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CHAPTER 1

ONE summer evening in the early nineteenth
century, a young man and woman, the latter car-
rying a child, were walking towards the large vil-
lage of Weydon-Priors, in Upper Wessex!1. They
were plainly dressed, and their clothes and shoes
were covered with dust, for they had travelled a
long way on foot. The man was tall and good-
looking, with a proud, serious face, but there
was an angry sadness in his expression. He car-
ried a basket on his back, which contained a hay-
knife and various other tools, and his clothes
were those of a farm worker.

The couple walked in complete silence.
They were quite close together, and from a dis-

1 Wessex: IS RS HAE — T IUBBBETHNEB, BE/18
FEHE-TIVEBERTNEBR T EB =m0 EB RS T
o HE3H - BUFXAX-SZRARMERNZTX, (U6 FRE
DLUBERAMXNER, SE0METETONAENERZFEEHIE
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tance gave the impression of talking together in
an easy, friendly way; but on closer view it
could be seen that the man was reading, or pre-
tending to read, a paper which he held in front of
his eyes. His silence was unbroken, and the
woman enjoyed no society whatever from his
presence. She might have been walking alone,
except for the child she was carrying. The only
words which were spoken by the group were an
occasional quiet word of the woman to the child,
and the baby talk of the little girl in reply.

As they approached the village, the man
closed his paper and looked about him. They
heard the sound of music and voices in the dis-
tance , which seemed to come from some field on
the edge of Weydon-Priors, but thick trees hid
the field from their view. As they hesitated,
wondering whether to go on to the village or en-
ter the field, a farmer came towards the little
group and nodded his head to them in friendly
fashion.

The traveller spoke at once. ‘Is there any
work here?’ he asked, waving his hand towards the
village. ° Anything in the hay-trussing line!?’

The farmer shook his head. ‘ You’ve come
at the wrong time of year to find that sort of

1 line. {7l
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work,’ he said.

The hay-trusser! , which he obviously was,
looked towards the village and said: ° There’s
something going on here, however, is there
not?’

‘Yes, 'tis Fair Day? , the farmer answered,
‘but the real business is done earlier than this.
The villagers are out for a bit of amusement
now. ’

The farmer went his way, and the trusser
and his family walked to the village and soon en-
tered the Fair-field, which showed stands and en-
closures where many hundreds of horses and
sheep had been shown and sold that morning.
The animals had all been taken away, but the
crowd was thicker now than during the morning
hours. Now that the real business of the day was
over, everyone was enjoying the fun of the Fair.

The newcomers looked around for a refresh-
ment tent, as they were tired and thirsty after their
long walk. The man went towards a tent which
bore the notice : ‘ Good Home-brewed Beer3 ,” but
the woman pointed to a smaller tent, in front of

1 hay-frusser: TEUIZIBILE 2 ‘tis Fair Day: SKE—TH
B, 'tis BUitis" NEAE, BT ECR OER. EMESEE—T
BENDM, —E¥T-RABR, B A ZXNABRRBEER,
YO EFREOEES, BB LOEREFBRRENREAEE, UERS|
AE 3 Good Home-brewed Beer: B3N REDE
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which was the sign: * Good Furmity! Sold Here. ’

‘No — no — this one,’ she said. ‘I always
liked furmity; and so does Elizabeth-Jane. ’

‘I’ve never tasted it,” said the man. How-
ever, he gave way to her request and they entered
the furmity tent.

There were a number of people inside, all
seated at the long narrow tables at each side of the
tent. At the upper end stood a stove containing a
charcoal fire, over which hung a large metal pot.
An untidy woman of about fifty years old stood
beside the pot, slowly stirring its contents. The
dull scrape of her large spoon could be heard
throughout the tent as she kept the furmity mix-
ture from burning. The young man and woman
ordered a basin each of the mixture, and sat
down at a table.

But although the furmity was nourishing, it
was not particularly enjoyable; and the man, af-
ter taking a few mouthfuls, sat and watched the
old woman at the pot. He soon saw the game she
played, and passed up his basin in reply to her
nod. She took a bottle from under the table, and
poured some of its contents into the man’s furmi-
ty. The liquor poured in was rum? , and the man
found the mixture much more to his liking. He

1 furmity: BHIWER 2 rum. 9H, —0HH

_4_



The Mayov of, Caslerbridge L,;/J

finished his basin and called for another, signal-
ling for an even stronger allowance of rum, and
it soon became obvious that he was having too
much. His wife realised sadly that the furmity
tent was proving more dangerous than the beer
tent would have been.

