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V.I

THE

MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE.

CHAPTEE I.

Poor Elizabeth-Jane, little thinkingf -n-liat

her malignant star had done to blast the

budding attentions she had won from Donald

Farfrae, was glad to hear Lucetta's words

about remaining.

For in addition to Lucetta's house beinof a

home, that raking view of the market-place

which it afforded had as much attraction for

her as for Lucetta. The carrefour was like

the regulation Open Place in spectacular

dramas, where the incidents that occur always

happen to bear on the lives of the adjoining-

residents. Farmers, merchants, dairymen,

quacks, hawkers, appeared there from week
VOL, II. B



2 THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE.

to week, and disappeared as the afternoon

wasted away. It was the node of all orbits.

From Saturday to Saturday was as from

day to day with the two young women now.

In an emotional sense they did not live at all

during the intervals. Wherever they might

go wandering on other days, on market-day

they were sure to be at home. Both stole

sly glances out of the window at Farfrae's

shoulders and poll. His face they seldom

saw, for, either through shyness, or not to

disturb his mercantile mood, he avoided

looking towards their quarters.

Thus things went on, till a certain market-

morninof brouofht a new sensation. Elizabeth

and Lucetta were sittins^ at breakfast when

a parcel contaming two dresses arrived for

the latter from London. She called Elizabeth

from her breakfast, and entering her friend's

bedroom Elizabeth saw the gowns spread out

on the bed, one of a deep cherry colour, the

other lighter—a glove lying at the end of

each sleeve, a bonnet at the top of each neck,

and parasols across the gloves, Lucetta stand-

ing beside the suggested human figure in an

attitude of contemplation.

*' I wouldn't think so hard about it," said
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Elizabeth, marking the intensity with wliich

Lucetta was alternating the question whether

this or that would suit best.

"But settling upon new clothes is so try-

ing," said Lucetta. " You are that person
"

(pointing to one of the arrangements), '' or

you are that totally different person " (point-

ino; to the other) " for the whole of the

coming: sprino; : and one of the two, you

don't know which, may turn out to l^e very

objectionable."'

It was finally decided by Miss Temple-

man that she would be the cherry-colonred

person at all hazards. The dress was pro-

nounced to be a fit, and Lucetta walked

with it into the front room, Elizabeth follow-

ing her.

The morning was exceptionally bright for

the time of year. The sun fell so flat on the

market-house and church and pavement oppo-

site Lucetta's residence that they poured

their brightness into her rooms. Suddenly,

after a rumbling of wheels, there were added

to this steady light a fantastic series of

circling irradiations upon the ceiling, and the

companions turned to the window. Imme-

diately opposite a vehicle of strange descrip-

L 2
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tion liad come to a standstill, as if it had been

placed there for exhibition.

It was the new-fashioned agricultural im-

plement called a horse-drill, till then un-

known, in its modern shape, in this part of

the country, where the venerable seed-lip was

still used for sowing as in the days of the

Heptarchy. Its arrival created about as

much sensation in the corn-market as a flying

machine would create at Charing Cross. The
farmers crowded round it, women drew near

it, children crept under and into it. The

machine was painted in bright hues of green,

yellow, and red, and it resembled as a whole a

compound of hornet, grasshopper, and shrimp,

magnified enormously. Or it might have been

likened to an upright musical instrument

with the front gone. That was how it struck

Lucetta. " Why, it is a sort of agricultural

piano," she said.

" It has something to do with corn," said

Elizabeth.

" I wonder who thought of introducing it

here ?

"

Donald Farfrae was in the minds of both

as the innovator, for though not a farmer he

was closely leagued with farming operations.
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And as if in response to their thought he

came up at that moment, looked at the

machine, walked round it, and handled it as

if he knew something about its make. The

two watchers had inwardly started at his

coming, and Elizabeth left the window, went

to the back of the room, and stood as if

absorbed in the panelling of the wall. She

hardly knew that she had done this till

Lucetta, animated by the conjunction of her

new attire with the sight of Farfrae, spoke

out :
" Let us go and look at the instrument,

whatever it is."

