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SILAS MARNER!
Chapter I

At the beginning of the nineteenth century hundreds
of highly-skilled weavers? all over England had to leave
their homes in the towns because of the rapid growth3
of textile mills.45 They went to districts, far away from
the highroads or deep in the hills,® where the peasants
supplied them with work.? Some of them settled down,8
while others wandered from place to place. The peasants
were always more or less? suspicious of!® them, because,
in those days, any form of art or skill was suspicious.
Moreover, the simple uneducated peasants, th_i knew
nothing outside their own village and the work in the
field, were afraid of these newcomers whose home and
origin were unknown to them.!! That is why most of the
weavers who settled in the villages lived there lonely and
friendless to the end of their days.!> Even the dogs barked
fiercely at them when they passed some cottage or farm-
house, for they were generally pale and thin and looked
a different race of men!3 from the physically strong
peasants.

Silas Marne- who settled in the village of Raveloe,1¢
was one of the hundreds of such linen-weavers who left
the towns at that time and went to look for work in the

country.1®



He lived and worked in a stone cottage not far frome
the village. His cottage stood near a stone-pit which
nobody had worked for many years.’® The deep holes or
pits were always full of water now, even in summer. So.
the place where the cottage stood was called the Stone-
pits.

Silas Marner lived there alone, working at his loom!”
from morning till night even on Sundays when the vil-
lagers were at church.1® He left his cottage only when he
needed a new supply of linen thread, or when he went
with the finished cloth to some farm-house or cottage to
receive his payment.19

Silas had no friends in the village and he never
invited anybody to his cottage. Nor did he go to drink
a iﬁint of ale20 at the Rainbow?2! or?? drop in at a neigh-
bour’s house to have a friendly talk. As time went on,2
the villagers became accustomed to2t meet the weawver on
the road, to greet him and pass on.2 Nobody stopped
to talk with this tall bent man with a heavy bag on
his back. He had large brown short-sighted eyes.26 He-
saw a thing clearly only when he held it very near. It
may be that he did not always recognize the people
whom he met in the lane. - They were afraid of him
because, they said, his eyes were strange and unearthly
when he turned to look at them.

But the villagers were afraid of Silas Marner for more
reasons than this.2? The mere fact that he was a skilled
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weaver and lived alone at the Stone-pits made themr
suspicious of him. Besides, Silas did not go to church,2&
which also counted against him in the eyes of the villa-
gers.® But most important of all was the fact that
Marner was subject to fits of abstraction which came on
him from time to time.?® He had suffered from this
strange illness3! since childhood.

In the first or second year of his life in Raveloe,
Jem Rodney,32 the hunter, saw the weaver overcome by
one of these fits?? in the road. Jem was going home
one evening when he saw Marner standing motionless near
a stile with a heavy bag on his back. He thought the
weaver had stopped to rest; but then, why did he not
put the bag on the stile? When Jem went up to him
he saw that Marner’s eyes were like a dead man’s eyes,
looking vacantly at nothing. Jem spoke to him and
'shook him, but the weaver seemed to hear and feel
nothing. His hands héld the bag as if3¢ they were made
of iron. “The weaver’s dead,”’s® thought Jem, but at
that moment Silas woke up, said ¢Good night,”” and
walked off.

All this made the uneducated peasants believe that
there was something supernatural about Marner. His
strange conduct in the road was discussed by everybody
in the village and it was explained in many different
ways. Some people thought that he was half-crazy,
while others said it might be an illness that suddenly
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came over him.’8 However the general opinion®? was
that he had learnt witchcraft and that his soul left his
body during the fits and went to consult the devil.3s
They even believed that he had the power to hurt
people and animals, if he wanted to. The result was
that they talked with him as little as possible3® and
avoided him whenever they could.

Silas’s strange conduct might have caused the villa-
‘gers to drive him away long ago;# but there was no other
weaver in or near the village at that time; besides, the
cloth he wove was excellent and the measure was never
short, and these good qualitiest! of the weaver counter-
balanced their suspicions of him. So he always got lots
of weaving to do from the farmers’ wives and sometimes
from the poor cottagers too. He had discovered long ago
that work helped him to forget his loneliness, so he
worked more and more.

He began to save the gold that he got for his work
and spend only the silver. He hid the gold in a hole
in the floor under the loom. Year by year his gold
pieces grew in number.42 As time went on he began to
love his money more and more, until there was only one
purpose in his work—to get more gold pieces, and only
one pleasure in his life—to touch them and count them
when the day’s work was done.