The child began to cry, and the wife said
more than once to her husband: ‘ Michael, how
about our room for the night? We may have trou-
ble in finding anywhere to sleep if we don’t go
soon. ’

But he would not listen to her. He talked
loudly to the company, and at the end of his
fourth bowl of furmity he had reached the angry
and quarrelsome stage. He began to complain
about his marriage. ‘I did for myself thorough-
ly,’ he said bitterly. ‘I married at eighteen, like
the fool that I was, and this is the result. ° He
pointed at his family. ‘[’ve a wife and child to
support, and no money nor work. ’

He looked angrily at the young woman, who
spoke softly to the child and took no notice of her
husband’s words. The man continued; ‘I haven’t
more than fifteen shillings in the world, and yet
I’'m a good experienced worker. If I were a free
man again, I'd be worth a thousand pounds be-
fore long. ° He paused, and looked round the
tent. ‘ You’ve seen many horses bought and sold

_5_
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today,’ he went on, his voice loud with drunken
excitement, ‘and I don’t see why men with un-
wanted wives shouldn’t get rid of them like these
fellows get rid of their old horses. Why shouldn’t
they sell them to men who want wives? Why, I'd
sell mine this minute if anyone would buy her!’

His young wife turned to him and said soft-
ly : “ Michael, you’ve talked this nonsense in pub-
lic places before. A joke is a joke, but you may
make it once too often. ’

‘1 know I've said it before; I meant it. All I
want is a buyer. ° He turned again to the listeners
and shouted: * Here — I’'m waiting to know about
this offer of mine. The woman is no good to me.
Who'll have her?’

The woman’s manner changed, and her face
grew dark and angry. ‘Michael, this is getting
serious!’ she said.

‘ Will anybody buy her?’ said the man.

‘I wish someone would!’ she said firmly.
‘My present owner is not at all to my liking. ’

‘ Gentlemen, you hear that?’ shouted the
man. ‘It’s an agreement to part. She shall take
the girl if she wants to, and go her own way. I'll
take my tools, and go mine. Now then, Susan,
stand up and show yourself. ’

‘Don’t, my dear!’ said a fat old woman
who sat near her. ‘ Your good man doesn’t know

_6-
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what he’s saying. ’

The young woman, however, did stand up.

“Who’ll make an offer for this lady?’ said
the hay-trusser. ‘ Who’ll say a guineal?’

No one answered, and the fat old woman
cried; ¢ Behave yourself, young man, for Heaven’s
love! Ah, what a cruel fellow the poor girl is mar-
ried to!’

“No offers?’ said the husband. ‘ Why, she
has cost me fifty times the money. I’ll tell you
what — I won’t sell her for less than five. I'll sell
her for five guineas to any man who’ll pay me the
money and treat her well. Now then — five
guineas, and she’s yours. Susan, do you agree?’

She bowed her head with absolute indiffer-
ence?.

‘Five guineas,’ said the husband. * Does
anyone give it? Yes or no?’

‘Yes,’ said a loud voice from the door-
way.

All eyes were turned. Standing in the open-
ing which formed the door of the tent was a sail-
or, who, unseen by the rest, had arrived there
within the last two or three minutes.

“Saying is one thing, paying is another, ’

1 guinea: [UB, EBESHEM.BE—HB—KLS 2 with absolute
indifference: TEEAKIN
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said the husband. ‘ Where’s the money?’

The sailor looked again at the young
woman, and then came in, unfolded five crisp
pieces of paper and threw them down on the ta-
blecloth. They were Bank-of-England notes for
five pounds. Then he threw down the shillings ,
one at a time.

Until this moment, it could not really be
said that the husband was in earnest. The listen-
ers had indeed taken the whole matter as a foolish
and unkind joke. But now the laughter left their
faces, and there was an uneasy silence in the
tent.

At last the woman broke the silence and said
in a low, hard voice: ‘ Before you go further,
Michael, listen to me. If you take that money , [
and the girl go with this man. It is a joke no lon-
ger.’

*A joke? Of course it is not a joke!’ shou-
ted the man. ‘I take the money : the sailor takes
you. That’s plain enough. ’

‘It is quite on the understanding that the
young woman is willing,’ said the sailor quietly.
"I wouldn’t hurt her feelings for the world. ’

“But she is willing, provided she can have
the child,’ the husband answered. * She said so
the other day, when I talked of it. ’

“Is this true?’ the sailor said to her,

_8_
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‘Yes,’ she answered slowly.

The sailor smiled. ‘ Come along, then!’ he
said kindly. ‘ And bring the little one, too. ’ She
paused for an instant and looked at him closely.
Then dropping her eyes again, she took the child
and followed him to the door. There she turned,
and pulling off her wedding-ring! , threw it across
the tent in the hay-trusser’s face. The trusser
smiled, and picking up the sailor’s notes he fol-
ded them, and put them with the shillings into his
pocket.

Taking the sailor’s arm with her right hand,
and carrying the little girl with her left, the young
woman went out of the tent, crying bitterly.

It was now growing late, and the customers
left the tent, one by one, without speaking to the
hay-trusser. He stretched his elbows forward on
the table, leant his face upon his arms, and was
soon fast asleep. When the old furmity woman
decided to close for the night, she could not
wake him; so she left him where he was, with
his basket beside him.

The sun was shining brightly when the man
woke up next morning. He raised his head and
looked about him — at the tables — at his basket

1 wedding-ring: SBAE FHE, BIIESERIBREL FHAE
BL . &REE