Elizabeth-Jane's bonnet and shawl were

pitchforked on in a moment, and they went

out. Among all the agriculturists gathering

round, the only appropriate possessor of the

new machine seemed to be Lucetta, because

she alone rivalled it in colour.

They examined it curiously ; observing the

rows of trumpet-shaped tubes one within the

other, the little scoops, like revolving salt-

epoons, which tossed the seed into the upper

ends of the tubes that conducted it to the

ground ; till somebody said " Good morning,

Elizabeth-Jane." She looked up, and there

was her stepfather.
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His greeting liad been somewliat dry and

thunderous, and Elizabeth-Jane, embarrassed

out of her equanimity, stammered at random,
'' This is the lady I live with, father—Miss

Templeman."

Henchard put his hand to his hat, which

he brought down with a great wave till it

met his body at the knee. Miss Templeman

bowed. " I am happy to become acquainted

with you, Mr. Henchard," she said. " This is

a curious machine."

" Yes," Henchard replied ; and he pro-

ceeded to explain it, and still more forcibly

to ridicule it.

" Who brouo;ht it here ?
" said Lucetta.

" Oh, don't ask me, ma'am ! " said Hen-

chard. " The thing—why 'tis impossible it

should act. Twas brought here by one of

our machinists on the recommendation of a

jumped-up jackanapes of a fellow who
thinks " His eye caught Elizabeth-

Jane's imploring face, and he stopped,

probably thinking that the suit might be

progressing.

He turned to go away. Then something

seemed to occur which his stepdaughter

fancied must really be a hallucination of hers.
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A murmur apparently came from Henchard's

lips in which she detected the words, '' You
refused to see me !

" reproachfully addressed

to Lucetta. She could not believe that they

had been uttered by her stepfather ; unless,

indeed, they might have been spoken to one

of the yellow-gaitered farmers near them.

Yet Lucetta seemed silent ; and then all

thought of the incident was dissipated by the

humming of a song, which sounded as though

from the interior of the machine. Henchard

had by this time vanished into the market-

house, and both the women glanced towards

the corn-drill. They could see behind it the

bent back of a man who was pushing his

head into the internal works to master

their simple secrets. The hummed song

went on :

" 'Tw—s on a s—m—r aftern—

n

A wee bef—re the s—n w—nt d—n,

When Kitty wi' a braw n—w g—wn
C—me ow're the h—lis to Gowrie."

Elizabeth-Jane had apprehended the

singer in a moment, and looked guilty of she

did not know what. Lucetta next recog-

nized him, and more mistress of herself,

said archly, " The ' Lass of Gowrie' from
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the inside of a seed-drill—what a pheno-

monon !

"

Satisfied at last with his investigation, the

young man stood upright, and met their eyes

across the summit.
" We are looking at the wonderful new

drill," Miss Templeman said. ''But practi-

cally it is a stupid thing—is it not ? " she

added, on the strength of Henchard's infor-

mation.
'' Stupid ? Oh, no !

" said Farfrae, gravely.

" It will revolutionize sowing hereabout. No
more sowers flinging about their seed broad-

cast, so that some falls by the wayside, and

some among thorns, and all that. Each grain

will go straight to its intended place, and

nowhere else at all !

"

" Then the romance of the sower is gone

for ever," observed Elizabeth-Jane, who felt

herself at one with Farfrae in Bible-reading

at least. " ' He that observeth the wind shall

not sow,' so the Preacher said ; but his words

will not be to the point any more. How
things change."

" Yes, yes It must be so ! " Donald

admitted, his gaze fixing itself on a small

point far away. " But the machines are
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already very coramon in the East and North

of England," he added, apologetically.

Lucetta seemed to be rather outside this

train of sentiment, her acquaintance with the

Scriptures being somewhat limited. " Is the

machine yours ? '' she asked of Farfrae.

*' Oh, no, madam," said he, becoming em-

barrassed and deferential at the sound of her

voice, though with Elizabeth-Jane he was

quite at his ease. " No, no—I merely re-

commended that it should be got."