As the years went on, everybody in and around

Raveloe knew that he had a lot of money hidden away

6



somewhere, since he spent very much less than he got

and continued to live like a poor man. Nobody knew

anything. more about him: where he came from or how

he had lived before coming to the Stone-pits. And these

long years of monotonous work made Silas himself almost

forget his former life in the town; at least#3 he had stop-

ped thinking about it long ago.
So things went on#¢ for fifteen years. Then suddenly
" there came a great change over his life, and his history

became closely connected with the life of his neighbours

Chapter Bt .

The greatest man in Raveloe was Squire. Cass,! who
lived in a large house, known as the Red House, nearly
opposite the church. He was the only one among the small
land-owners of the district who had tenants and was

' regarded by them as a lord. During the years of the
Napoleonic Wars? many small land-owners like Squire
Cass became very rich.3 They ate and drank freely and
invited their friends and neighbours to visit ;Lllem. The
roads in the country were bad and travelling was diffi-
cult in those days. So the visits lasted for days and
weeks, as a short stay was not worth the risk of coming
through the mud and water. ,

For some years there had been no mistress at the
Red House, for Squire Cass’s wife was dead. He had

four sons, two of whom were grown up.t The eldest son,
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Godfreys, who was to get all ths land after his father’s
death, was a fine, open-faced, gooi-natured young man,
but everybody knew that he was too much under the
influence ol ® his younger brother, Dunst:n,” who was a
hopeless drunkard.® Raveloe was not a jlace where pu-
blic opinion was over-strict, but it was thought a
weaknzss in the Squire that he kept both his grown-up
sons at home in idleness.® The nzighbours said it did not
matter what became of Dunstan,® whom nobody liked,
but they would be sorry if Godirey took the same road
with his brother, as he had seemed to be doing during
the last two or three years. If he went on that way,
he would lase the respect of Miss Nancy Lammeter,1! the
daughter of another rich farmer in Raveloe.

Dunstan- spent all his own money as well asi2 his
brother’s on drink and stayed away from home for days
and weeks at a time.® The brothers often went together
to the town of Batherley,1¢ some twenty or thirty miles
away, where they met other rich young men who had
nothing to do but spend their fathers’ money. Godfrey
soon got tired of such a life, but not until he had
thoughtlessly followed his brother’s advice'® and secretly
married Molly Farren,16 a girl he did not love.

When he understood that he had made a mistake,
it was too late. -Molly was poor and uneducated, while
he was a rich man’s son, and his father expected him

to marry a rich man’s daughter. He soon deserted his
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wife and only gave small sums of moneyi” to her and
}\wr child when he happened to be in Batherley. He had
married her because he had been sorry for her, but later
he began to hate her. Being a man with a weak charac-
ter,1® he did not think of the wrong he had done to the
poor girl, he thought only of himself. It may have been
for this reason that she began to drink. She hated him
now and wanted to revenge herse!f on him.1°

Godfrey understood too late that it had been his
brother’'s clever plan to put him into such a position.
Dunstan had a terrible power over him now. He could
force Godfrey to give him money at any time, for he
only had to say: <If you don’t give me some money,
I'll tell father about your marriage.”’

So far®® nobody in Raveloe had heard of the mar-
riage. Squire Cass would have driven Godirey from
home if he had known about it. According to'public
opinion the Squire’s eldest son was sowing his wild oats,2!
but if he didn’t turn over a new leaf?? soon, he would
have to say good-bye to Miss Nancy.?? Everybody saw
that she had not been so friendly towards him since the
year he had spent so much of his time in Batherley, net
coming home for weeks sometimes. The more Godfrey
thought about Nancy, the more he wanted to undo the
past.2¢ He was both sorry and angry. He was sorry that
now he could never ask Nancy to marry him, although

he loved her, and angry with his brother for having
spoilt his life.2s



It scemed to him that all hope of a better future
was lost to him. Sooner or later28 his father would find
out about the marriage and then he would have to leave
his home and friends forever. As he had never worked
or learnt any trade, he would starve if his father’s sup-

port were taken away from him.

Chapter Iil

One November afternoon in the fifteenth year of Silas.
Marner’s life in Raveloe, Godfrey Cass was standing in
the best room of his father’s house with his back to the
fire, his hands in his pockets and a serious expression
on his face.! He seemed to be waiting and listening for
somebody to come, and soon the sound of a heavy step
was heard in the large empty front hall.

