year?

HARDY
As much as you can, I suppose, with 
London being little more than four 
million forlorn hopes floating 
aimlessly through the fog.
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EMMA
There you go again. A writer's 
mind, full of gloom.

The cat jumps down, Emma moves to her painting table.

EMMA (CONT'D)
It will be nice to be amongst 
society people again. What was the 
package?

HARDY
This little book of poems.

EMMA 
Who from?

HARDY
Rosamund Tomson, she goes by the 
name of her husband Mrs. Graham 
Tomson. The poetry is actually 
quite agreeable.

EMMA 
How ridiculous. I would not 
attribute any of my poems or my 
paintings to Mrs. Thomas Hardy, I 
sign mine Emma Lavinia Gifford. 

HARDY
I understand she is quite 
fashionable in London. I do rather 
like the sensuous way she writes of 
youth, reminds me of my cousin.

EMMA 
The sensuous Tryphena Sparks? You 
were in love with her were you not, 
before we met?

HARDY
Emma ... Dearest that was --

EMMA
She married someone else didn’t 
she?

HARDY
I believe so.

EMMA
And was very fortunate I understand 
to have her very own children.
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HARDY
That was not called for. We have 
Lilian and Gordon.

EMMA
Yes I know. I'm sorry.

EXT. MAX GATE/GARDEN - DAY 

The COACHMAN is helping EMMA into a waiting carriage which 
has two trunks secured to the roof. 

HARDY, standing next to BERNIE and the carriage, looks across 
the freshly dug earth.

HARDY
Now you know where I want all the 
seeding done Bernie. And don’t 
forget mesh to keep the birds off.

BERNIE
’Twill be all in order Sir, they be 
all up and growing by the time you 
be back.

EMMA
Watch out to Moss and the children.

BERNIE
Don’t you worry so Mrs. Hardy. We 
will.

INT. MAX GATE/KITCHEN - DAY

COOK, 45, BERNIE and MOSS are all eating supper. Nellie 
enters.

NELLIE
That be the children all settled to 
bed.

COOK
Do you know what his new book be 
about Nell?

15.



NELLIE
Not for certain, but I know it be 
causing difficulties with The 
Hardy's at times.

BERNIE
What do you know Nellie Freestone?

COOK
Well ’tis none of our business. And 
that I do know. 

INT. RAILWAY CARRIAGE - DAY - TRAVELING

EMMA and HARDY sit quietly. Hardy stares out the window.

EMMA
Penny for your thoughts Tom?

HARDY
I was thinking about -

EMMA 
Meeting Rosamund Tomson?

HARDY
Tess, and what her poor unfortunate 
life has in store for her.

EMMA
That's good then.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. THE DURBEYFIELD'S COTTAGE/ROUGH TRACK - DAY

A cart loaded with TESS’ bags waits a little way ahead. THE 
DRIVER sits patient. 

ALL TESS's FAMILY surround and walk with TESS towards the 
waiting cart. 

From out of nowhere comes a fashionable horse drawn gig 
driven by ALEC D'URBERVILLE, 24, handsome, confident, eager 
faced. The gig pulls up.

Alec beckons Tess to ride with him. She hesitates, looks at 
her family then mounts the gig. Alec drives off at 
considerable speed.
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ABRAHAM
Is that the gentleman-kinsman 
who’ll make Sissy a lady?

LIZA-LU
I believe it could be. He do look 
very handsome. I wish it were me 
now, not Tess going off.

EXT. COUNTRY PATH - DAY -TRAVELING

ALEC D’URBERVILLE is driving the gig very fast down a steep 
slope. TESS looks terrified.

ALEC  
There's nothing like this to raise 
the spirits.

Alec cracks his whip. Tess grabs Alec’s rein arm.

ALEC (CONT'D)
Don’t touch my arm we shall be 
thrown out, hold on to my waist.

EXT. COUNTRY PATH - DAY

The gig is pulled up aside a tall hedgerow. The horse is 
panting. 

TESS looks exhausted. ALEC is all fired up.                    

TESS
Safe. In spite of your fooling.

ALEC 
Now let me have one little kiss.

TESS
(jumping down)

Sir, I don’t really want anyone to 
kiss me. I'll walk.

ALEC 
But it’s miles.
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Tess begins to walk off, Alec turns the gig and pins her 
between it and the hedge.

TESS 
You should be ashamed of yourself. 
I don’t like you at all. In fact I 
hate you.

ALEC 
Well I like you all the better. 
Come let there be peace. I promise 
I’ll never do it anymore. Not 
against your will at least.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. RAILWAY CARRIAGE - DAY - TRAVELING

HARDY and EMMA  look thoughtful. 

The steam from the engine which RATTLES on the tracks  
relentlessly, obscures the passing landscape from time to 
time. 

The urban sprawl of buildings encroaches on the pastoral.

EXT. THEATRE ROYAL DRURY LANE (LONDON) - NIGHT

A number of PEOPLE are leaving the Theatre. 

EMMA stands talking and laughing with MARY JEUNE, 45, an 
aristocratic lady with a warm friendly expression, MADELEINE, 
13 and DOROTHY, 12, who are getting into a waiting cab. 

HARDY stands on the steps apart from them, mesmerized by the 
beauty of some LADIES as they disperse with their GENTLEMEN.

EMMA
Tom! Mary is leaving.

(calling out)
Goodbye dears, we look forward to 
calling on you tomorrow.

Emma approaches Hardy.

EMMA (CONT'D)
I don’t know what becomes of you at 
times. I feel so awkward.

HARDY
Mary and her daughters know me well 
enough. Did you enjoy Carmen?
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EMMA
Yes I did, very much.

HARDY
I’m somewhat surprised.

EMMA 
Why?

HARDY
No Matter.

INT. MARY JEUNE’S HOUSE/DRAWING ROOM (LONDON) - DAY

The room is beautifully, expensively furnished and decorated.

MARY sits at a grand piano PLAYING Mozart.

HARDY sits with EDITH WHARTON, 36, American, elegant, on a 
Chesterfield Sofa.

MABEL ROBINSON, 26, American,  MONA CAIRD, 44, and EMMA sit 
around on individual arm chairs, chatting, drinking tea and 
eating cakes offered to them by a MAID circulating around the 
guests.

MADELEINE and DOROTHY sit on a chaise lounge watching, 
listening intently, mimicking the 'ladies, learning their 
position in society.

EDITH 
From Tillotson?

HARDY 
Yes. One thousand guineas.......

MONA
What is your story about Thomas?

EDITH 
Attacking society again in some way 
I trust... marriage perhaps?

MABEL 
And it revolves around the female 
of our species.

HARDY
Her name is Tess Durbeyfield.
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EMMA
And the writing of it makes my 
husband very gloomy. More than 
usual.

MONA 
Surely not my dear.

EDITH 
So what does  Miss Durbeyfield set 
out to challenge in this story?

The PIANO stops. Mary is walking over towards Hardy and Edith

HARDY
Nothing. On the contrary, she is 
going to be a victim of all that 
challenges her, society’s values 
and rules, but mainly, hypocrisy.

MARY 
(sitting between them)

Risky Tom, but how exciting.

EMMA
Too risky and I am afraid, not very 
exciting.

MONA 
You can never be too risky. If you 
want to debate values and bring 
about change.

HARDY
Instinctive behavior should be the 
principle force guiding us in life 
not behavior which is continually 
being modified by some other 
person’s moral -

EDITH 
Absolutely.

EMMA
God raises us quite above what you 
call  "natural instinct."

Madeleine and Dorothy look a bit bored.

HARDY
And there lies the complication. I 
will make Tess’s ultimate fate lie 
in the hands of dark and malignant 
forces not natural ones.

20.



EMMA 
I beg you not to speak like that, 
Tom. I must apologize for my 
husband, he can be too frank.

MABEL 
Likely it will cause great offense.

EMMA
Yes, Tom.

HARDY
Perhaps? But I want my readers to 
see Tess’s  misfortune as a 
warning.

MONA
A Warning?

MABEL 
Misfortune?  

HARDY
Yes.

Madeleine and Dorothy re -appear standing  behind Hardy.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. "THE CHASE"/A COPPICE - NIGHT

A HORSE emerges through thick fog, ridden by ALEC with TESS 
clinging to his waist.

TESS
Where are we then? I wager you have 
deliberately passed our turn. 
Please let me down, Sir.

ALEC dismounts, helps Tess off holding her very close, steals 
a cursory kiss and hitches the horse to a tree.

TESS (CONT'D)
You really do not know where we are 
do you?

ALEC
To tell you the truth owing to this 
fog, no I don’t. Wait here and I 
will go and seek out our 
whereabouts. Are you cold?
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TESS
No, not very. A little maybe.

Alec takes off his overcoat and buttoning it around her 
shoulders.

ALEC 
Nights grow chilly in September, 
now my pretty, rest here I shall 
soon be back.

Alex disappearing on foot through the trees.

ALEC (CONT'D)
(calling back)

By the by Tessy, your father has a 
new cob today. Somebody gave it to 
him.

TESS 
Somebody? You!

ALEC
And your sisters new dolls.

TESS looks afraid, she cries.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MARY JEUNE’S HOUSE/DRAWING ROOM - DAY 

MARY JEUNE, HARDY, EDITH WHARTON, MABEL ROBINSON, MONA CAIRD. 
MADELEINE, DOROTHY AND EMMA as before. 

MADELEINE
Why does the girl cry? He seems a 
kind  man to give her sisters 
dolls.

HARDY
Ah but if you were unable to see as 
the thick fog envelops you and you 
do not know what dark forces are 
slowly creeping in, would you cry?

MADELEINE
Perhaps

MONA 
And?
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HARDY
Fortunately or maybe you may not 
think so the man soon returned.

DOROTHY
Good.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. "THE CHASE"/A COPPICE - NIGHT

TESS is asleep in the undergrowth. ALEC looking for Tess, 
catches his foot on the sleeve of his overcoat.  

ALEC 
Tess, my sweet Tess.

Alec seduces Tess.

The ambiguity between whether it is seduction or rape is 
paramount, whatever the case it is gentle and non-
threatening.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MARY JEUNE’S HOUSE/DRAWING ROOM - DAY  

HARDY, EMMA, MARY JEUNE, MONA CAIRD, MABEL ROBINSON, 
MADELEINE AND DOROTHY as before.  

EMMA
Edith dear, what writing are you 
engaged in at the moment? I have 
been making a few jottings myself.

EDITH 
Bravo Mr. Hardy.

MARY 
Daring, what you are saying is that 
in a natural world without opinions  
or dogma Tess’ experience -

MABEL 
Would have been seen merely as an 
education.

HARDY
Alec was simply obeying a natural   
law to which Tess in a sense was 
sacrificed.
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MABEL 
And because of societies’ rules it 
will inevitably damn her.

MONA 
Absolutely fascinating.

A doorbell CHIMES, an outside door BANGS shut 

ROSAMUND TOMSON, 35, enters the room with a flourish flinging 
off her cloak. Hardy immediately stands up looking delighted.