In the silence which followed Farfrae

appeared only conscious of her ; to have

passed from perception of Elizabeth into a

brighter sphere of existence than she apper-

tained to. Lucetta, discerning that he was

much mixed that day—partly in his mercan-

tile mood and partly in his romantic one

—

said gaily to him,

" Well, don't forsake the machine for us,*'

and went indoors with her companion.

The latter felt that she had been in the

way, though why was unaccountable to her.

Lucetta explained the matter somewhat by

saying, when they were again in the sitting-

room :

" I had occasion to speak to Mr. Farfrae
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the other day, and so I knew him this

morning."

Lucetta was very kind towards EHzabeth

that day. Together they saw the market

tliicken, and in course of time thin away with

the slow dechne of the sun towards the upper

end of the town, its rays taking the street

endways and enfilading tlie long thoroughfare

from top to bottom. The gigs and vans

disappeared one by one till there was not a

vehicle in the street. The time of the riding

world was over ; the j)edestrian world held

sway. Field labourers and their wives and

children trooped in from the villages for their

weekly shopping, and instead of a rattle of

w^heels and a tramp of horses ruling the sound

as earlier, there was nothing but the shufile

of many feet. All the implements were gone
;

all the farmers ; all the moneyed class. The

character of the town's trading had changed

from bulk to multiplicity, and pence were

handled now as pounds had been handled

earlier in the day.

Lucetta and Elizabeth looked out u^^on

this, for though it was night, and the street

lamps were lighted, they had kept their
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shutters unclosed. In the faint blink of tlie

fire they spoke more freely.

" Your father was distant with you,"' said

Lucetta.^
'•'

Yes.'* And havino- forcrotten the monien-

tary mystery of Henchard's seeming speech

to Lucetta, she continued, " It is because he

does not thmk I am respectable. I have

tried to be so more than you can imagine,

but in vain! My mother's separation from

my father was unfortunate for me. You
don't know what it is to have shadows like

that upon your life.'

Lucetta seemed to wince. '* I do not—of

that kind precisely," she said ;

"' but you may
feel a—sense of disgrace—shame—in other

ways."
'' Have you ever had any such feeling ?

"

said the younger innocently.

''Oh, no," said Lucetta quickly. "I was

thinking of—what happens sometimes when

women get themselves in strange positions in

the eyes of the world from no fault of their

own."

"It must make them very unhappy after-

wards."
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'' It makes them anxious ; for might not

other women despise them ?
"

" Not altogether despise them. Yet not

quite Hke or respect them."

Lucetta winced again. Her past was by no

means secure from investigation, even in

Casterbridge. For one thing, Henchard had

never returned to her the cloud of letters she

had written and sent him in her first excite-

ment. Possibly they were destroyed ; but

she could have wished that they had never

been written.

The rencounter with Farfrae and his bear-

incr towards Lucetta had made the reflective

Elizabeth more observant of her brilliant

and amiable companion. A few days after-

wards, when her eyes met Lucetta's as the

latter was going out, she somehow knew that

Miss Templeman was nourishing a hope of

seeing the attractive Scotchman. The fact

was printed large all over Lucetta's cheeks

and eyes to any one who read her as Eliza-

beth-Jane was beginning to do. Lucetta

passed on and closed the street-door.

A seer's spirit took command of Eliza-

beth, impelling her to sit down by the fire,

and divine events so surely from data
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already her own that they could be held

as witnessed. She followed Lucetta thus

mentally—saw her encounter Donald some-

where as if by chance—saw him wear his

special look when meeting w^omen, with an

added intensity because this one was

Lucetta. She depicted his impassioned

manner ; beheld the indecision of both

between their lothness to separate, and their

desire not to be observed ; depicted their

shaking of hands ; how they probably parted

with frigidity in their general contour and

movement, only in the smaller features show-

ing the spark of passion, thus invisible to all

but themselves. This discerning silent witch

had not done thinking of these things when
Lucetta came noiselessly behind her, and

made her start.

It was all true as she had pictured

—

she could have sworn it. Lucetta had a

heightened luminousness in her eye over and

above the advanced colour of her cheeks.