The door opened, and a dark heavy-looking youﬁg
man entered. It was Godfrey’s younger brother Dunstan
or Dunsey, as everybody called him. It was clear that
he had been drinking, for his face was red, and Godfrey
looked at him with hate.

Godfrey had many reasons for hating his brother.
This afternoon he wanted to make Dunstan pay back a

certain sum of money —no less than a hundred pounds—

had not been Godfrey’s own. It was the year’s rent
from one of the tenants, Fowler,2 which Godfrey was to:

have handed over to the Squire. But when Dunstan
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heard that Godfrey had the money, he took it from himm
as a loan, promising to pay it back soon. Not knowing:
that the tenant had already paid the rent to Godfrey,
the Squire was planning to send for it3 that week. God-
frey wanted to get the money back from Dunstan before
his father should find out the truth.

“Well, Master Godfrey,* what do you want?’’ said
Dunsey as he came in. ‘“You are older and richer than
I am, so of course I~was obliged to come when you sent
for me.’’s

““This is what I want,”’ said Godfrey, “if you are
not too drunk to listen. I must either hand over that
tenant’s rent to the Squire, or tell him I gave it to you.
He’s going to send for the rent, and then it will all be

“outé whether 1 tell him or not. Only this morning he
said that Fowler must pay the rent this week. The
Squire’s short of money? jilst now, and you know what
will happen if he finds out that you’ve taken his money
ragain and spent it.”

“Oh!”" said Dunsey, coming nearer to his brother
and looking in his face. “Why don’t you get the money
yourself? Since you were kind enough to hand it over to
me, you’ll not refuse to pay it back for me. It was your
brotherly love that made you do it, you know.”’

“Don’t come near me or I'll knock you down!’’8 said
Godfrey angrily.

“But you won’t tell him that I took it, will you?’’
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said Dunsey, turning away. <‘Oh, no, you won't, because
I might tell the Squire how his eldest son married that
nice voung woman Molly Farren in Batherley, and was
very unhappy because he couldn’t live with his drunken
wife. Then I'd soon step into your shoes and bs as
comfortable as could be.? But you see I don’t do it. I'm
so kind, you see. You’ll do anything for me. You'll
get the hundred pounds and give them, to the Squire.
I know you will.”

“How can I get the money?”’ said Godfrey. «I
haven’t got a shilling in my pocket. And it’s a lie that
you’d step into my place. If you begin telling stories,0
I'll tell on you.!! Your fate won’t be better than mine.
If the Squire sends me away, he’ll do the same with you.
Bob’s my father’s favourite,’2 you know that very well.
He’ll be glad to get rid of you.18”’

«It would be very pleasant to go in your company,’’ 14
said Dunsey ironically. ‘“You're such a good-looking
brother and I shouldn’t know what to do without you.
But you prefer that we should stay at home together, I
know you do. So you’ll manage to get that little sum
of money, and I’ll say good-bye, though I’'m sorry to go.”’

Dunstan was turning to go, but Godfrey held him
by the arm?® and said angrily, I tell you I have no
money. I can get no money.”’

D IR

Borrow some,’” said Dunsey.

“I tell you I can’t. Nobody will lend me any
more,”” said Godfrey.
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«“Well, then,”” said Dunsey, ¢sell your horse.”

“Yes, that’s easy to say. I must have the .money
at once,” said Godfrey. ’

«“Well, you'll only have to ride him to the hunte
tomorrow morning. There’ll be some young men there

1

who'll gladly buy him,”” advised Dunstan.

“May be there will be,”” said Godfrey, <but I'm
going to Mrs, Osgood’s!” birthday dancel® tomorrow.”’

«“Oh!”” said Dunsey, turning his head on one side
and speaking in a high voice, <“and sweet Miss Nancy’s
coming and you’ll dance with her and get into favour
once more!? and promise never to do anything bad again.”

“Hold your tongue about Miss Nancy,2 you fool,””
said Godfrey. .

“What for?’’2t cried Dunsey. “You've a very good
chance to get friendly with Miss Nancy again,?2 for, if
Molly should drink too much and die, Miss Nancy will
be. your second wife, if she doesn’t know the truth. And
you've got a good-natured brother who'll keep your
secret for you because you’ve been so very kind to him,”’
he said with irony in his voice and hatred in his eyes.

«I'll tell you what it is,”” said Godfrey after a
pause, his face turning pale with anger, “my patience is.
nearly at an end.28 I think I’ll tell my father every-
thing myself. I shall get you off my back2¢ even if I
get nothing else. And after all?® he’ll know everything

some time. She’s been threatening to come herself26 and
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