MARY 
Rosamund, darling, come and join 
our literary gathering.

ROSAMUND
(directed at Mary)

Baroness, how delightful to see 
you.

HARDY
Mrs. Tomson, Rosamund, it is such a 
pleasure to meet you face to face 
you look absolutely charming. 

ROSAMUND
Well thank you Mr. Hardy, Thomas. I 
am flattered. It was very decent of  
you to write back to me.

HARDY
(indicating spare couch)

Come and sit here.

ROSAMUND sits first then HARDY sits next to her.

MARY 
Thomas was just explaining 
something of his new heroine.

EDITH 
And the unfortunate, no, tragic 
predicament she finds herself in.

ROSAMUND
Oh? Thomas I was wondering if you 
could get me elected to the Society 
of Authors, maybe if you could -

HARDY
Of course my dear. I will write a 
letter of recommendation right 
away. 

(MORE)
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In the mean time may I have the 
pleasure of inviting you as my 
guest to the annual dinner in case 
membership is not through by then.

ROSAMUND
It would be a pleasure Thomas, to 
be in the company of such a 
renowned and respected author.

INT. LONDON HOTEL ROOM - DAY

HARDY is assisting EMMA with putting on her coat.

EMMA
Should I take some of my paintings?

HARDY
Better not to appear presumptuous.

EMMA
Promise me then that today you will 
pay me some attention.

INT. EDMOND GOSSE’S HOUSE/DRAWING ROOM - (LONDON) - DAY 

EDMOND GOSSE, 49,  ELLEN GOSSE, 48, and EMMA are animated in 
conversation sitting on plush sofas, looking at paintings. 
Emma appears quite at home in this artistic environment 
although regularly glances at HARDY.

Hardy is standing very close to AGATHA THORNYCROFT, 34, 
elegant and beautiful, at a drinks cabinet. Agatha is pouring 
herself a gin.  

AGATHA
Hamo is away at the moment, in 
Italy promoting his own sculptures. 

HARDY 
Then allow me to see that you enjoy 
yourself as best you can in his 
absence.

EMMA
You are very fortunate Ellen to 
have a husband who happily promotes 
your paintings.

HARDY (CONT'D)
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EDMOND
I consider myself to be the  
privileged one.

Agatha and Hardy joining Emma, Ellen and Edmund.

AGATHA
Hamo positively insists Edmund is 
the best art critic in London.

ELLEN
That he most certainly is.

HARDY
Emma my dear, Agatha also enjoys 
sculpting and painting. She is 
quite renowned you know. You must 
have a tête-à-tête. 

EMMA
Yes, we must.

Hardy and Agatha sit themselves next to Emma

HARDY
Come to the Author’s Dinner Agatha. 
It will be charming to have you 
attend and besides Edmond, our art 
historian here, is giving a talk.

EMMA
Thomas you cannot take it upon 
yourself to invite every new woman 
you meet. You have already - 

ELLEN
I suggest us ladies withdraw. Come 
Agatha, you must tell us about your 
husband’s latest commission.

Edmond moves to the drinks cabinet.

EDMOND 
You seem disappointed the ladies 
have left us Thomas. An aperitif?

HARDY
Yes I will, thank you. I hope Emma  
will be excused her directness.

EDMOND
I wager they will already have done 
so. Women are the most loveliest, 
forgiving of creatures.
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HARDY
Agatha's face inspires the face of 
my  heroine, she is truly lovely 
but I fear, too vulnerable, as 
women so often are.  

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY - TRAVELING

TESS rides with ALEC on his gig. Tess clutches a bag of her 
belongings. In the distance TESS sees her home village.

ALEC
Come Tess your beauty still dazzles 
me, do you not love me just a bit. 

TESS
If I had loved you, if I loved you 
still, then I should not loathe and 
hate myself for my weakness.

ALEC 
Not a weakness Tess, 'tis natural. 

TESS
Sir?

ALEC 
Look I was born bad, I have lived 
bad and I shall die bad in all 
probability. But if there is 
anything, I mean anything that you 
need you must write to me, promise.

TESS
There is nothing that can be done 
for me now Sir, nothing. 

INT. MAX GATE/THE HARDY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT 

EMMA, in her nightgown, sits at her dressing table, is 
studying her face in the mirror while brushing her hair. 

HARDY comes into the bedroom wearing a dressing gown and in 
an amenable mood.
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EMMA
For them to have such beauty is 
just too unfair. 

HARDY 
Who?

EMMA
Agatha, Rosamund. Do you have to 
make your feelings so obvious Tom.

HARDY
Do I?

EMMA
Often. It is so indiscreet of you.

HARDY
Em, I merely flatter them because 
that is what they want.

EMMA
You know Rosamund aims to raise her 
own heights through you but you 
foolishly cannot see it. 

Emma's accusations change Hardy's mood to one of 
disenchantment. 

HARDY
I'm going to the study

In the dressing table mirror Emma sees Hardy walking away. 

Emma shows disappointed he has left the bedroom, left her. 
She is angry with herself and BANGS the hairbrush down.

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - NIGHT

HARDY lights a candle, picks up the copy of Rosamund's poems 
and sits in his arm chair.

The door opens and EMMA comes through looking apologetic 

EMMA 
Tom I'm ....oh I see. I thought you 
were going to write when you left, 
you know...

HARDY 
I am working.
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EMMA
You are thinking of her?

HARDY
No

EMMA
Agatha then?

Emma turns to leave. Hardy stands up and moves towards Emma 
who dodges his advance. 

HARDY
Tess actually. But I do admit I  
feel consonant with all of their 
minds.

EMMA
But not with mine.

Emma SLAMS the door shut behind her. Hardy SIGHS, sits at his 
desk, puts on his spectacles and dips his pen

HARDY
I did not say that.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. A CORN FIELD - DAY

Freshly tied sheaves of corn stand proud in a field of 
stubble. 

THREE WOMEN and TESS sit resting, eating bread. 

HOPE, carrying a baby, and LIZA -LU approach Tess 

TESS
Thank you sis. Give him here.

LIZA-LU
He’s been a bit poorly at breakfast 
Tess. Poor baby.

Tess unashamed feeds her baby.

FIRST WOMAN
She’s fond of that child.

SECOND WOMAN
That she is. But a bit more than 
persuading had to do with the 
coming of it I reckon.
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FIRST WOMAN
Well, ’twas a thousand pities that 
it should have happened to she.

THIRD  WOMAN
Aye, ’tis always the comeliest, us  
plain ones be as safe as churches.

INT. THE DURBEYFIELDS COTTAGE/BEDROOM - NIGHT

TESS is pretending to sleep, HER BABY cradled in her arms. 

ABRAHAM is staring sadly at the baby. LIZA-LU, HOPE, and 
younger SIBLINGS are sleeping.

ABRAHAM
Sissy, wake up, baby is sick he be 
not breathing proper, Tess wake up.

Tess gets up, lights a candle, methodically fills a basin 
with water from a jug.

She wakes LIZA-LU and HOPE. Tess gives a prayer book to Hope 
and picks up her baby.

TESS
If the church won’t baptize him 
then we will, right here.

HOPE
What’s his name to be?

TESS
(pondering)

Sorrow. 

ABRAHAM
Sorrow? Be you really going to 
christen him Tess?

LIZA-LU
Of course she be.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - NIGHT

HARDY sits with pen in his hand, tears in his eyes.
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INT. MAX GATE/THE HARDY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Emma lies in the large bed alone with tears in her eyes.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. CHURCHYARD - NIGHT 

TESS, walks across the church yard, carrying a lantern, jug 
of beer and small wooden box. 

She stops and gives a waiting SEXTON the beer.

THE SEXTON 
Thank you Mam. Over there where 
them nettles are growing. 

TESS
Where all the other damned are laid 
you mean. Take this shilling and 
don’t drink your beer too quickly.

EXT. CHURCHYARD - NIGHT

TESS crouching by a small mound of earth is threading yellow 
flowers through two twigs tied in the shape of a cross, tears 
in his eyes.

TESS
I will now never be able to know 
love.  

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - DAY 

EMMA places a vase full of yellow flowers on the mantle 
piece. 

She goes to sit at the desk close to where HARDY is sitting, 
writing, picks up a page placed to one side next to an opened 
telegraph, looks at it briefly and looks Hardy straight in 
the eyes.

EMMA
Dear God, you gave Tess a son, how 
could you do that Tom?

HARDY
And see also that she buried him.
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EMMA
Why tom? Why?

HARDY
Because right now I see no future 
in humanity. It seems the wealthy 
control the lives of all others. 
The wealthy and their false values, 
their phoniness.

EMMA
I will help you today? That way I 
shall feel less apart from you. 
What's the telegram?

HARDY
Oh, Old Mr. Tillotson has died. I 
liked him.

EMMA
I suppose his son will be taking 
over the firm now.

HARDY
I have promised them the first 
chapters very soon so they really 
need to be packaged up. Your help 
would be welcome Em.

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - DAY 

EMMA is binding up the first chapters, glad to be near Hardy. 

HARDY contentedly and optimistically is addressing a large 
envelope to his publishers.

HARDY
Well Tess ......we shall see.

EXT. LONDON STREET (near WATERLOO STATION) - DAY 

A POLICEMAN is arresting a PROSTITUTE.  A small CROWD has 
gathered. 
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PROSTITUTE
Get off me. I be a good girl, I be 
saving me money to get married. I 
be.

INT. PUBLISHING HOUSE/OFFICE - DAY

TILLOTSON and HARDY stands face to face. Hardy gives back the 
page of notes with proposed alterations. 

TILLOTSON
Please reconsider. I say this only 
in your best interests. You must 
believe me.

Hardy collecting up his chapters from the desk puts them back 
into the envelope.

HARDY
No changes. Good Day Mr. Tillotson

EXT. PUBLISHING HOUSE - DAY 

HARDY clutching his envelope, closes the door of the 
Publishing House and wanders down the street agitated, angry. 

Further on he enters another publishing house.

EXT. FIELD - DAY

EMMA is riding her horse at full gallop, she looks happy, 
exhilarated is enjoying the freedom and speed. 

INT. 'THE SAVILE CLUB' (LONDON ) - NIGHT 

The club is lavishly and richly furnished with sofas, tables, 
arm chairs, a bar. A BARMAN stands behind the bar.

HARDY sits opposite EDWARD CLODD, 48, extravagantly, 
eccentrically dressed. The chapters sit on a table between 
them. 
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Edward is smoking and drinking.

The CHATTER of OTHER GENTLEMEN sat around creates an amenable 
calm background atmosphere.

HARDY
Upset my publisher.

EDWARD
How?

HARDY
I have been compelled by that young 
Tillotson to stop writing my novel 
unless I make drastic changes.

EDWARD 
And you said No.

HARDY
Of course.

EDWARD 
Did you try Murray’s Magazine?

HARDY
I saw Mowbray himself and he said 
that he couldn’t accept so many 
references to moral situations.

EDWARD 
What does he know?