*' You've seen Mr. Farfrae," said Elizabeth,

demurely.
** Yes,'' said Lucetta. "How did you

know ?
"

She knelt down on the hearth and took
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lier friend's hands excitedly in her own.

But after all she did not say when or how

she had seen him or Avhat he had said.

That night she became restless ; in the

morning she was feverish ; and at breakfast

time she told her companion that she had

something on her mind—something which

concerned a person in whom she was inter-

ested much. Elizabeth was earnest to

listen and sympathize.

" This person—a lady—once admired a

man much—very much," she said, tenta-

tively.

" Ah," said Elizabeth-Jane.

" He did not think so deeply of her as

she did of him. But in an impulsive

moment, purely out of gratitude, he pro-

posed to make her his wife. She agreed.

But there was an unexpected hitch in the

proceedings ; though she had been so far

compromised with him that she felt she

could never belong to another man, as a

pure matter of conscience, even if she should

wish to. After that they were much apart,

heard nothing of each other for a long

time, and she felt her life quite closed up

for her."
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" Ah—poor girl !

"

" She suffered much on account of him ;

thouo-h I should add that he could not

altogether be blamed for what had hap-

pened. At last the obstacle which sepa-

rated them Avas providentially removed

;

and he came to marry her/'

"How dehghtful
!

''

*' But in the interval she—my poor friend

—^had seen a man she liked better than him.

Now comes the point : Could she in honour

dismiss the first ?

*'

" A man she hked better—that's bad !

"

''Yes/' said Lucetta, looking pained at a

boy who was swinging the town pump-

handle. " It is bad ! Though you must

remember that she was forced into an

equivocal position with the first man by an

accident—that he was not so well educated

or refined as the second, and that she had

discovered some qualities in the first that

rendered him less desirable as a husband

than she had at first thought him to be."'

" I cannot answer/' said Elizabeth-Jane,

thoughtfully. " It is so difiicult. It wants

a Pope to settle that.

'

"You prefer not to, perhaps?" Lucetta
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showed in her appealing tone how much she

leant on Elizabeth's j udgment.

*'Yes, Miss Templeman," admitted Eliza-

beth. "I would rather not say."

Nevertheless, Lucetta seemed relieved by

the simple fact of having opened out the

situation a little, and was slowly convales-

cent of her headache. " Bring me a look-

ing-glass. How do I appear to people ?
" she

said languidly.

"Well—a little worn," answered Eliza-

beth, eyeing her as a critic eyes a doubtful

painting ; fetching the glass, she enabled

Lucetta to survey herself in it, which

Lucetta anxiously did.

" 1 wonder if I wear well, as times go !

"

she observed after a while.

^c Yes—fairly."

" Where am I worst ?
"

"Under your eyes— I notice a little

brownness there."

" Yes. That is my worst place, I know.

How many years more do you think I shall

last before I get hopelessly plain ?
"

There was something curious in the way

in wliich Elizabeth, though the younger, had

come to play the part of experienced sage
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in these discussions. "It may be five years,"

she said judicially. " Or, with a quiet life,

as many as ten. With no love you might

calculate on ten."

Lucetta seemed to reflect on this as on

an unalterable, impartial verdict. She told

Elizabeth-Jane no more of the past attach-

ment she had roughly adumbrated as the

experiences of a third person ; and Eliza-

beth, who in spite of her philosophy was

very tender-hearted, wept that night in bed

at the thought that her pretty, rich Lucetta

did not treat her to the full confidence of

names and dates in her confessions. For by

the " she " of Lucetta's story Elizabeth had

not been beofuiled.

VOL. IT.
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CHAPTER II.

The next phase of the supercession of Hen-

chard in Lucetta's heart was an experiment

in calling on her, performed by Farfrae with

some apparent trepidation. Conventionally

speaking, he conversed with both Miss

Templeman and her companion ; but in fact

it was rather that Elizabeth sat invisible in

the room. Donald appeared not to see her

at all, and answered her wise, homely little

remarks with curtly indifferent monosyl-

lables, his looks and faculties hanging on the

woman who could boast of a more Protean

variety in her phrases, moods, opinions,

and also principles, than could Ehzabeth.

