o RZEIE B 5

of
RBRIDGE

Thomas Hardy r
'

2O ) B




e e macsatene TS

SRSTIE RS EYEE (K= )

The Mayor of Casterbridge
KWk K

(2300 — 3000 1d )

PR P e d)



Vs L T TREEER A O AR e T

BBERSB (CIP) ¥IE

FHAFH N K/ (BRI (Hardy, T.) #: [EHAT (Rice, C.) 5. —Ib3: it
FEPBHRA TR AR, 20068

(RRETHER 5 EYIRE « K¥4)
ISBN 7-5062-8534-7

I Fer I ORg- @F-- NI FTiIE—EFEY IV. H3194
PR A B 15 CIP $UBHEE (2006) 55 103180 5

This edition of The Mayor of Casterbridge, First Edition is published by arrangement
with Pearson Education Limited and Penguin Books Limited.
Text copyright © Penguin Books 2003

DREZER Gkt (K=%4)
FHETET K

B ¥ #: Thomas Hardy
M E #&: Chris Rice
BIENE: KA THEF

H M HFREPHRAFERAR
£ 1T HARBHERAFREAR
(Mt ERPRKE 1375 BB%: 100010  H1iF: 64077922)
O SHEFHEBENSCEE
BN R JLREAPHENRI T AR FEA T

F & .889x1194 1/32

Ep 2. 3

B R: 2006 E8 A 1R 2006 5E 8 A% 1 IKENR
MU BT 01 - 2006 - 5073

ISBN 7-5062-8534-7/H.944
BRRHE B0




RKEREEHZEY ITHFREEM (K5

S EEAF K ERA XL T L EAR G EYN AT, RNERELEA—,
ZHEZESFEEENTAZHEEN, EhH CATFHIEEY., HFERILY,
AEARIET G A ¥ L, Rl — TR0, FiE LA e
B, AERHEAXREFRBLD L) REBIVLTEXRBRL RN -85,

A LBEREREEXEZEZNLSARNEAENE S EHR? FEHZ -2
S AR, ABRRAS, TEF SRR ACEA, WELERE,
EITRBWHH, FANFATCELED, HERELBZF SRS, EXHHAT,
ERIRSY AR ERGEERE L MEN G N, 1A, HHEDERYRYE AR
. EEMEEEN, ARFEX X YT UKL B B IARTEmEE, F8
TRAETHES, BAGNNEEER, 5=, M EPARPRXFAERET
B, REFVTIAMBANEL, EREEGT XELENBIEE, HREDE
Figl. ARMBRXEFEHATERELNE . REEIMAIERAEN.

ERBRNLTUSRT| EEREZRKFHF (StephenKrashen) th— M FLH,
Ho HAd, FARBAMER TR, FESHHERGMEE TR ETER
AP, mRBHHETHEHREAAMTEFLNAT, REFTEIY, XEFHE
X FMEFIW—ANEHEE, BRNTHEEEEZAE gL, FEREE
B, SR MRS E., B 4E R aad THRE,
AR A, ¥ARTRERE, HESEHAKRD, HERER, HERRER
TEENHTNE, B THIINERES, FRAXANEEYXERGEERHES
AIATE, R EAEE ., S8 RAHRNEE Y, “DRILENHE
WL BEIIHA. PREIHGESHH Y. XE-—EXLERBEL WA
FRIEE, HRATHSRARESREY, FETUEFFR, 25REEEEM
AWz E, ARS8 hEERT,

Bl AR ERRR? 4%, ERERGEZ LMY, E-T
HEAEEE, ERERRES, HBTAEE, RTGENEART ., FHk—
ABE G, BHEMNETHER, —RRH, FERENAREEESR, TR
WFES, Bk, EATHERR -, FTE—4—aHott, EXERGERE,
BHEERAOEN £, FNGEWET, BEREP M, TLESREL
FETEFRE, A, WEEEEY, #2AATARKIEE-REE, XK
RUGE BBy, Bk, HERTUB—RER, EXOHASHNERLD; TTUM—
BRATRGSES, EAEESYT LA FHE, EEEHERMHE, FEEHT
BEE—k, REFBERR. ReRAAEF REA —Fwa BAEER,

FEMAN, METEENHFEZ KB ELEENEE AN TR, £
MEHRNTURE —R2FHRZ, AEEFESF-MHFHRL, ShEH, K
M EIEAR TS 2 AER T,

RO EE R EIEGR, AR A



Introduction

‘I married when I was eighteen,’ he shouted drunkenly. ‘I was a fool. If 1
were a free man again, I'd be able to earn much more money. A man
should be able to get rid of a wife if he wants to. If a farmer can sell a
horse, why can’t a husband sell his wife? I'd sell mine this minute if
anybody wanted to buy her’

Michael Henchard — a young, penniless, homeless hay-cutter — is
talking to a crowd of strangers in a small village where he has
come to look for work. By the end of the evening, he has sold his
wife and child to a sailor for five guineas and is free to live his life
without the worry of responsibility.