HARDY
Oh he was quite emphatic, said that 
my story was sexually immoral and 
contained improper explicitness. 

EDWARD 
And is it? Does it?

Edward grabs the attention of the passing Barman    

EDWARD (CONT'D)
Two more thank you.

HARDY
I have to speak the truth.

EDWARD
You know that it will be quite some  
battle to fight the establishment.
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HARDY
When I contested with Mowbray, he 
proceeded to go on about the 
freeness of the way I use Tess’ 
seduction and pointed out how many 
times I used the word succulent.

EDWARD
(laughing)

He has a way with words too.

HARDY
"Rather too much succulence" he 
said for his magazine.

They both smile. The Barman returns with two glasses. 

EDWARD
He has a revulsion for sexuality.
Thank you Sir.

The barman walks away also smiling.

EDWARD (CONT'D)
And Macmillan?

HARDY
The same. Edward, do you think it 
pertinent of me to risk financial 
decline by refusing to make those 
changes.

EDWARD
How substantial is the reward for 
publishing first as a serial?

HARDY
Eight hundred pounds. I should 
think about Emma shouldn’t I?

EDWARD 
How fares she Tom?

HARDY
She's been rather uneasy of late. 
And she doesn't know yet of my 
recent altercation with Tillotson.

EDWARD  
You know Tom there is a way that 
you could still keep the novel in 
its original form while in the mean 
time gain a financial reward.
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Edward Clodd draws on his cigar, leans forward toward Hardy.

INT. MAX GATE/DINING ROOM - NIGHT

A storm is RAGING outside.

LILIAN AND GORDON excited by the storm excuse themselves from 
the table to prepare for bed.

NELLIE is clearing away the plates.

HARDY at that table is mesmerized by the TORRENTIAL RAIN 
streaming down the window. EMMA watches him.

EMMA
Penny for your thoughts Tom? Tom!

HARDY
What? The rain, look! a temptress 
beckoning  me outside to bathe in 
her wholesomeness.

EMMA
You know if you go out in wet 
weather you always catch a chill.

HARDY
Where’s your heart Em? You always 
spoil the moment. I wish you would 
make more effort to understand me. 

EMMA
Rather I fear you don’t understand 
me. The only connection you make is  
with your female 'temptresses'

HARDY
Oh dear. That is not true.

EMMA
Maybe not but whatever it is, it 
only makes you more morose and 
introspective.

HARDY
I cannot help what I am.
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EMMA
I feel uneasy about this new book. 
You seem even more self absorbed  
since you came back from London. 

(leaving)
I am going to say good night to the 
children.

HARDY
(to himself)

I hear the impending tempest my 
dearest Tess. By morning the storm 
will abate and it will surely  
leave in its path a wake of 
destruction.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. A FLOODED RIVER PATH - DAY

HETTY, IZZY ,MARIAN AND TESS  struggling through mud come to 
a halt when the path is completed flooded.

RETTY
Oh dear. We will be late.

TESS
Will our Mr. Clare be there do you 
think?

RETTY
I saw you Izzy kissing his shadow 
on the wall yesterday.

TESS 
You didn't Izzy! 

IZZY
Well there be no harm in it. And if 
I be in love with him so be you 
Retty, and you Marian.

MARIAN
I would marry him tomorrow if he 
asked.

IZZY
So would I. And more.

RETTY
(giggling)

Me too.
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IZZY 
We can’t all marry him, besides he 
likes Tess best by the looks he 
gives her.

TESS
Why would he even look at us poor 
milkmaids?

MARIAN
(squealing)

Oh my Goodness there be leaf 
hoppers in our petticoats.

The girls jump around, laugh and shriek, waving their skirts 
in a frenzied attempt to shake the insects off.

EXT. A FLOODED RIVER PATH/OAK TREE - DAY - SAME

Further down the path ANGEL CLARE (24,)is watching from 
behind a tree smiling.

EXT. A FLOODED PATH - DAY  

RETTY, IZZY, MARIAN AND TESS stand tired out with laughing. 

ANGEL approaches. The girls compose themselves quickly.

ANGEL 
Are you trying to get to church?

IZZY
Yes, sir and ’tis getting late

MARIAN
And I do colour up so when we 
arrive and everyone is there.

ANGEL 
I’ll carry you through this pool, 
all of you, now Marian hold on.

Angel carries Marian across the flood. IZZY and RETTY are 
waiting in anticipation. Tess draws back a little.
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EXT. A FLOODED RIVER PATH - DAY 

ANGEL scoops up TESS, the last girl on the path. Angel 
holding Tess very close carries her through the flood.

TESS
They are better women than I Mr. 
Clare.

ANGEL 
Not to me. I have undergone three 
quarters of this labour entirely 
for the sake of the fourth.

Angel carries Tess across the flood. The whole crossing is 
sexually charged though they do not show their feelings to 
each other if indeed they actually understand them.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DORSET COUNTY MUSEUM/READING ROOM - DAY

EMMA clasping "The Dorset Chronicle" is looking around her. 
FLORENCE approaches her.

FLORENCE
Mrs. Hardy?  I am pleased to see 
you. How is Mr. Hardy?

EMMA
Particularly bothersome at the 
moment. I am returning the 
chronicle he borrowed.

FLORENCE
I have some very good news.

EMMA
And what may that be my dear.

FLORENCE
I am to be wed.

EMMA
That is ... Fine news.

FLORENCE 
But you are not happy for me?
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EMMA
I hope you are sure, that’s all.

FLORENCE
Why would I doubt it.

EMMA
Lately I have come to think that 
men are incapable of proper love.

FLORENCE 
Not my man, he be kind and honest.

EMMA
Expect little that’s all my dear.

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - DAY  

HARDY and EMMA sit at each end of the desk which has several 
neat piles of labelled manuscripts. 

Emma is copying the last word of an original chapter in red 
ink, places the completed copied red chapter on a pile marked 
'volume' and hands the original black chapter to Hardy. Hardy 
places a black chapter with crossings out on to a pile marked 
'Serialization' then he begins to cross through words and 
alter the original chapter Emma handed him in black ink. 

Emma looks at Hardy with quizzical looks and gestures. Not 
noticing, Hardy keeps his own eyes fixed on the manuscript he 
is working on. 

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. DAIRY FARM/MILKING YARD  - DAY

ANGEL, walking his HORSE, passes TESS stealing a kiss. .

IZZY, RETTY and MARIAN giggle but their faces burn with 
jealousy. 

Angel mounts his horse and hoists Tess up behind him. He 
kicks the stirrups hard.  
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EXT. 'EGDON HEATH' - DAY

The rolling hills of the ancient hill fort seem to envelope 
ANGEL AND TESS  who sit on a grassy slope grass in the 
sunshine. The horse stands still and content nearby.

ANGEL 
So this is the secret you have not 
told.

TESS
Yes. I hate the name Durbeyfield

ANGEL
Well, I have you there, Mistress 
Teresa Durbeyfield, take my name 
and you will escape yours.

TESS
You wish to marry me?

ANGEL 
I do my dearest Tessy. Very much.

TESS
Whatever my offenses, my past.

ANGEL holds Tess, kissing her between his words

ANGEL 
I do. Say you will. Say you will be 
mine for ever and ever.

TESS
(with a sense of 
foreboding)

Yes I will.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. PUBLISHING HOUSE/ OFFICE - DAY

HARDY and TILLOTSON standing opposite each other are shaking 
hands over the serialization lying on the desk between them.

TILLOTSON
A most sensible change of heart Mr. 
Hardy.
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INT. MAX GATE/THE HALLWAY STAIRCASE - DAY

HARDY ascending passes EMMA descending the stairs.

EMMA
A telegraph came yesterday, it’s on 
your desk. How did the meeting ...?

Hardy disappears out of sight. Emma look sad.

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - DAY

HARDY, telegraph in one hand and crumpled piece of paper in 
the other sits numb. EMMA stands looking rebuked before him.

HARDY
(reading aloud)

"Not a line of her writing have I, 
not a thread of hair." 

(indicating the crumpled 
paper)

I cannot believe it. On the train 
coming home I started composing 
this poem for her. I did not know 
she was dying and now she is dead.

EMMA 
Who?

HARDY
Tryphena.

EMMA
Oh Tom I am sorry.

HARDY
My beloved Phena.

EMMA
No, don’t call her --

HARDY
(handing over the poem)

Such strange telepathy. That I 
should be writing about her while 
she was in fact dying. 
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EMMA
Your lost prize? Is that how you 
think of her?

HARDY
She was the epitome of all I 
believe in, we knew each other so 
well.

Emma screwing up the poem is prevented from throwing it at 
Hardy who instantly stands up grabbing Emma's hand tightly 
and still holding the telegraph.

EMMA
Tell me you have not stayed in love 
with her. Now I see. She's your 
inspiration for Tess.  You're in 
love with them both aren't you.

INT. MAX GATE HOUSE/KITCHEN - DAY - SAME

NELLIE, BERNIE AND COOK, hear THE RAISED VOICES of The 
HARDY's from above.

COOK
Well that be a true sign of being 
married. 

NELLIE 
I should love to be married, I 
would never quarrel with my 
husband.

COOK
Well, I be glad I ain’t.
  

BERNIE
My pa says women are fickle and 
temperamental and in particular he 
do mean my ma who --

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - DAY

HARDY gripping EMMA

EMMA
(shrieking out)

You still do. I know it.
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HARDY
Stop it Emma You're ranting. You're  
not well.

Hardy loosens his grip on Emma who edges away from him  

EMMA
How can you say I am not well. It's 
you who are not well. You seem to 
love every woman except me.

HARDY
That’s not true, Emmie.

Hardy attempts to put his arms around Emma. She rejects him. 

HARDY (CONT'D)
It is you who doesn’t want to be 
loved, as if you think yourself too 
saintly. You become more and more 
like your mother.

EMMA
Oh no! Do not condemn my mother?

Emma gives the crumpled paper back to Hardy who sits back in 
his chair, overcome with sadness still holding the telegraph.

HARDY
The problem is you cannot give way 
to the natural instinctive way men 
and women should behave when their 
passion is aroused.

EMMA
(sitting down, weary)

We are not animals. God created us 
higher beings, passion has no place 
in our hearts Tom, only pure love.

HARDY
All this god fearing nonsense. 

EMMA
You don't try to believe. 
         

HARDY
I have been looking for God for 
fifty years and I think that if he 
had existed I should have 
discovered him by now don't you?
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EXT. DORCHESTER RAILWAY STATION/PLATFORM - DAY

EMMA stands looking downhearted, NELLIE holds hands with 
LILIAN AND GORDON, who each carry a little case in the other 
hand.

GORDON
Why didn’t Uncle Tom come? He do 
always wave us off for the 
Christmas holiday. 

LILIAN
He’s still very sad because his 
sister is dead.

GORDON
It wasn’t his sister, it was his 
wife but that was a long time ago.

LILLIAN 
They couldn’t be wed silly because 
Aunt Emma is wed to Uncle Tom. 
She’s the wife.

GORDON
Who was his sister then?