Lucetta had persisted in dragging her into

the circle ; but she had remained like an

awkward third point which that circle would

not touch.

Susan Henchard's daughter bore uj) against

the frosty ache of this treatment, as she had

borne up under worse things, and contrived
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as soon as possible to get out of the inhar-

monious room without being missed. The

Scotchman seemed hardly the same Farfrae

who had danced with her, and walked with

her, in a delicate poise between love and

friendship—that period in the history of a

love when alone it can be said to be unallo}'ed

with pain.

She stoically looked from her bedroom

window, and contemplated her fate as if it

were written on the top of the church-tower

hard bv. ''Yes/' she said at last, brincrinor

down her palm upon the sill with a pat :

''He is the second man of that story she

told me !

"

All this time Henchard's smouldering sen-

timents towards Lucetta had been fanned

into higher and higher inflammation by the

circumstances of the case. He was discover-

ing that the young woman, for whom he once

felt a pitying warmth, which had been almost

chilled out of him by reflection, was, when
now qualified with a slight inaccessibility and

a more matured beauty, the very being to

make him satisfied with life. Day after day
proved to him, by her silence, that it was no

use to think of bringing her round by holdino-

c 2
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aloof; SO he gave in, and called upon her

again, Elizabeth-Jane being absent.

He crossed the room to her with a heavy

tread of some awkwardness, his strong, warm
gaze npon her—like the sun beside the moon
in comparison with Faifrae's modest look

—

and with somethmg of a hail-fellow bearing,

as, indeed, was not unnatural. But she

seemed so transubstantiated by her change of

position, and held out her hand to him in

such cool friendship, that he became deferen-

tial, and sat down with a perceptible loss of

power. He understood but little of fashion

in dress, yet enough to feel himself inadequate

in appearance beside her whom he had

hitherto been dreaming of as almost his

property. She said something very polite

about his being good enough to call. This

caused him to recover balance. He looked

her oddly in the face, losing his awe.

" Why, of course T have called, Lucetta,"

he said. "What does that nonsense mean ?

You know I couldn't have helped myseJf if I

had wished—that is, if I had any kindness

at all. I've called to say that I am ready, as

soon as custom will permit, to give you my
name, in return for your devotion, and what
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you lost by it, in thinking too little of

yourself and too much of me ; to say that

you can fix the day or month, with my full

consent, whenever in your opinion it would

be seemly; you know more of these things

than I."

" It is full early yet," she said evasively.

" Yes, yes ; I suppose it is. But you know,

Lucetta, I felt directly my poor ill-used Susan

died, and when I could not bear the idea of

marrying again, that after what had happened

between us it was my duty not to let any

unnecessary delay occur before putting things

to rights. Still, I wouldn't call in a hurry,

because—well, you can guess how this money

you've come into made me fee]. ' His voice

slowly fell ; he was conscious that in this

room his accents and manner w^ore a rough-

ness not observable in the street. He looked

about the room, at the novel hangings and

ingenious furniture with which she had sur-

rounded herself.

" Upon my life I didn't know such furni-

ture as this could be bought in Caster bridge,"

he said.

"Nor can it be," said she. "Nor wiJl it

till fifty years more of civilization have
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passed over the town. It took a waggon and

four horses to get it here."

"H'm. The fact is, your setting up Uke

this makes my bearings towards you rather

aw^kward."

*^Why?"
An answ^er was not really needed, and he

did not furnish one. " Well," he went on ;

" there's nobody in the world 1 would have

wished to see enter into this wealth before

you, Lucetta ; and nobody, I am sure, who
will become it more." He turned to her with

congratulatory admiration so fervid that she

shrank somewhat, notwithstanding that she

knew him so well.

''I am greatly obliged to you for all that,"

said she, rather with an air of speaking

ritual. The stint of reciprocal feeling was

perceived, and Henchard showed chagrin at

once—nobody w^as more quick to show that

than he.

*' You may be obliged or not for 't. Though

the things I say may not have the polish of

what you've lately learnt to expect for the

first time in your life, they are real, my lady

Lucetta."