Eighteen years later, Henchard has become a respected
member of Casterbridge society. He is not only the town’s
richest businessman — he is also its mayor. But in his heart he is
not a happy man. He feels ashamed of his past actions, and he is
also worried: What will happen if the people of Casterbridge
ever discover his terrible secret? Then, one day, 2 woman arrives
in Casterbridge with her daughter, looking for her husband - a
man who sold her to a sailor eighteen years ago for five
guineas . ..

In the late nineteenth century, before psychology was a
recognized science, people were becoming interested in the dark,
secret forces that existed in their minds and hearts — that
governed their behaviour and were powerful enough to destroy
their lives. Stories about people whose lives were ruined by these
strange, mysterious forces became very popular. One of the most
famous stories from this time was Robert Louis Stevenson’s Dr
Jekyll and Mr Hyde (1886).

Thomas Hardy’s The Mayor of Casterbridge came out in the
same year. On one level it is a story about human relationships



during a period of great social and economic change in the
English countryside in the middle of the nineteenth century. On
another level, however, it is the story of one man, Michael
Henchard, and his struggle to succeed in life while fighting a
losing battle with himself. Like Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde, Henchard
has two completely different sides to his personality. Although he
is in many ways a strong, generous, kind man, there is a dark,
dangerous side to his character which eventually destroys his life.
The message of the story is as true today as it was a hundred and
twenty years ago — if a man cannot understand or control his
own thoughts and emotions, all his plans, hopes and dreams for a
better world become worthless.

Thomas Hardy, one of England’s best-known and greatest
writers, was born in Dorset, in the south of England, in 1840. His
father was a builder and his family did not have much money, so
Hardy left school when he was sixteen and began work as an
architect’s assistant. He worked as an architect for fifteen years,
and won prizes for his work. He started writing poetry and
novels when he was in his twenties, and his first novel, Desperate
Remedies, came out in 1871. In the same year, he met and fell in
love with a woman called Emma Gifford.

Under the Greenwood Tree (1872) was Hardy’s next novel, but he
did not have enough money to marry Emma until the great
success of Far from the Madding Crowd (1874). After a short period
in London, Hardy and his wife moved back to Dorset, where he
wrote The Return of the Native (1878).

The Mayor of Casterbridge was Thomas Hardy’s tenth novel. It
marked the beginning of the most productive period in his
twenty-five-year career as a novelist. It was the first of the novels
that were set in the town of Dorchester, which he renamed
‘Casterbridge’. The critics loved The Mayor of Casterbridge for its
realistic descriptions and poetic style, but many thought that the
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novel was too improbable and too shocking. These complaints
were repeated when Hardy wrote his next novels, The
Woodlanders (1887) and Téss of the d’Urbervilles (1891).

During this period, Hardy and his wife visited London
together regularly, but they were always relieved to return to
Dorset, where they felt most comfortable, However, Hardy and
Emma were experiencing a lot of problems with their marriage,
and were not very happy together. Hardy’s last great novel, Jude
the Obscure (1895), was an angry attack on marriage, which
further damaged his relationship with Emma. Although some
critics thought the book was a great work of literature, many
others complained that it was too sad and shocking. Hardy was so
upset by the reaction to Jude the Obscure that he decided to stop
writing novels completely. He began a new thirty-year career as
the twentieth century’s first important English poet.

In 1905, Hardy began a relationship with his secretary,
Florence Dugdale. Soon afterwards, he and Emma separated.
After Emma’s death in 1913, Hardy wrote some of his greatest
love poetry, which upset Florence Dugdale. However, she
married him in 1914. When Hardy died in 1928, his heart was
buried in Emma’s grave.
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Chapter 1 Who Will Buy My Wife?

One September evening in the 1820s, a young man and woman
were walking along a dusty country road. The man was carrying
a large basket filled with knives and hay-cutting tools, and the
woman had a baby in her arms. Although they were obviously
husband and wife, they paid no attention to each other. The man
was pretending to read a song-sheet, while his wife looked
straight ahead with a strange, empty look in her eyes.

For a long time the unhappy-looking couple walked side by
side without speaking. The baby slept, and only the occasional
weak, tired song of a bird in the evening sky broke the silence.