The train pulls into the station in a cloud of steam.

INT. MAX GATE/DRAWING ROOM - DAY 

HARDY sitting by the fire is reading a letter which he holds  
in one hand.

A Number of Christmas greeting cards are on the mantle-piece. 
Hardy holds one card in his other hand. 

EMMA is decorating a tree, she is SINGING along to "God rest 
Ye Merry Gentlemen"  being SUNG simultaneously by Bernie, 
Nellie and Cook from the kitchen. 

MOSS lies by the roaring fire as Emma sings the last line of 
the carol.

EMMA
Tidings of comfort and joy. 

(glancing at Hardy)
Who is the letter from?
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HARDY
She’s been exploiting me Em. Do you 
know she gives my letters to others 
to read and passes me off as her 
admirer.

EMMA
Ah Rosamund you mean. Well you are!

HARDY
I have never led her to believe.

EMMA 
Maybe not overtly but she gratifies 
her own vanity I suspect by 
mentioning you.

"The Holly and The Ivy" is heard being SUNG from the kitchen.

HARDY
I don't know if I can trust these 
society women any more.

Hardy gets up and puts the greeting card on the mantle piece.

EMMA
Who is it from?

HARDY 
Mona Caird.

EMMA
That's nice.

HARDY
She wishes us both a prosperous new 
year and then asks me to give her 
an introduction to Percy Bunting.

EMMA
From The Contemporary Magazine?

HARDY  
Yes, she says she has written an 
article 'Evolution and Marriage.'

EMMA 
There 'tis done.

(relaxing in a chair)
Will you?

HARDY
Will I what?
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EMMA
Introduce Mona to Percy Bunting

HARDY
Yes, I think so. I have been 
thinking about writing my own 
article too.

EMMA 
On Marriage?

HARDY
What do I know of matrimony?

Emma and Hardy faintly smile at each other.

EXT. COUNTRY PATH - DAY 

MAX GATE stands rather stark and solitary a little way ahead.

HARDY is walking towards the house with EDWARD CLODD and 
MOSS.

SUPERIMPOSE: Four months later

Edward takes a nip from a flask and is smoking a cigar.

EDWARD 
Your article has caused quite a 
stir. You remain on top form 
Thomas, speaking out on censorship.

HARDY
I have to say it. 

EDWARD 
And I commend you. I adore the way 
you give such offense with the 
detailed way you present sexuality. 

HARDY 
It is such a powerful determinant 
in human actions and reactions is 
it not?

EDWARD 
I quite agree. Don't think the 
public are quite ready though.
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INT. MAX GATE/DRAWING ROOM - DAY 

NELLIE is serving tea. 

EDWARD sitting, has a gin in his hand. HARDY stands in front 
of a slow burning fire. EMMA is at her table painting. MOSS 
lies on the floor. 

EMMA 
If you do insist on making those 
criticisms of the magazines then 
you must expect criticism back. 
Thank you Nellie.

Nellie leaves.

HARDY
My wife thinks I am in a 
particularly disagreeable mood.

EDWARD 
And are you?

HARDY 
What my wife really means is that I 
am jeopardizing the fame and 
grandeur she always hoped for.

EMMA
I do not.

EDWARD 
But the novel Tom, that still 
progresses well?

HARDY
If you mean the rather dull 
serialization, yes, it continues, 
but the final volumes at least are 
my easement. They remain intact. 

EMMA
Tom has me copying the actual 
volumes in red ink.

HARDY
The Truth will be told.

EDWARD 
And what is the truth?
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HARDY
Among other matters, hypocrisy. 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. ANGEL CLARE'S FARMHOUSE/PARLOUR - NIGHT

Sitting in front of a glowing fire, ANGEL is putting a 
necklace around TESS’ neck.

ANGEL 
My dearest wife.

TESS
Husband.

They kiss.

ANGEL 
Tess do you remember what we said 
this morning about telling our 
faults. I want to make a 
confession. 

TESS
You have something to confess?

ANGEL 
Put your head here Tess because I 
want you to forgive me.

TESS 
Forgive you? You seek forgiveness?

ANGEL 
I have such terrible remorse. Years 
back when in London, in the midst 
of all my fine aims and morals I 
myself fell. It was a stranger too 
and for no more than forty eight  
hours I swear. Oh Tess, I am truly 
sorry, please forgive me.

TESS
Of course I do my love. I am almost 
glad because now you can forgive 
me.

ANGEL 
Of course my dearest.
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TESS
I too, years before, fell. I had a 
child, though I not be wed, I was 
taken in, like you Angel, like you.

ANGEL 
... Is he still alive?

TESS
No, the baby lived but a short 
while. 

ANGEL 
No, Him.

TESS
Oh yes.

ANGEL draws away, stirs the embers of the fire, staring.

TESS (CONT'D)
You ...you do not forgive me.

ANGEL 
There are too many difficulties 
while he is still alive. I need to 
think.

Angel gets up and looks out the window, his back to Tess.

TESS
I suppose I must go away.

ANGEL 
What will you do?

TESS
Go home. I was wrong to marry you 
and now must be punished but please 
Angel do not make my punishment 
more than I can bear.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. COUNTRY PATH - DAY 

The sun is shining brightly, birds SINGING, meadows green.

EMMA and ELLEN GOSSE are walking slowly together with MOSS.
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EMMA
My brother has always been 
convinced that his children will 
thrive better in the country air, 
out of London.

ELLEN
You are very fond of them. Are you 
faring all right Emma ?

EMMA
Well it's a blessing that, Moss 
don't walk so fast these days my 
leg, it's quite painful lately.

EXT. MAX GATE/GARDEN - SAME

HARDY, EDMOND GOSSE AND EDWARD CLODD are admiring the planted 
garden. 

BERNIE is working on a flower border.

Deck chairs are laid out under parasols.

HARDY
No, it's an absolute pleasure and I 
enjoy the chance to look after 
their literary education. 

EDMOND
A fine thing Thomas, education.

HARDY
Emma attends their spiritual 
upbringing as she puts it.

EDMOND
Also a fine -

HARDY
Which I am not convinced has any 
place in a child’s upbringing. I 
have told her so.

EDWARD
Ah! Rather unwise you think?
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EXT. COUNTRY PATH - DAY - SAME

EMMA and ELLEN walking back towards the house. Moss trails 
behind.

EMMA
I overheard two women in the book 
shop in Dorchester last week. They 
must have known who I was.

ELLEN
You cannot be sure of that?

EMMA 
One of them wondered why that man, 
referring to Tom, could not try 
some useful work in the world.

ELLEN
She feigns intellect.

EMMA
And the other questioned why my 
husband could not have done 
building work like his father 
instead of writing rubbish that no 
one wants to read.

ELLEN
What? Surely you protested.

EMMA 
No, I left immediately, they were 
laughing at me.

ELLEN
Predictable small mindlessness of 
parochial provincials.

EMMA
I suppose.

ELLEN
They know not nor understand your 
husband’s genius.

EMMA
Nor do I sometimes. I remember 
thinking at the time that they were 
probably by all accounts, right.
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ELLEN
You cannot mean that Emma. It was 
you in the first place who 
persuaded Tom to give up 
architecture and become a writer, 
wasn't it? You have always 
supported him.

EMMA
I was naive. I didn’t know him as I 
do now. Here Moss!

EXT. MAX GATE/GARDEN - DAY

ELLEN, EMMA and MOSS are walking along the garden path 
towards the men.

HARDY and EDMOND are sitting under the parasols, drinking 
lemonade.

EDWARD lies back in a deck chair pretending to sleep, a cigar 
in one hand, gin in the other.

EMMA
Ask him who he’s thinking of now 
for it's surely not me.

ELLEN
Emma he merely has a poet’s heart.

EMMA 
Do you know that he called his 
cousin his 'lost prize' which quite 
simply makes me his consolation.                            
.

Emma and Nellie sit themselves under the shades with the men.

EMMA (CONT'D)
And besides he never credits me for 
all the help I give him.

HARDY
Dearest, I do appreciate you, you  
upset too readily that's all. 

EMMA
I do not get upset!

HARDY
You do Emma.
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Emma gets up in a huff, hurries down the path towards the 
house.

EMMA
You see, you do.

Edward opens his eyes. Everyone looks embarrassed.

ELLEN
She feels she is losing you. Are we 
not all vulnerable when the heart 
is involved.

HARDY
Ah those Matters of the heart!

INT. MAX GATE /THE HARDY'S BEDROOM - DAY 

EMMA is powdering her face in front of the mirror and re-
arranging her hair. She is struggling to control her 
emotions.

EXT. MAX GATE/GARDEN - DAY -SAME

EDMOND is taking photographs on his new Kodak camera of ELLEN 
posing, HARDY and EDWARD are trying hard not to be 
photographed, and MOSS who is completely indifferent.

ELLEN
Shall we organize a trip to the 
seaside, the weather is quite warm 
now and it would be rather lovely.

EDMOND
That would be nice my dear. 

Edmond notices EMMA walking towards them, calls to her

EDMOND (CONT'D)
Emma my dear, we are organizing a 
trip to Weymouth while we are 
visiting.

EMMA
Oh yes we must show you The 
Promenade. The sands and the sea 
are truly breathtaking.
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HARDY
There is a very good hotel too 
where we can luncheon, will you 
join us Edward? 

EDWARD 
No I think perhaps not, married 
couples will surely be merrier 
without a bachelor around.

INT. MAX GATE/STUDY - DAY - SERIES OF SHOTS

A) HARDY in shirt sleeves is collecting together almost 
lovingly his manuscripts off his desk.

B) EMMA with a pained expression is boxing up books from a 
bookcase, dusting them before the are packed. 

C) BERNIE and NELLIE cheerfully carry an empty bookcase out 
through the door.

D) BERNIE AND HARDY who is puffing, struggle to lift Hardy's 
desk out through the door.

E) NELLIE is carrying out Hardy's arm chair from an almost 
empty room, passing EMMA who picks up a remaining chair.

F) The study is completely empty. HARDY standing by the fire 
place looking around  

G)NELLIE and BERNIE carry in parts of an iron bedstead. 

H) EMMA comes in carrying a pile of bedding which she throws 
down on the floor. MOSS immediately makes himself comfortable 
on the pile.

I) HARDY AND BERNIE are putting in place a marble top wash 
stand. EMMA places a simple white jug and basin on top.

INT. MAX GATE/HARDY'S NEW BEDROOM/THE OLD STUDY - DAY 

NELLIE AND BERNIE are making up the bed. MOSS lies on floor.

BERNIE
It be a strange thing for Mr. Hardy 
to sleep alone now.

55.



NELLIE
They do be rather offish with each 
other. I told you about Mrs. Hardy 
being uppity the other day when the 
guests be here.

BERNIE
Still an odd thing for Mr. Hardy to 
sleep on his own.

NELLIE
Well she be cross with Mr. Hardy. 
’Tis quite a modern thing in 
marriage these days they do say.

BERNIE 
Off the blankets Moss!

Bernie, Nellie and Moss play and laugh.