" That's rather a rude way of speaking to

me," pouted Lucetta, with stormy eyes.
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" Not at all ! " replied Henchard hotly.

^' But there, there, I don't want to quarrel

with ye. I come Avith an honest proposal for

silencing your Jersey enemies, and you ought

to be thankful."

" How can you speak so !
" she answered,

firing quickly. "Knowing that my only

crime was the indulging in a foolish girl's

passion for you with too little regard for

appearances, and that I was Avhat I call inno-

cent all the time they called me guilty, you

ouorht not to be so cuttinof ! I suffered

enough at that worrying time, when you

wrote to tell me of your wife's return, and my
consequent dismissal, and if I am a little

independent now, surely the privilege is due

to me ?

"

" Yes, it is," he said. '' But it is not by

what is, in this life, but by what appears,

that you are judged ; and I therefore think

you ought to accept me—for your own good

name's sake. What is known in your native

Jersey may get known here."

" How you keep on about Jersey. I am
English."

"Yes, yes. Well, what do you say to my
proposal ?

"

For the first time in their acquaintance
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Liicetta liad the move ; and yet she was

backward. " For the present let things be,"

she said with some embarrassment. " Treat

me as an acquaintance ; and I'll treat you as

one. Time will " she stopped ; and he

said nothing to fill the gap for a while, there

being no pressure of half-acquaintance to

drive them into speech if they were not

minded for it.

''That's the way the wind blows, is it ?
"

he said at last grimly, nodding an affirmative

to his own thoughts.

A yellow flood of reflected sunlight filled

the room for a few instants. It was produced

by the passing of a load of newly-trussed hay

from the country in a waggon marked with

Farfrae's name. Beside it rode Farfrae him-

self on horseback. Lucetta's face became

—

as a woman's face becomes when the man she

loves rises upon her gaze like an apparition.

A turn of the eye by Henchard, a glance

from the window, and the secret of her

inaccessibility would have been revealed. But

Henchard in estimating her tone was looking

down so plumb-straight that he did not note

the warm consciousness upon Lucetta's face.

" I shouldn't have thought it—I shouldn't
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have thought it of woman ! '' he said emphati-

cally by-and-by, rising and shaking himself

into activity ; while Lucetta was so anxious

to divert him from any suspicion of the truth,

that she asked him to be in no hurry. Bring-

ing him some apples, she insisted upon paring

one for him.

He would not take it.
'"' No, no ; such is

not for me/' he said drily, and moved to the

door. At going out he turned his eye upon

her.

" You come to live in Casterbridge entirely

on my account/' he said. " Yet now you are

here you won't have anything to say to my
offer

!

"

He had hardlv ofone down the staircase when
she dropped upon the sofa, and jumped up

again in a fit of desperation. '' I will love

him ! "' she cried passionately ;

'"' as for hini—
he's hot-tempered and stern, and it would be

madness to bind myself to him, knowing

that. I won't be a slave to the past—111 love

where I choose I

"

Yet having decided to break away from

Henchard, one might have supposed her

capable of aiming higher than Farfrae. But

Lucetta reasoned nothinor : she feared hard
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words from the people with whom she had

been earlier associated ; she had no relatives

left ; and with native lightness of heart took

kindly to what fate oJBfered.

Elizabeth-Jane, surveying the position of

Lucetta between her two lovers from the

crystalline sphere of a straightforward mind,

did not fail to perceive that her father, as she

called him, and Donald Farfrae became more

desperately enamoured of her friend every-

day. On Farfrae's side it was the unforced

passion of youth. On Henchard's the arti-

ficially stimulated coveting of maturer age.

The pain she experienced from the almost

absolute obliviousness to her existence that

was shown by the pair of them became at

times half-dissipated by her sense of its

humorousness. When Lucetta had pricked

her finger they were as deeply concerned as if

she were dying ; when she herself had been

seriously sick or in danger they uttered a

conventional word of sympathy at the news,

and forgot all about it immediately. But, as

regarded Henchard, this perception of hers

also caused her some filial grief; she could

not help asking what she had done to be
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neglected so, after tlie professions of solici-

tude he had made. As regarded Farfrae,

she thought, after honest reflection, that it

was quite natural. What was she beside

Lucetta ?—as one of the "meaner beauties of

the night " when the moon had risen in the

skies.