At last, as the sun was going down, the couple approached the
village of Weydon-Priors. Distant sounds of laughter reached
their ears, and the man looked up from his song-sheet with a
puzzled expression.

‘Is there any work here?’ he asked the first person they met —
an old man with a gardening fork over his shoulder.

The old man noticed the basket of hay-cutting instruments
and shook his head.‘No work for hay-cutters. Not at this time of
year.

‘Is there a place for us to rent? Any new cottages that have just
been built, perhaps?’

The old man shook his head again. ‘They don’t build houses
in Weydon-Priors. They just pull them down.

He turned to leave, but the young man stopped him with one
final question. “What’s all that noise? Something’s happening in
the village — I can hear it.

‘It’s the fair, but it’s almost finished now; the man replied
before continuing on his way.

The hay-cutter and his wife walked into the village until they
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reached the fair. The old man had been right: the serious business
had already finished, and most of the animals had been taken
back to their farms. Fowever, the field was still crowded with
people who were enjoying the fun and games, having late picnics
with their families on the grass, or standing outside beer-tents
getting drunk.

‘I need a drink; the hay-cutter said to his wife, his first words
to her for several hours.

His wife pointed towards a tent with the words Good Furmity+
Sold Here on a sign outside its entrance.“What about in here?’ she
said. ‘I always liked furmity’

The man, who wanted beer not soup, looked annoyed, but he
was too tired to argue. He walked ahead of his wife into the tent,
where people sat around two long, wooden tables, laughing and
talking. In the corner, an ugly old woman was bending over a
large, hot, metal pot. The hay-cutter bought two bowls of
furmity from her and sat down with his wife at one of the tables.
The food was good, but the man did not seem satisfied. The old
woman, who had noticed the look on his face, caught his eye and
gave him a secret smile. The man understood at once, and passed

-her his bowl of soup, into which she secretly poured some rum.
That was 'much better! A feeling of warm contentment came
over him.

His wife, who had noticed this happening, looked annoyed at
first, but she agreed to have some rum in her soup too.

The man finished his meal and immediately ordered another
bowl of furmity, this time with more rum in it. His wife watched
him unhappily as he became more and more drunk, but was
powerless to stop him.

‘Michael, we need to find somewhere to sleep tonight, she
said, as he was drinking the contents of his third bowl.

* furmity: an old-fashioned country soup made with wheat boiled in milk
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But her husband ignored her, and began talking to the other
customers around the table. By the time he finished his fourth
bowl, he was very drunk, and was complaining in a loud voice
about the stupidity of getting married too young.

‘I married when I was eighteen, he shouted drunkenly. ‘I was
a fool. If I were a free man again, I'd be able to earn much more
money. A man should be able to get rid of a wife if he wants to.
If a farmer can sell an old horse, why can’t a husband sell his
wife? I'd sell mine this minute if anybody wanted to buy her’

‘She’s a good-looking woman, one man said, looking at the
hay-cutter’s wife with a smile.

There were sounds of agreement from around the table, and
the hay-cutter seemed surprised. He had not expected his wife to
be praised in this way. “Well, he said at last, ‘I’'m not joking. If
there’s a man here who will offer me enough money for my
wife, he can have her’

The other people around the table looked down at their
drinks or smoked their pipes in embarrassed silence. They knew
that the hay-cutter was drunk, and hoped that he would change
the subject. But a quarter of an hour later, with more rum inside
him, he was even more serious than before.

‘I'm still waiting for an offer; he said. ‘The woman’s no good
to me. Who’ll have her?’

There was nervous laughter from around the table, but still
nobody replied.

‘Come on, Michael, his wife begged. ‘It’s getting dark and
you’re talking nonsense. If you don’t come with me now, I'll go
without you!

She waited, but he did not move. He kept repeating that he
wanted to sell her. In the end, his wife could listen to no more.

‘I think I'd prefer a different husband, she said angrily. ‘I've had
enough of this one. This one doesn’t please me at all.

‘Nor you me, her husband replied. ‘I’'m glad we agree about
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something. Gentlemen, did you hear her? My wife agrees to be
sold. She can take the child if she wants to. Now stand up, Susan,
and show yourself’

A woman sitting next to her whispered, ‘Don’t do it. Your
husband’s drunk. He doesn’t know what he’s saying’ But the
young woman was so angry with her husband that she stood up.

‘Who’ll make an offer for this excellent creature?” the hay-
cutter asked.

Nobody answered, and his wife looked at the ground.