INT. MAX GATE /NEW STUDY - DAY 

The new study is a little more spacious with the desk is 
situated right in front of a large window. Same furniture, 
large fireplace and bookshelves.

EMMA sits at the desk copying manuscripts in red ink. HARDY 
sits by her side writing in black ink.

EMMA
(eyes on the copying)

Tess and the parson’s son. It could 
never be a basis for a happy 
marriage?

HARDY
(eyes on writing)

They had no choice. Instinctive 
feelings can be so strong. Cannot 
be denied.

EMMA
Did you sleep well?

HARDY
Not really,  at one time I hoped 
never to wake at all, and yourself?

Emma turns away saddened.
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INT. MAX GATE/NEW STUDY - DAY 

HARDY is locking the Tess manuscripts in his desk. Rosamund's 
poems sits on the mantle shelf. 

Hardy picks up a packed bag and leaves as EMMA enters.

Emma looks at the book of poems then throws it into a waste 
paper basket, as NELLIE enters.

EMMA
Ah Nellie, will you give my 
husband’s new study a good spring 
clean when we are away.

NELLIE
I will Mrs. Hardy, enjoy your trip.

EXT. HYDE PARK - DAY 

The park is green and lush. Benches are occupied by CITIZENS 
relaxing, enjoying themselves. 

COUPLES are walking arm in arm. CHILDREN are playing.

HARDY and MARY JEUNE are walking along a path, leisurely. 

HARDY
I give them what they want now.

MARY 
You have to.

HARDY
And when Tess is eventually 
published in its proper form it 
will be as I always intended it.

MARY 
Good. And does it go well? 

HARDY 
Emma helps with the copying. But I 
am always aware that she 
disapproves of Tess as much as any 
other does.
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Hardy and Mary sit down on a newly vacated bench.

MARY 
You are not happy, I can see.

HARDY
Am I ever happy Mary? There is so 
much that is wrong. I struggle with 
everything, even my own marriage. 
Now I've reached fifty years I 
should be able to accept how - 

MARY 
Things are? Not your character, 
Thomas,

HARDY
But my mood just gets bleaker and 
bleaker.

Mary takes Hardy's hand, his eyes are fixed in a stare

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. A PLANTATION - DAY

TESS is walking along a footpath, poorly dressed, bag over 
her shoulder. A MAN comes up behind her.

MAN
Why surely ’tis the young wench 
who’s fancy man squire D’Urberville 
was so uppity about when I --

TESS
No. No. Not me. I have a husband 
Sir, Mr. Clare, I am on my way to 
meet him now. 

The man grabs hold of Tess.

MAN
I know a face ’specially a pretty 
one like yours. You ought to beg me 
pardon for that blow he gave me. 
Make me some amends.

Tess panics, breaks free and takes flight. The gentleman 
stands laughing.
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EXT. A PLANTATION - DAY

TESS, exhausted, shelters among some thick bushes.

TESS
Was there ever another such 
wretched being as me in the world?

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. HYDE PARK/BENCH - DAY

MARY JEUNE is holding HARDY'S hand.

MARY 
Come, my friend, enough gloom, it's 
a beautiful day and we must prepare 
for this evening's party. Your 
birthday party.

INT. MARY JEUNE'S HOUSE/DINING ROOM - NIGHT

A CHAMBER MUSIC QUARTET PLAYS. 

The room bustles with SOCIETY FRIENDS. EMMA, AGATHA and HAMO 
THORNYCROFT, EDMOND and ELLEN GOSSE, EDWARD CLODD, MONA 
CAIRD, EDITH WHARTON, RUDYARD KIPLING, MISS BALESTIER are all 
mingling and chatting. 

HARDY AND MARY stand separate from the others. Hardy catches 
sight of Agatha across the room, who is laughing. Hardy 
focuses on her mouth, her lips.

HARDY
You know Mary, women are a picture 
to behold. Agatha must be the most 
beautiful woman in England.

MARY 
Yes and she certainly seems to have 
put you in a more jovial mood. But
The girls in Dorset must be just as 
handsome.
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HARDY
'Tis true, Agatha aside, I wonder 
where most of these beauties here 
would be if put into rough wrappers 
in a turnip field. They could not 
survive.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. THE PLANTATION - DAWN 

TESS lying in a bed of leaves hears the SOUNDS of 
palpitations, flutters, gasps. 

She cautiously stands up and  sees dying pheasants, feebly 
twitching, contorted. TESS carefully picks up a pheasant.  

TESS
Poor darlings, you escaped 
yesterday’s carnage but are still 
doomed. And I suppose myself to be 
the most miserable being on earth.

Tess gently rings the pheasant's neck and wipes the blood off 
her hands with dried leaves

TESS (CONT'D)
Enough, I am not mangled, I am not 
bleeding and I still have two hands 
to feed and clothe me.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MARY JEUNE'S HOUSE/DINING ROOM -NIGHT

A CHAMBER MUSIC QUARTET PLAYS.

SOCIETY FRIENDS, EMMA, EDMUND and NELLIE GOSSE, EDWARD CLODD, 
MONA CAIRD, RUDYARD KIPLING, MISS BALESTIER, HARDY AND MARY 
JEUNE as before. 

AGATHA and HAMO THORNYCROFT accompanied by EDITH WHARTON 
approach Hardy and Mary.

EDITH 
Thomas my dear. Happy Birthday.

AGATHA
Yes, many Happy returns Mr. Hardy

Agatha holds out her hand for Hardy to kiss.
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HAMO
Yes my man fifty is indeed a
mile stone.  

HARDY
(kissing Agatha's hand)

I must admit I have been in a 
rather melancholy mood of late

HAMO
But are cheered up now.

HARDY
Yes, It was beginning to seem that 
for every bad moment there was 
going to be worse.

EDITH 
Ah, pessimism, the burden we endure 
for being artists Mr. Hardy.

AGATHA
Come now, no more gloom. It's your 
birthday Thomas.

EDITH 
Emma is in good spirits, talking 
with Miss Balestier, Mr. Kipling's 
wife to be. You should meet her. 

HARDY 
If she's in my wife’s company then 
the conversation will very quickly 
turn religious so best to avoid 
them.

EDITH
And does that rile with you?

HARDY
Of course. You know I do not 
believe in God.

Emma suddenly appears behind Hardy.

EMMA
He doesn’t mean it of course.

HARDY
I apologize, am I  being too blunt?

AGATHA
Honest as I see it.
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EMMA
You must excuse my husband he has 
no manners, and enjoys being 
antagonistic. How are you Hamo? How 
was Italy?

HAMO
Very profitable, I’m pleased to 
say.

Emma stays talking with Agatha, Hamo and Edith. Hardy walks 
away with Mary towards Rudyard Kipling and Miss Balestier,

MARY 
It is good to see that Emma is 
quite enjoying herself.

HARDY
I suppose it is.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LONDON HOTEL ROOM - DAY

EMMA is crying and dusting furniture. An open telegraph is on 
a table. HARDY sits in an arm chair scribbling some notes.

EMMA
I cannot abide living with other 
people’s furniture, the shelves 
have not been dusted, there are 
creatures in the closet, everything 
is dirty.

HARDY
You mustn’t fret about such things, 
Em. It is enough to have received 
the news of your father.

EMMA
Yes, I must start to prepare.

HARDY
Yes.

EMMA
The funeral will have to be 
arranged.

HARDY
Yes.
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EMMA
I must go to Plymouth. Will you 
come?

HARDY
No.

EMMA
No?

HARDY
I promised Mary that I would write 
an epilogue for her special 
production of ’The Shrew’ 

EMMA
Ah Yes, her Holiday Fund for poor 
city children, much more important.

HARDY
He never liked me Em, I haven’t 
seen him for years, he always 
thought I was not good enough for 
you. 

EMMA
That is not true.

HARDY
He called me a low born churl once 
who just presumed to marry into his 
family. It would be hypocrisy.

EMMA
In God’s name then I would rather 
you did not attend.

HARDY
I will not then. In God's name.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. VILLAGE GREEN - DAY

TESS is quizzically looking at ALEC D'URBERVILLE dressed in 
preachers clothes. Nearby stand a SMALL GATHERING OF LOCALS. 

ALEC
I can see by your eyes you think me 
ridiculous dressed like this.

TESS
I do rather. 
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ALEC
I am converted.

TESS
I see you are.

ALEC 
It is perhaps better that I should 
not look too often on you though. 
It might be dangerous.

TESS 
Dangerous?

ALEC
Well, woman’s faces have had too 
much power over me already not to 
fear them and yours reminds me of  
times I would forget. 

TESS
I want nothing from you Alec. I 
have had too much trouble already. 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LONDON THEATRE AUDITORIUM  - NIGHT

A few PEOPLE are seated. Many empty seats. 

The performance of The Taming of the Shrew ends. 

THE ACTORS including MISS REHAN are taking their bow, there 
is APPLAUSE. 

MARY walks on stage.

MARY 
Thank you, thank you very much for 
your generosity. It is, however, 
with much regret that Mr. Thomas 
Hardy, composer of our closing 
words this evening has a prior 
engagement and so sadly cannot be 
with us. Ladies and Gentlemen 
please a big hand for Miss Rehan.

MISS REHAN steps forward.
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INT. 'THE SAVILLE CLUB' - NIGHT

HARDY is talking with EDMOND GOSSE and HAMO THORNYCROFT at 
the bar. OTHER GENTLEMEN sit around at tables, smoking, 
drinking. A BARMAN is drying a glass with a cloth. 

EDMOND 
Such morbid affairs, I don’t blame 
you Thomas for staying away. Old 
age sneaks up on us I’m afraid.

HAMO
Quite so and no-one likes to be 
reminded of our mortality.

HARDY
Mortality I can welcome. What I 
find so fascinating is that our 
actual day of birth we know but one 
day also must be the day of our 
death?

THE BARMAN
Cheerful as always Mr. Hardy

HARDY
A day which lies sly and unseen 
among all the other days of the 
year, giving no sign or sound when 
we annually pass over it but none 
the less so surely there.

HAMO
You have an extraordinary yet 
singular perception of life -

EDMOND
And death Thomas.

HARDY
’Tis one and the same.

EDMOND
Another gin, Sir, thank you.

INT. MAX GATE/DRAWING ROOM - NIGHT

EMMA dressed in mourning clothes sits somberly in a chair, 
fingering her black beads. 
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MOSS lies panting from the summer heat. 

HARDY comes cheerfully in to the room.  

HARDY
I trust everything passed with 
ease?

EMMA
Yes, thank you. Did the charity 
performance go well?

HARDY
Apparently Miss Rehan read my 
verses very well but while some 
critics used the word 'spirited'  
"The Globe" referred to my work as 
being "rather poor." 

EMMA
Oh, I’m sorry.

HARDY
It was hurried.

EMMA
How is Mary?

HARDY
Obviously I told her of your 
father’s death. She was very 
sympathetic.

EMMA
That’s kind of her.

HARDY
(relaxing in his chair)

I have promised Hamo that I would 
accompany him on a trip to Paris.

