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Chapter 1

It was growing late. Yet still they walked on in
silence. The young man was tall and strongly
built, with a dark and determined face. His clothes
were those of a countryman, good and plain, but
covered in dust from their long journey. On his
back he carried a basket of farm tools; in his hand
he held a song-sheet which he seemed to be
reading.

His wife walked close by his side, and carried
their child. She seemed used to the man’s silence
— her face had a tired and sad look, as if she had
known difficult times®. Now and then she looked
down at her little girl. ‘There, there,’ she said
softly to comfort the child, ‘not long now.’ At
those moments her face became almost pretty, lit
up by the red glow of the setting sun.

It was late summer in the early 1830s. The
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trees at the roadside had lost their brightness and
were a dark and dusty green. The woman looked up
again and saw houses in the distance®. A village at
last, she thought. That must be Weydon Priors.

A man was coming up the road from the
village. At once the husband lifted his eyes from
the song-sheet. ‘Any work here?’ he asked,
pointing to the village. ‘I’ m an experienced farm
man, ’

The other shook his head. ‘Not at this time of
year,not in Weydon,no,I should say not.’

‘Is there a small house anywhere we could
stay in?’

Still the man shook his head. ‘Not one.’

‘What’s all that noise 1 can hear?’ The
traveller turned his head in the direction of a field.

‘It’s the fair. Though most of the real
business is over now. Hundreds of horses and
sheep were sold there today , I believe. Now
there’s only children and fools left; parting with®
their money, I don’t doubt.’

The family moved on, and soon entered the

fair-field. It was crowded with people from the
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village, and visitors on holiday, all laughing and
enjoying themselves at the games and sideshows.

The man and his wife were in no mood for®
fun, however. *Here, let’s have a drink,’ said the
man, walking towards the beer-tent.

? said the woman quickly. ‘I’d like

‘No—no,
some furmity. It”’ll do us much more good. And
Elizabeth-Jane likes it too.” She went towards
another tent which had a sign outside saying ‘Good
Furmity Sold Here. ’

‘I’ ve never tasted it,’ said her husband, but
followed her in.

There were many people inside seated at long
narrow tables. At the top end of the tent an ugly
woman of about fifty sat beside a large pot over a
fire.

The young man and woman asked for a cup of
furmity each. It was a hot thick drink made from
milk and corn. ‘That’s better,’said the woman as
they sat down and began to drink. But her
husband was watching the other men. They
seemed very lively, he thought.

He looked back at the old woman. Ha ha, he

thought, I see what game she’s playing. She’s got
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a bottle under the table. Well, I’d like some of
that too. While his wife fed the baby, he sent his
cup and some money up to the woman. She poured
rum into it and sent it back.

‘Yes, that’s better,” he said with pleasure
when he had finished, and called for more.

His wife watched him drink with a sad
expression. ‘Michael—it’s time we went to look for
a place to stay®,’ she said more than once.

But he took no notice, and was soon on his
fourth cup, talking loudly with the other men all
the while, his face on fire. The subject turned to
marriage.

‘T was a fool that way,’ the man said. ‘I
married at eighteen. And this is the result.” He
waved his hand towards his wife and child. ‘I’1l be
poor for ever with so many mouths to feed.” He
stopped for a moment to drink, and had a thought.
‘All this buying and selling here at the fair has
given me an idea. Why shouldn’t I sell my wife
like a horse? Someone else may want her, and I
certainly don”t! What a good arrangement. Now,

who’ 1l have her?’
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~ The men all looked at each other, and then at
. the young woman.

‘She’s not bad at all,” said one man, thinking
it was a joke. ‘With a little care she could be made
quite nice. ’

Michael looked surprised at these words.
Then he went on quickly, ‘Well then,now is your
chance. I am open to an offer for® this—beauty. ’

His wife turned to him and said quickly,
‘Enough now, Michael. A joke is a joke, but you
may make it once too often®,mind!’

‘T know I’ ve said it before. I meant it. Now
who will buy?’