“Two guineas?’ the man suggested, but there were still no
offers. “Three guineas?” he said, angrily raising the price. ‘Four?
Come on, you're missing the chance of a real bargain. All right, I
won’t accept a penny less than five guineas for her. For the last
time, or I'll have to keep her. Five guineas — yes or no?’

“Yes, said a loud voice.

All eyes turned towards a young sailor who had been
watching, unnoticed, for several minutes from the entrance to the
tent.

“You say you do?’ asked the husband, staring at him.

‘I say so, replied the sailor.

‘Show me your money.

The sailor walked towards the hay-cutter and threw the
money on to the table in front of him.

Everyone watched the hay-cutter in shocked silence. Until
this moment, they had all believed that he was only joking. The
hay-cutter seemed equally unsure of himself, surprised by his
own behaviour. Did he want to sell his wife, or had it all been a
harmless joke? He stared at the money in front of him, unable to
make up his mind.

‘Now; said his wife, breaking the silence with her low, dry
voice, ‘listen to me, Michael. If you touch that money, I'll take
our child and go with this man. This isn’t a joke any more.

‘A joke?” her husband shouted. “Who says it’s a joke? I take
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the money, the sailor takes you. It seems clear enough to me!’

‘Only if the young woman agrees, the sailor said.

‘If she can take the child, she agrees. She said so herself’

‘Is that true?’ The sailor turned to her.

The young woman looked at her husband’s face and, seeing
no sign of regret or pity in his eyes, said, ‘It’s true’

‘Good. Everything’s agreed, the hay-cutter said, taking the
sailor’s money. ‘She can have the child, and the bargain’s
complete’

‘Come with me’ The sailor gave the woman a gentle smile.
‘Bring the child with you.

The woman hesitated for a moment, then she picked up the
child and followed the sailor. As she reached the entrance,
however, she looked back at her husband.

‘Michael ... she began, but her husband did not look up. He
was more interested in counting his money. She pulled the
wedding ring from her finger and threw it across the room. It
landed on the ground at her husband’s feet.

The hay-cutter raised his eyes, but his wife and child had
already gone. He seemed puzzled for a moment, and then a deep
look of worry slowly filled his drunken face. He rose to his feet,
walked unsteadily to the entrance of the tent and looked out into
the lamp-lit darkness of the night.

“Where does the sailor live?’ he heard a voice behind him ask.

‘No one knows, another voice replied. ‘I've never seen him
before. He’s a stranger here!

‘I'm glad she’s gone with the sailor, said the woman who had
been sitting next to Susan. ‘He looked a kind man. If I'd been in
her position, I would have done the same’

‘I'm not going to look for her!” the hay-cutter announced,
returning angrily to his seat. ‘Let her go. If she’s stupid enough to
believe I really wanted to sell her, she’s too stupid for me!’

A short time later, the other customers began to leave. The
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hay-cutter, too drunk and confused to move, rested his head on
his arms and fell into a deep sleep. After tidying up her things,
the furmity-woman tried to wake him, but without success.
Finally, she decided to let him sleep where he was. She blew out
the last candle, closed the tent door behind her, and left the
foolish man alone with his drunken dreams.

The next morning, Michael woke up and slowly lifted his
head. At first, he did not know where he was. He looked around
him, confused by the empty tables, the smell of tobacco smoke,
boiled milk and rum. Then he saw something shining on the
ground next to his basket. Bending down to pick it up, he saw
that it was his wife’s ring, and he suddenly remembered
everything. The sailor, the money on the table, the sale of his
wife — he had not been dreaming. It had really happened!

‘Oh God, what have I done?’ he said to himself, rising to his
feet and pulling the basket across his shoulder. ‘I must find her.

Moments later, he was standing outside in the bright sunlight
of a beautiful September morning. The cool, fresh air cleared his
head and filled him with energy. He knew what he had to do.

He walked through the empty village until he arrived at an
old stone church. He went inside, fell to his knees in front of the
cross, placed his right hand on the Bible and said, ‘I, Michael
Henchard, on this morning of the sixteenth of September, make
a promise in the presence of God. I will not touch another drop
of alcohol for twenty years, one year for every year that I have
lived’

With those words he kissed the Bible, left the church and
began the search for his wife and child. As the days turned into
weeks and weeks turned into months, he spent all the sailor’s
money on his search, but there was still no sign of them. Finally,
in a western seaport, he heard that a woman and child fitting
their description had left with a sailor and sailed for Canada.

Filled with shame, he decided to stop searching. The next day
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he travelled towards the south and did not stop until he reached
the town of Casterbridge, more than a hundred miles away.