EMMA
You are traveling to Paris?

HARDY
I appreciate of course that you 
could not possibly undertake such a 
trip so soon after your -

EMMA
No, I couldn't think of it. 

Emma gets up and bends down to stroke Moss.
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EMMA (CONT'D)
You haven’t asked after mother?

HARDY
Is she well?

EMMA
Obviously she is not well. My 
father was the most fondest of 
husbands, married for a long time.

HARDY
Of course, I had forgotten how 
important marriage is to some 
people.

Hardy picks up a book and buries his head in it though he is 
not reading it. Emma quietly sobs, grieving for just about 
everything.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. A TURNIP FIELD - DAY

TESS is putting turnips into a barrow. 

ALEC standing by Tess presents her with a document which she 
scans and gives back to Alec immediately.

TESS
Alec I cannot.

ALEC 
Why not? I can put things right for 
us. Please in the name of God.

TESS
No you cannot.

ALEC
Why?

TESS
I do not love you... I love someone 
else.

ALEC
Then where is he? If he has 
deserted you then no matter, Tess 
you must marry me, allow me to make 
amends.
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TESS
I said that I cannot.

ALEC
Why?

TESS
Because, I am married to him!

Tess continues to load the turnips. Alec begins to walk away 
then turns back to look at Tess.

ALEC 
Tess, in the true sense are you 
married?

TESS
(looking him directly in 
the eyes)

He left me before our wedding night 
if that is what you mean. Because 
of you Alec, because of you, 
because I told the truth about you.

DISSOLVE TO:

MONTAGE -- HARDY IN PARIS LEAVES EMMA IN DORSET

INT. PARIS - (MOULIN ROUGE) - NIGHT

HARDY and HAMO are really enjoying watching the GIRLS dance 
the "cancan"  at the cabaret.

INT. MAX GATE /DRAWING ROOM - NIGHT 

EMMA restlessly limps about from table to chair to fireplace, 
clearly in pain. 

EXT. PARIS - (EIFFEL TOWER) - DAY

HARDY and HAMO, happy, are given roses from a pretty flower 
seller.

INT. MAX GATE/GARDEN - DAY

EMMA sits alone in the sunshine, on a deck chair under a 
parasol, fingering black beads with Moss lying at her feet.
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INT. PARIS CAFE - DAY

HARDY and HAMO are laughing with a waitress who is serving 
them coffee and cake.

INT. MAX GATE/DRAWING ROOM - DAY

EMMA sits in Hardy's chair reading her bible.

INT. HIGH STREET (DORCHESTER) - DAY 

The High Street is lined with market stalls and bustles with 
BUYERS and SELLERS.

EMMA AND FLORENCE stand at a flower stall. THE FLOWER SELLER 
is occupied with another CUSTOMER.

EMMA 
These are pretty. 

FLORENCE
How much please?

FLOWER SELLER
Penny a bunch Mam.

FLORENCE
(picking up the bunch)

Thank you. I'll take these.

EMMA
Mr. Hardy is away in Paris with a 
friend, a sculptor, a married man.

FLORENCE
I be surprised he takes a trip so 
soon after your -

EMMA
My husband feels little sympathy 
for the passing of human life. 

The flower seller gives the wrapped bunch of flowers to 
Florence who in turn gives the flower seller a penny

FLOWER SELLER
They be for your ma, Miss?

FLORENCE
Thank you. No, for my young man.
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Florence and Emma move to a stationery stand next door.

FLORENCE (CONT'D)
You must be missing Mr. Hardy then?

EMMA
(selecting a note book)

I suppose, but I rather suspect he 
does not miss me.

FLORENCE 
To be sure he misses you. He loves 
you. I know it.

EMMA
(handing over a coin)

He loves many women Florence, it's 
something I have to endure.

FLORENCE
Ah but only you are his wife Mrs.
Hardy.

EMMA
True. Then I must make the best of 
it.

INT. MAX GATE/NEW STUDY - DAY

HARDY at his desk is writing a further chapter in black for 
the volume.

EMMA sitting next to him, looks up from her copying in red 
ink. 

EMMA
You say nothing of Paris.

HARDY
There is nothing much to say.

EMMA
Did you think of me?

HARDY
I have arranged the annuities for
Lilian and Gordon as you asked.
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EMMA
You look tired Tom, all this extra 
re-writing, re-working, is it 
necessary?

HARDY
Of course it's necessary. But I no 
longer mind now because Tess 
remains fully in tact in my own 
heart and head.

EMMA
(smiling)

And in red.

HARDY
Exactly. It’s like re-assembling 
the limbs of a murdered body.

Hardy dips his pen and writes. 

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. A CORN FIELD - DAY

TESS stands on the WHIRLING threshing machine platform 
wearing leather gauntlets. 

OTHER GIRLS are working nearby. ALEC in tweed suit, stands 
next to the platform, looks up to Tess 

TESS
(shouting above the 
noise)

Why do you trouble me so!

ALEC
I am done with God.

TESS
You have given up your preaching?

ALEC
Because of your pretty face, your 
shapely figure, your --

TESS
Don't.

ALEC
How could I go on with the thing,  
it would have been hypocrisy.
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TESS
You are cruel Alec D'Urberville.

ALEC
Tess, my trap is waiting. Leave, 
come with me now. For you know in 
your heart I am your true husband.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MAX GATE/DINING ROOM - DAY

Facing a large window, EMMA and HARDY stand side by side at 
the dining table which has piles of manuscripts and envelopes 
laid out neatly on its top.

Emma puts a manuscript into an envelope, which she passes to 
Hardy who writes on an address.

EMMA
So we are sending 'The Midnight
Baptism' chapter to the Fortnightly 
Review -

HARDY
As an independent episode.

EMMA
A clever idea to send a deleted 
scene elsewhere, that way we shall 
reap more financial benefit. 

HARDY
(looking out the window)

I think I’ll ask Bernie and the 
children to help me plant those 
young pine trees later along the 
boundary fence, you’ll like that 
Em, you won’t feel quite so exposed 
and unprotected.

EMMA
I’ll be an old woman before they 
are all grown up.

HARDY
What are the children doing by the 
stone?

EMMA
I don't know. They were looking for 
Moss. 
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Bernie rushes in.

HARDY
Ah Bernie, I was wondering -

BERNIE
Mr. Hardy, Mrs. Hardy come quick 
’tis Moss.

Emma drops everything and rushes out with Bernie.

EXT. MAX GATE/GARDEN - DAY

LILIAN, GORDON, and NELLIE are standing around a lifeless 
MOSS lying behind The Druid Stone. 

The children are crying. Emma, on her knees, lies over Moss, 
BERNIE stands back a little.

BERNIE
I noticed Moss ain’t been so well 
of late Mrs. Hardy.

EMMA
Our good Lord has called her my 
dears. It is God’s will, nothing to 
fear. She is in a better place now.

HARDY appears in the background. He leaves everyone to their 
grief.

EXT. MAX GATE/GARDEN - DAY

Behind a large tree is a heaped mound of fresh earth.

EMMA, LILIAN, GORDON, NELLIE, BERNIE, COOK are gathered 
together around the mound.

HARDY visibly but silently upset is leaning against the tree.

EMMA
Dear God, receive unto heaven what 
we have only borrowed here on 
Earth. We live but a short time but 
our souls live on forever. Amen.

LILIAN/GORDON/NELLIE/BERNIE/COOK
Amen.
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EXT. MAX GATE/GARDEN - DAY

HARDY, BERNIE, LILIAN AND GORDON are planting young pine 
trees on the boundary fence. They are all in sombre mood.

GORDON
I wish Moss were not buried.

HARDY
The trees will grow tall and strong 
over time and will make your Aunt 
Emma feel happy and safe.

LILIAN
Poor Moss, we were searching for 
her in the wrong place, if ...

Hardy, stands, stares into the distance.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LODGING HOUSE/HALLWAY - DAY 

ANGEL stands nervously, looks pale. TESS dressed in a fine 
dressing gown and slippers is very slowly descending the 
staircase.

ANGEL 
Tess! I couldn’t find you. I 
searched everywhere. Forgive me.

TESS
It is too late Angel.

ANGEL 
Can’t you come to me? 

TESS 
Too late, too late. No don’t come 
close to me, keep away.

ANGEL 
I love you Tess.

TESS
I waited and waited, I wrote, but 
you never came, I wrote again. He 
won me back Angel.
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ANGEL 
Him?

Tess retreating back up the stairs, crying.

TESS
Yes. Now please go. 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. 'THE SAVILLE CLUB' - DAY

VOICES of MEN, chatting, smoking.

HARDY and EDMOND GOSSE sit at a small table near a window 
overlooking the street where a variety of indefinable shapes 
are obscured by fog.

A Grand Christmas Tree stands elegantly in a corner.

HARDY
Emma asked me to tell you that she 
greatly values the photographs you 
sent. So do I.

EDMOND
I was sorry to  ... The passing of 
the Copyright Bill by the American 
House of Reps is good news though.

HARDY
Yes it is. 

EDMOND 
I am convinced your novel will be 
received very well over there, not 
sure about here though.

HARDY
We shall see. The serialization 
will be appearing first, pave the 
way so to speak.

EDMOND
Soon? 

HARDY
A few months. 

EDMOND
Mary, Agatha and Hamo are visiting 
tomorrow, will you come? 
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HARDY
I will see. Emma wishes me to 
return promptly. She fears it might 
snow.

EDMOND
Agatha is bringing --

HARDY
Around eleven then.

INT. MAX GATE/DRAWING ROOM - DAY

EMMA and HARDY are taking afternoon tea in front of a roaring 
fire. 

Through the window snow can be seen falling.

EMMA
Edmond?

HARDY
Optimistic.

EMMA
And how is Mary?

HARDY 
I explained about your knees and 
she has recommended a specialist. 

EMMA
She is kind.

HARDY
She says that if you have to come 
to Town about the lameness you are 
to stay with her and her only.

EMMA
She's a good friend.

HARDY
Yes she is, quite a remarkable 
woman.

EMMA
And you saw Rosamund and Agatha of 
course?
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HARDY
No I did not.

EMMA 
You must have met with them. 

HARDY 
(standing abruptly)

I’m going into the garden for a 
change of air.

EMMA
Its cold out there.

HARDY 
(quietly to himself)

No more so than inside despite the 
heat.

INT. MAX GATE/HALLWAY - DAY

Hardy is putting on his coat and hat.

EMMA (O.S.)
You will catch a chill again! Do 
not forget we have Mrs. Sheriden's 
Ball this evening. 

EXT. MAX GATE/GARDEN - DAY

The young pine trees are covered in snow. 

Hardy walks, stops, kneels and brushes snow from a tree.

HARDY
Smothered, restricted, stifled. 
’Tis no better with us than with 
the rest of creation.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. LODGING HOUSE/PARLOUR - DAY

The room is simply furnished with chaise lounge, small table 
and a gramophone is against one wall.  
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MRS. BROOKS, 55, is reading. She looks up to the ceiling  
hearing muffled voices of Tess and Alec SHOUTING from an 
upstairs room. 