Nobody spoke.

‘Will anybody buy her?’ the young man
continued.

‘I hope somebody will,’ his wife said firmly,
‘for she doesn’t care for her present owner one
bit. ’

‘Nor 1 for you,’ said the husband. ‘There
you are, gentlemen. You see we are agreed to
part. She’ll take the girl if she wants and go her
way. I’ll take my tools and go mine. What could

® Tamopento... :REEXERID N FHh
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be more simple? Now stand up, Susan, and show
yourself. ’

’ said an old woman near

‘Don’ t, my dear,
her. “Your good man doesn’t know what he’s
saying.’

The woman, however, did stand up.

‘Now,’ said Michael, ‘who will make an
offer for this lady?’

‘Five shillings!”shouted someone.

‘I’ m serious!’replied the husband.

“Two pounds!’said someone else.

‘Not enough,’ said the young man. ‘Good
God, she’s cost me fifty times as much. No, I tell
you what. I’1l sell her for five pounds to any man
who will pay me the money and be good to her. He
shall have her for ever. Now does anybody want
her? Yes or no?’

“Yes!’ said a loud voice from the doorway.

All eyes turned. There at the door of the tent
stood a sailor.

“You say you do?’ asked the husband.

‘I say so,’ replied the sailor.

‘Have you got the money?’

The sailor looked again at the woman, then
threw five pound notes on to the table-cloth.

The smiles left everyone’s face. Suddenly this



was serious.

‘Now ,’said the woman, breaking the silence,
‘before you go further®, Michael, listen to'me. If
you touch that money, I and this girl go with the
man. It is a joke no longer.’

‘A joke, of course it’s not a joke!’ shouted
her husband angrily, and he took up the sailor’s
notes, and‘put them in his pocket.

The sailor looked at the woman and smiled.
‘Come along!’ he said kindly. ‘The little one
too}’

She looked closely at him, then took up the
child and followed him to the door. On reaching it,
she turned and, pulling off her wedding-ring,
threw it across the tent into her husband’s face.
‘Mike,’ she said, ‘I’ve lived with you for two
years and had nothing but bad moods and angry
words! Now 1’m nothing to you. I’ll try my luck
elsewhere. It’ll be the better for me and Elizabeth-
Jane. So goodbye!’

She took the sailor’s arm with her right hand,

and went out of the tent, her face wet with tears.
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Warm sunlight woke the man next morning.
‘Where am 1?7’ he thought. His head ached
painfully. He looked round at the tent and the
empty tables, and slowly began to remember the
events of the night before. 1 drank too much
again, he thought. It was the rum that did it.
Then 1 fell asleep here at the table. Now, where
have Susan and the child got to?

The light shone on something small and
golden on the grassy floor. He picked it up. It was
his wife’s wedding ring. Then he remembered all.
I sold her—my wife—to that sailor. She’s gone—
Susan’s gone, and Elizabeth-Jane! He rested his
aching head in his hands for a moment. He became
angry for a moment. Now what am I to do? Oh,
why did she take it seriously—fool of a woman,
she’s so simple in such things!

He stood up slowly and picked up his basket.
I must find her, and the child, he said to himself,
stepping out into the fresh air. I’ll do everything‘l
can to find her. But first there’s something else to
do.

With quick steps he made for® the village
church. Nobody saw the young man pass by.

® made for :[R]see e %3 (=move in the direction of)
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Nobody saw him enter the church. Once inside he
fell on his knees and said aloud, ‘I, Michael
Henchard, will never touch another drop of strong
drink for twenty-one years to come®. That is a
year for every year 1 have lived. This I promise
before God upon the Holy Bible®, on this morning
of the sixteenth of September.” Then he bent and
kissed the big book.