Chapter 2 A Lost Relative

Exactly eighteen years later, two women dressed in black were
walking hand in hand along the same road into Weydon-Priors.
One of the women was about forty years old, and her name was
Susan Henchard. The other woman was her eighteen-year-old
daughter, Elizabeth-Jane.

‘Why did we waste our time coming here?’ Elizabeth-Jane
said, as they approached a field filled with tents and people.

‘This was the exact place where I first met Newson, her
mother explained.

“Yes, the girl said quietly. ‘You’ve told me before! While her
mother watched the people at the fair, the girl took a card from
her pocket and looked at it with a sigh. ‘In memory of Richard
Newson, she read. ‘Sailor, drowned at sea, in the month of
November 1846, aged forty-one years’

Mrs Newson (as we must now call her) gave her daughter an
anxious look and said, ‘This is also the place where I last saw the
relative we’re looking for — Mr Michael Henchard’

‘Who is he exactly?” her daughter asked. “You've never
explained it to me’

‘He is, or was — because he may be dead — a relation by
marriage, her mother replied.

‘Is he a close relative?’

Mrs Newson shook her head.

‘I suppose he never knew me?’ the girl innocently continued.

Mrs Newson paused for a moment, then answered uncertainly,
‘Of course not, Elizabeth-Jane. But come this way’ She moved on
to another part of the field.



‘It’s no good asking for news of him in a place like this, her
daughter complained. ‘Nobody here will remember anything
that happened eighteen years ago!

But her mother was not listening — she had noticed an old
woman standing by a tree, bending over a pot which hung above
a small fire. There was something familiar about her. When the
old woman raised her head and cried in a weak voice, broken
with age, ‘Good furmity sold here!’, Mrs Newson remembered
her clearly.

‘Stay here, Elizabeth,’ she said. ‘I’'m going to talk to that old
woman.

Despite her daughter’s protests, she walked off and bought a
bowl of furmity from the old woman. After a long conversation
with her, she returned to her daughter.

‘Let’s move on, Elizabeth-Jane begged her impatiently. ‘I don’t
know why you wanted to buy soup from that horrible old
woman.

Mrs Newson smiled and quietly replied, ‘But I've learnt
something about our relative, Mr Henchard. The old woman
remembers him. She told me she last saw him a few years ago,
living in Casterbridge. It’s a long way away, but I think that’s
where we ought to go.

The next morning, the two women left Weydon-Priors and
began the long journey to Casterbridge. As they walked, Mrs
Newson thought about her life over the last eighteen years. After
Henchard had sold her, Newson had taken her to Canada, where
they had lived for several years. When Elizabeth-Jane was twelve
years old, the three of them had returned to England, where
Newson worked as a boat-repairer. Later, he became a fisherman
and spent several months a year at sea. In her simple-minded way,
she had always believed that Newson was her legal husband.
Then, one day, a friend had told her that hers was not an official
marriage, which had shocked her greatly. She was so upset that
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she spoke to Newson about it as soon as he returned from sea. A
period of sadness followed, after which Newson went back to sea
and never returned. News reached her that he had drowned in a
storm off the coast of Canada.

Mrs Newson did not want her daughter to grow up in
poverty, so she decided to find Michael Henchard again.
However, there was one problem which Mrs Newson did not
know how to solve: her daughter still believed that Newson was
her father. Should she tell her the truth about Mr Henchard? She
finally decided that Michael could tell his daughter himself, if he
was still alive. If not, then Elizabeth-Jane would never need to
know the truth.

The first person they met as they finally reached Casterbridge
was an old woman with a loaf of bread under her arm. Mrs
Newson, realizing how hungry she and her daughter were, asked
the old woman for directions to the nearest baker’s.

“You won't find any good bread in Casterbridge, the woman
warned. ‘It’s the mayor’s fault. He owns the biggest corn business
in the area, but this year he’s sold us very poor-quality grain. I've
lived in Casterbridge all my life, and I’'ve never known bread as
bad as this. But you must be strangers here if you don’t know that
already’

Mrs Newson thanked the woman for her help, and walked
with her daughter to the town centre. There, they found crowds
of people standing in the street outside a large hotel, the Golden
Crown. A lot of noisy laughter could be heard coming from an
upstairs window, and many townspeople had climbed steps on
the opposite side of the road so that they could see what was
happening in the hotel. Although she was hungry and exhausted
by the long journey, Mrs Newson followed her daughter up the
steps. ’

“What’s going on?’ Elizabeth-Jane asked an old man who was
standing in front of her.