INT. LODGING HOUSE/UPSTAIRS APARTMENT - DAY

The room is comfortably furnished with bed, chairs, a table 
laid out with cutlery. 

ALEC grabs hold of TESS and pushes her against the table. 
They are struggling with each other.

ALEC
That damned interloper!

TESS
I came back because you said he 
would never come back.

ALEC 
He spoils everything.

TESS
You lied. I've lost him now for 
ever. Because of you.

Alec gains the upper hand and pins Tess to the table

ALEC
He will not love you the slightest 
now you are with me.

TESS
Don’t say that.

ALEC
He will hate you. Hate you Tess. 
Hate you.

Tess breaks free and lunges at Alec. Beating his chest with 
her hands.

TESS
I cannot bear it. Can’t bear this.

ALEC
 He hates you.
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TESS grabs a knife from the table and out of control murders 
ALEC with a single forceful thrust through the heart. Alec 
falls on to the bed dripping blood. Tess stands quite calm.

INT. LODGING HOUSE/PARLOUR - DAY

MRS. BROOKS hears a door SLAM, hurries to the door, opens it 
and peers around it. She sees TESS  hurrying down the stairs. 
Their eyes meet briefly, MRS. BROOKS withdraws abruptly. 

Shocked, she plays a RECORD on the gramophone. Looks to the 
ceiling. The music is a distraction from her concern.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. 'FRAMPTON COURT'/BALL ROOM - NIGHT

A BAND PLAYS.

The large room has a grand interior and is heaving with LOCAL 
DIGNITARIES, some dancing. WAITERS circulate holding trays of 
drinks. 

HARDY and EMMA stand apart. MARY SHERIDEN, aristocratic, 48, 
approaches Hardy and Emma.

EMMA
I do so wish I could dance, it 
would be so agreeable.

HARDY
No it would not, not the slightest.  
They waltz around with those faces 
of ambition --

MARY 
Good Evening Thomas, Emma, are you 
enjoying yourselves?

HARDY 
We are all joy makers Mrs. Sheriden 
but the actual fabrication is 
hardly pleasure.

MARY 
Oh?
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EMMA
Please Thomas, Mary is our host and 
our friend.

HARDY 
I cannot pretend, it would be 
dishonest of me.

Mary puts an arm around Emma and leads her away

MARY 
Come Emma let us seek out Lady 
Digby?

Hardy taking a glass from a passing waiter. 

HARDY
And so we watch the notability 
swagger and swank their way around 
the ballroom.

WAITER
Yes Sir.

MARY 
Emma you must come and visit next 
week, it will be more informal, you 
can talk more honestly.

EMMA
I will ride over. You know, one day 
I should really like to be a Lady, 
Lady Emma Hardy. 

EXT. COUNTRY LANE - DAY

EMMA is galloping towards Frampton Court ,a large imposing 
mansion seen in the distance.

She rides under a railway bridge just as a train crosses over 
head. Emma's horse rears wildly. 

Emma skillfully manages to control the horse avoiding being 
thrown. Emma is badly shaken and shocked.
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INT. MAX GATE/DRAWING ROOM - DAY

EMMA sits at her table cluttered with paints, brushes, pot of 
water, sheets of paper, she is painting a tiny delicate, 
exquisite butterfly.

Her painful leg is resting on a separate chair.

SUPERIMPOSE: Three months later

HARDY sits reading some letters. 

EMMA 
Have you looked at any of the 
serialization yet? 

HARDY
No. The magazines remain bound up.

EMMA
There ’tis done. I am pleased with 
this. Would you care to look Tom? 
See what you think.

A cat walks across the table and knocks the pot of water over 
the painting. The butterfly dissipates. Emma SHRIEKS.

HARDY 
(jokingly)

Perhaps when you have another one 
ready!

EMMA
You are glad my work is ruined 
aren't you?

HARDY
Now you are being silly.

EMMA 
You always make me feel like I 
shouldn’t disturb you, like now. 
Who is she?

HARDY 
A few jottings from an aspiring 
young poet who seeks my approval.

EMMA
I have a poem Tom.

Emma frenetically searches the confusion on the table and 
produces an unreadable ink smudged piece of damp notepaper.

81.



EMMA (CONT'D)
Read this, go on, read my poem, 
give me your approval. 

Hardy stands, leaving his letters on his chair and moves 
towards the table and Emma.

HARDY 
Emma you look ridiculous, you are 
upset, I am sorry, it was 
unthinking of me. Let me help you 
clear this up.

EMMA
No, Leave it. I can manage. Leave 
it I say.

HARDY
You should take up riding again, 
it's been long enough since the 
incident, and it would help calm 
your nerves. I'll fetch Nellie. 

HARDY leaves. EMMA takes the letters from the chair and 
tosses them into the fire, she then throws her paintings and 
her poem into the fire too.

INT. DORSET COUNTY MUSEUM/READING ROOM - DAY

FLORENCE is sorting a new delivery of publications into 
categories. HARDY is helping her.

HARDY
And is your liking an honest 
opinion?

FLORENCE
I think it be romantic especially 
when the farmer takes the milkmaids 
’cross the river in a wheelbarrow. 

HARDY
Well expect even stronger 
sentiments when the actual volumes 
are published. 
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INT. MAX GATE/ EMMA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

EMMA in her night gown sits at her dressing table, angry.

She unlocks a drawer, takes out the new notebook, dips her 
pen and writes,

'My husband is the cruelest ever a 
man could be.'

INT. MAX GATE/NEW STUDY- DAY- SAME

HARDY sits at his desk. He dips his pen and writes 

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. FIELD - DAY

ANGEL is walking quickly, overcoat slung over his shoulder 

TESS is running up from behind, catching up with ANGEL. 

He turns again as they meet, falling into an urgent embrace.

TESS
Angel. Angel I have killed him...

ANGEL 
What!

TESS
I have done it, say you love me, 
now I have killed him.

ANGEL 
I do love you Tess, I do, but how 
do you mean you have killed him?
What bodily, is he dead?

TESS
Yes.

Angel kisses Tess passionately

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. MAX GATE HOUSE/NEW STUDY - DAY

Hardy crosses out the word 'passionately' and writes in red 
ink 'endlessly'. He takes a clean sheet of paper and writes

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DERELICT COTTAGE/UPSTAIRS BEDROOM - NIGHT

TESS and ANGEL collapse on an old mattress on the floor. They 
are exhausted. They consummate their marriage.

DISSOLVE TO:

          

INT. MAX GATE/NEW STUDY - DAY

EMMA stands looking at HARDY asleep in his arm chair.

She goes to his desk, picks up and scans the paper he has 
been writing on. She is contemplative mood.

She gives HARDY a suspicious, questioning look. Hardy opens 
his eyes. 

EMMA
You have been here all night.

HARDY
There is an urgency now to get the 
volumes completed.

EMMA
Tom, the serial is being well 
received, you could leave it the 
same. 

Emma waves the sheet of writing at Hardy

EMMA (CONT'D)
Why risk harsh criticism now? 

HARDY
(looking at the sheet)

Of what? Sexual improprieties? Or 
is it that you cannot bear yourself  
to read such writings. 

EMMA
(embarrassed)

You will not get away with this.

84.



HARDY
Well, I have not finished yet.

Hardy closes his eyes to escape the situation.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. STONEHENGE MONUMENT - DUSK

ANGEL AND TESS, covered by Angel's overcoat lie side by side 
under a huge standing stone.

There is a beautiful red sunset. Tess stares at the sky. 
Angel stares at Tess.

TESS
I like it here with nothing but the 
sky above my face. Angel if 
anything happens to me will you 
watch over Liza Lu, take her as 
your wife. 

ANGEL 
I cannot think about losing you.

TESS
Did they sacrifice to God here?

ANGEL 
To the Sun I believe.

TESS
Do you think we shall meet again 
after we are dead?

ANGEL kisses her.

TESS (CONT'D)
 
I fear that means no!

Tess and Angel make love. 

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MAX GATE/EMMA’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

EMMA takes out her notebook and writes, 

'my husband is debauched and 
immoral'                                                                                                         
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EMMA
And cares not a jot for my feelings

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. STONEHENGE MONUMENT - DAWN

ANGEL standing by TESS who is asleep, sees several POLICE 
OFFICERS coming into view on the horizon. 

He gently wakes up Tess. 

ANGEL 
They’re here Tess.

TESS
Have they come for me?

ANGEL 
Yes, dearest, they have come.

Tess standing up calmly

TESS
As it should be Angel. I am almost 
glad. This happiness could not have 
lasted. I have had enough and now I 
shall not live for you to despise 
me. I am ready.

INT. MAX GATE/NEW STUDY - DAY

HARDY stands looking out of the window. He mutters to 
himself.

HARDY
This is no justice my love.

EXT. A HILLOCK - DAY

The death bell TOLLS

ANGEL and LIZA LU stand on a hillock outside Dorchester 
looking towards the prison building. They stare at a black 
flag flying over the prison. 

DISSOLVE TO:
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INT. MAX GATE/NEW STUDY - DAY

HARDY AND EMMA are packaging up the completed volumes.

HARDY
Something still feels missing.

EMMA
How so? You have had your outspoken 
say about marriage, religion, 
society's values, so what else?

Hardy taking out the title page dips his pen and writes under 
the title, "TESS OF THE D’URBERVILLES" 

"A Pure Woman faithfully presented 
by Thomas Hardy"

HARDY
Now it is done.

EMMA
And you must be aware that now you 
are assuredly waving a red rag to a 
bull. 

A KNOCK at the study door. 

NELLIE (O.S.)
Telegraph for you Mrs. Hardy.

INT. RAILWAY CARRIAGE - DAY - TRAVELING

Through the window HARDY watches the ancient stones of 
Stonehenge pass by. 

He holds the packages containing the volumes, his novel, 
close to his heart.

DISSOLVE TO:

 

INT. PRINTING ROOMS (LONDON) - DAY

The room is noisy with the VOICES of industrious WORKERS and 
the CLANKING of machines. 

Page after page, volume after volume comes off the printing  
press.
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INT. 'THE SAVILLE CLUB' - DAY 

HARDY, HAMO, EDWARD and EDMOND sit on comfortable sofas with 
a coffee table between them. Edward proposes a toast, they 
all raise their glasses.

EDWARD
To your novel's success Thomas.

EDMOND/HAMO/EDWARD
To success.

HARDY
My wife fears it will fail 
terribly.

HAMO
Oh yes my condolences.

HARDY
Both parents within a year is very 
unfortunate. Poor dear.

EDWARD
Indeed. But to success.

Glasses are raised again.

EDMOND
Emma might be right though. There 
may still be objections to the 
frankness of the tale. 

HARDY
Most of my novels do suffer 
objection. 

HAMO
The Daily Chronicle’s review was  
quite good.

EDMOND
Tell me Thomas what made you have 
the poor girl receive the ultimate 
punishment at the end?