When he had done this he felt better, and he
began his search. He looked everywhere for his
wife and child. Weeks turned into months and still
he searched. At last he heard that they and the
sailor had left the country. Sad at heart he tried to
forget that he had ever known them. He looked for
a place to live and work in, and chose the town of

Casterbridge, in a distant part of Wessex.
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Chapter 2

It was again late summer. Two people walked
hand in hand down that same road towards
Weydon Priors. One was Susan Henchard, or
Newson as she now called herself. She looked thin
and older now, and she wore a black dress. Her
companion, a well-shaped young woman of about
eighteen, also in black, was her daughter.

‘Why are we stopping here, mother?’ the girl
asked as they entered the fair-field.

‘It was here, Elizabeth-Jane,that I first met
with Newson. ’

‘Ah yes, poor father. And now he’s dead,
lost at sea,we’ll not see him again.’ Tears came
into the girl’s eyes.

‘And it was here 1 last saw Mr Michael
Henchard,’ her mother continued, ‘the relation by
marriage® who I told you about. ’

‘It is Mr Henchard we are looking for, is it

@ the relation by marriage : i 3=
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not? You think he may help us now we are left so
poor?’

‘He may and he may not,’ said the older
woman, who had told her daughter none of the
truth about her and Henchard. It is better for her
not to know, she had reasoned. There’s no need
to make her unhappy.

‘Oh mother! Don’t buy from her. She’s not
at all nice!’” said Elizabeth-Jane, as she saw her
mother walking towards an old woman who sold
furmity.

‘You wait here then,’ said her mother. She
turned to the woman and recognized her at once,
even though she looked older and poorer now. ‘A
pennyworth of furmity, please,’ she said.

‘Some rum in it, perhaps?’ the old woman’s
eyes shone as she looked for the bottle.

‘No, no.’” Mrs Newson shook her head
firmly. “You’ve seen better days®, I think?’

‘That I have®, my dear. 1 had a great big
tent once, you know. And business! Business was

good, I can tell you!’
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Mrs Newson looked round. Her daughter was
some distance away. ‘Do you remember the sale of
a wife by her husband, eighteen years ago today?’

The old woman thought for a moment. ‘Yes,
now I think about it, I do remember. Yes, the
man came back a year later and said he was going
to live in Casterbridge. ’

‘Thank you.’” Mrs Newson had learned
enough. ‘Come, Elizabeth,” she called, ‘we’ve a

long journey in front of usi’

It was on a Friday evening, near the middle of
September, when mother and daughter reached the
top of a hill overlooking Casterbridge.

‘What an old-fashioned place it seems to be}’
said Elizabeth-Jane. ‘It is all shut in by a square
wall of trees, like a garden!’

Her mother had more anxious thoughts. What
would Henchard be like now? Perhaps he was
dead. He might have drunk himself into the grave.
If he was alive, how would he receive her? Would
he be angry? Would he be in a position® to help
Elizabeth? That’ s what I want most of all, she
thought, looking at her daughter. She’s a fine,

@ be in a position to: fE# (=be able to)
12



high-minded girl. She would profit from a good ed-
ucation and better company. It’s not been easy for
her, though Newson was so kind. Twelve years in
Canada, living off next to nothing, and then that
poor life in Falmouth —no, I want something bet-
ter for Elizabeth-Jane.

Two men passed them, deep in conversation.

‘Why. those men mentioned the name of Hen-
chard in their talk, 1 am sure,’ said Elizabeth,
when they had gone.

‘1 thought so too,’ said Mrs Newson, her
hopes rising. ‘Perhaps he’s well known in the
town. We’ll go down and ask. ’

It was eight o’clock when the travellers en-
tered the High Street, and the shopkeepers were
busy closing up for the night. Their windows were
full of countrymen’s tools and every kind of farm
object. In the open space before the church some
women were talking loudly.

‘Just look at this bread,’one of them was say-
ing. ‘Rubbish,that’s what it is. Try some.’ She
passed a loaf around. The women tasted it and
shook their heads.

‘Really bad, I should say,’ said one.

Mrs Newson realized how hungry she was.
‘Excuse me,’ she said, ‘but is there a baker’s

13