HARDY 
It makes the injustice, the 
intolerance and hypocrisy in my 
story even better emphasized --
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EDWARD 
Of course by a senseless execution.

HARDY
Precisely.

Hardy puts down his drink, looks pale, anxious.....

EDMOND
Are you all right Thomas?

HARDY
Yes, I think so. It haunts me 
still.

EDWARD 
What does Thomas?

HARDY
I... I witnessed it when a boy. 

HAMO
Witnessed what my friend?

HARDY
A woman... hanging in the rain, her 
dress clinging to her body. Her 
face covered.... But still so 
beautiful. So erotic.

EDWARD 
Did you know her? 

HARDY
There's the thing. I didn't. But I 
feel like I always have.

EDWARD CLODD
Hanging is such a cruel end and in 
such a public way too.

HARDY
She will always stay with me. Her 
name was Martha, a victim like 
Tess. She killed her husband.

Hardy wipes his brow, recovering composure, picks up his 
glass from the table and takes a swig.

EDWARD 
(lighting another cigar)

That's the spirit my friend.
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INT. 'THE WESTERN CHRONICLE' OFFICE - DAY

The sound of MUFFLED printing presses CLANKING from the next 
room. An INTERVIEWER scribbling notes sits opposite HARDY. 

INTERVIEWER 
And there seems to be one specific 
outrage because of the added 
subtitle "A Pure woman."

HARDY 
Faithfully presented by Thomas 
Hardy, faithfully I wrote and 
faithfully was my intention.

INTERVIEWER 
Is not ’pure’ the highest term of 
approval that can be given a woman. 
An accolade for a virgin or chaste 
wife. Surely this then is misusing 
the word, bearing in mind --

HARDY 
Sir, if you read the title in its 
entirety and within the context of 
the story and its natural 
surroundings, the meaning should be 
absolutely plain for any reader to 
understand. Have you read it 
yourself?

INTERVIEWER 
No, but your story certainly seems 
to be coming between people, 
friends have been fighting over the 
dinner table so I have heard. It is 
becoming a matter of do you support 
her or not?

HARDY
A writer’s job is to stimulate 
debate.

INTERVIEWER 
Some have called her a harlot, said 
she deserved hanging, yet others 
say she is a wronged innocent.

HARDY 
It is for the individual reader’s 
interpretation.

90.



INTERVIEWER 
A controversial story none the 
less?

HARDY
Only the truth Sir.

INTERVIEWER 
What do you personally want then 
from your readers?

HARDY 
I hope they will see that it was 
the worst injustice of all that 
which was done to Tess.

INTERVIEWER 
Is this a statement then against 
capital punishment?

HARDY
I present the truth, that is all.

INTERVIEWER
And what about your attack on 
Christianity?

HARDY
Yes what about it?

INTERVIEWER
You say at the end of the novel 
that the "President of the 
Immortals ended his sport with 
Tess." Are you meaning God?

HARDY
I merely refer to darker outside 
forces, unnatural ones but none the 
less ever present in our society.

INTERVIEWER
You admit though this sentiment  
could be misinterpreted?

HARDY
My work is always misinterpreted. 

INTERVIEWER  
Mr. Hardy do you expect even worse 
criticism to come once the novel is 
more widely circulated?
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INT. MAX GATE/GARDEN - DAY 

HARDY is leaning on the Oak tree by Moss's grave. EMMA 
approaches him carrying an open copy of "The Western 
Chronicle"

EMMA
(reading aloud)

"When asked if Mr. Hardy expected 
even worse criticism to come as the 
novel’s circulation increased he 
replied, Man being who he is, Yes!"
Oh Tom, what have you done?

INT. MAX GATE/NEW STUDY - DAY

Hardy sitting on his arm chair is reading the "Quarterly." 
Emma appears in the doorway carrying a sizeable pile of mail.

HARDY
Emma listen to what Mowbray says, 
"This is a clumsy sordid tale of 
boorish brutality and lust. Mr. 
Hardy has deliberately chosen to 
tell an extremely disagreeable 
story in an extremely disagreeable 
manner"

EMMA
I did warn you.

HARDY
Huh! Easy to be smart and amusing 
when --

Emma tipping the mail on to Hardy’s desk.

EMMA
Forever grumpy when your work is 
criticized and as always I have to 
put up with it.

Hardy standing and folding the "Quarterly"

HARDY 
Well if this sort of thing 
continues then no more novel 
writing for me.
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EMMA
I warned you often Tom.

HARDY
A man must be a fool to stand up 
and be deliberately shot at.

EMMA
You do not listen even now.

INT. DORSET COUNTY MUSEUM/READING ROOM - DAY

HARDY sits at a table reading 'The Saturday Review'. FLORENCE 
sits opposite him holding her own copy of his novel.

HARDY
I’m glad that you like it. Does 
your mother know you have it?

FLORENCE 
No. She says that it's not decent, 
even though she hasn’t read it 
herself. I had to purchase my book 
from Weymouth since the book shop 
and library here won't stock it.

HARDY 
I am greatly misunderstood.

FLORENCE
No, too modern I think, Mr. Hardy. 
That's all.

INT. MAX GATE/DRAWING ROOM - DAY

HARDY is pacing up and down agitated.

EMMA sits at her table quite calmly and contentedly painting. 

EDWARD CLODD sits smoking.

                                                                       
HARDY

I suppose at least my book is being 
read.

EMMA 
Strangely enough the article in 
'The Saturday Review' actually 
quickened the sales.
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EDWARD 

Did it?

HARDY 
Osgood wrote to say they were 
reprinting because all copies had 
sold out.

EMMA 
Frantically reprinting he said. My 
husband is gaining quite a 
reputation. I don't know why you 
are angry Tom?

EDWARD 
I am very pleased you took my 
advice. 

EMMA
At last I am going to be a famous 
novelist’s wife, so all is not 
gloom after all.

HARDY
Emma, please don’t be ridiculous.

EDWARD 
Only proves Thomas that one can 
never be too controversial if only 
to force society to open its eyes.

Lilian and Gordon run in excited.

LILIAN
Uncle Tom, Nellie says you are 
going to be mighty rich-

GORDON
Because your book is famous.

LILIAN
And Aunt Emma is going to be a 
Lady! Will I be a Lady too Aunt 
Emma?

INT. MARY JEUNE’S HOUSE/DRAWING ROOM - DAY

MARY JEUNE, HAMO AND AGATHA THORNYCROFT, EDITH WHARTON, MABEL 
ROBINSON, MONA CAIRD, EDMOND AND ELLEN GOSSE, some sitting 
some standing, surround HARDY who is the centre of attention. 
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There is much LAUGHTER, CHATTER and joviality.

EDWARD CLODD smoking sits on a couch with LILIAN AND GORDON 
one side of him and MADELEINE AND DOROTHY the other. 

EMMA still dressed in black sits a little apart from the 
group. Everyone except Hardy and Emma hold a glass in their 
hand.

EDITH 
Mothers tell me they are personally 
placing copies into their 
daughters' hands to safeguard their 
futures.

MABEL 
You have done our whole sex a 
service Thomas.

MONA 
And writers too.

HAMO
All artists old friend.

HARDY
I must admit it is making more of 
an impression than I could have 
ever thought.

AGATHA
Everyone is talking. Some women 
even confide in having a past like 
Tess's but had not told their 
husbands.

EDMOND 
And husbands even talk of having a 
life like that of Angel Clare.

HARDY
A day ago I had a woman begging a 
meeting with me in private so she 
could tell her story to me.

EMMA
Tell me please dear, that you did 
not. 

HARDY
I did not. But it makes me rather 
sad because if she had been an 
honest sincere woman in trouble 
then I could have helped.
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HAMO 
You know someone whispered to me 
the other day that your book is 
actually nothing but a piece of 
high class pornography.

EDITH 
Then it would seem that it is just 
what an author needs to guarantee 
the utmost in sales.

Everyone laughs.

ELLEN 
Your husband really deserves this 
Emma.

EMMA
Yes, he does, I always said that he 
did.

EDMOND   
(raising his glass)

To continued success Thomas.

Glasses are raised.

EDWARD 
(proposing a toast)

And to "Tess of the D'Urbervilles."

HARDY
Well, whether Henry James calls her 
’vile’ 

EDWARD 
Does he?

HARDY
Or Irving Howe calls her the 
greatest triumph in civilization.

AGATHA
Much more like it.

HARDY
I am done with Tess.

EMMA
(quietly to herself)

Thanks to God.
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HARDY
Though she will always have a very, 
very special place in my heart.

Everyone is competing for Hardy’s attention except Emma. 
Edward notices and approaches Emma.

EDWARD
You must be delighted Emma. It 
would seem that the public are 
ready at last.

EMMA
That's true but now it seems the 
public have stolen him away.

EDWARD
Make the best of it my dear. After 
all it is what you always wished 
for.

MONTAGE: 

INT. HAIR SALON 'LONDON' - DAY 

HARDY is having his beard shaved off, his moustache shaped 
and his hair cut.

INT. FASHIONABLE SHOP (LONDON) - DAY

EMMA is really enjoying buying a new dress and be attended by 
an eager obliging ASSISTANT. 

INT. FASHIONABLE TAILORS (LONDON) - DAY

HARDY is being measured by A TAILOR for a new suit. Hardy 
looks uncomfortable and awkward. The Tailor is over keen.

INT. MILLINERS SHOP (LONDON) - DAY

EMMA is trying on a variety of fashionable hats sitting in 
front of a very large mirror, smiling almost excitedly.

END OF MONTAGE
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EXT. 'ROYAL OPERA HOUSE' (COVENT GARDEN) - DAY

Covent Garden is busy, bustling with PEOPLE going about tier 
business. Street stalls and a merry go round.

HARDY coming out of the opera house is surrounded by 
JOURNALISTS AND REPORTERS. He looks surprisingly comfortable 
and wealthy. He has fashioned up and looks very dapper. 

WOMEN are seeking out his attention which Hardy is enjoying. 
Hardy is being treated like a celebrity. 

EDWARD CLODD stands close to him. EMMA wearing a rather large 
and ostentatious hat, hovers in the background, unnoticed, 
ignored. 

FIRST REPORTER
What do you say Mr. Hardy to 
causing so much offense by your 
novel?

SECOND REPORTER 
Yes how do you respond?

THIRD REPORTED
Mr. Hardy do you regret being so 
forthright in your ideas.

FOURTH REPORTED
Mr. Hardy!

FIFTH REPORTER
Families are divided. Do you feel 
responsible?

SECOND REPORTER
What does your wife think Mr. 
Hardy?

FIRST REPORTER
Mr. Hardy are you satisfied that 
...

HARDY
If people are offended by the truth 
then it is better they suffer being 
offended than the truth be covered 
up or not said at all. Good day.

Hardy is led by Edward Clodd towards a waiting carriage. Emma 
emerges from the crowd, trying to smile, be polite.
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EDWARD 
So you have an idea for a new 
novel.

HARDY
Yes I think I do.

Emma follows Hardy and Edward dutifully into the carriage.

                    THE END
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