She had learnt the lesson of renunciation,

and was as famihar with the wreck of each

day's wishes as with the diurnal setting of

the sun. If her earthly career had taught her

few book philosophies it had at least well

practised her in this. Yet her experience had

consisted less in a series of pure disappoint-

ments than in a series of substitutions. Con-

tinually it had happened that what she had

desired had not been granted her, and that

what had been granted her she had not

desired. So .she viewed with an approach

to equanimity the now cancelled days when
Donald had been her undeclared lover, and

wondered what unwished-for thing Heaven

might send her in place of him.
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CHAPTER III.

It chanced tliat on a fine spring morning

Henchard and Farfrae met in the chesnut-

walk which ran along the south wall of the

town. Each had just come out from his

early breakfast, and there was not another

soul near. Henchard was reading a letter

from Lucetta, sent in answer to a note from

him, in which she made some excuse for

not immediately granting him a second inter-

view that he had desired.

Donald had no wish to enter into con-

versation with his former friend on their

present constrained terms ; neither would

he pass him in scowling silence. He nodded,

and Henchard did the same. They had

receded from each other several paces when

a voice cried *' Farfrae ! " It was Henchard's,

who stood regarding him.

" Do you remember," said Henchard, as

if it were the presence of the thought and

not of the man which made him speak,
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" do you remember my story of that second

woman—who suffered for her thoughtless

devotion to me ?
"

''' I do," said Farfrae.

" Do you remember my teUing 'ee how it

all began, and how it ended ?
"

" Yes."

"Well, I have offered to marry her now
that I can ; but she won't marry me. Xow
what would you think of her—I put it to

you?
" Well, ye owe her nothing more now,"

said Farfrae heartily.

" It is true,"' said Henchard, and went on.

That he had looked up from a letter to

ask his questions completely shut out from

Farfrae's mind all vision of Lucetta as the

culprit. Indeed, her present position was so

different from that of the young woman of

Henchard's story as of itself to be sufficient

to blind him absolutely to her identity. As
for Henchard, he was reassured by Farfrae's

words and manner against a suspicion which

had crossed his mind. They were not those

of a conscious rival.

Yet that there was rivalry by some one he

was firmly persuaded. He could feel it in
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the air around Lucetta, see it in the turn of

her pen. There was an antagonistic force in

exercise, so that when he had tried to hang

near her he seemed standing in a refluent

current. That it was not innate caprice he

was more and more certain. Her windows

gleamed as if they did not want him ; her

curtains seemed to hang slily, as if they

screened an ousting presence. To discover

whose presence that was—whether really

Farfrae's after all, or another's—he exerted

himself to the utmost to see her again ; and

at length succeeded.

At the interview, when she offered him

tea, he made it a point to launch a cautious

inquiry if she knew Mr. Farfrae.

Oh, yes, she knew him, she declared : she

could not help knowing almost everybody in

Casterbridge, living in such a gazebo over the

centre and arena of the town.

" Pleasant young fellow," said Henchard.

" Yes," said Lucetta.

"We both know him," said kind Elizabeth-

Jane, to relieve her companion's divined

embarrassment.

There was a knock at the door ; literally,

three full knocks and a little one at the end.
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" That kind of knock means half-and-half

—somebody between gentle and simple,"

said the corn-merchant to himself " I

shouldn't wonder therefore if it is he." In

a few seconds surely enough Donald walked

in.

Lucetta was full of little fidgets and

flutters^ which increased Henchards sus-

picions without affording any special proof of

their correctness. He was well-nio^h ferocious

at the sense of the queer situation in which

he stood towards this woman. One ^^'ho had

reproached him for deserting her when
calumniated, who had urged claims upon his

consideration on that account, who had lived

waiting for him, who at the first decent

moment had come to ask him to rectify, by
making her his, the false position into which

she had placed herself for his sake : such she

had been. And now he sat at her tea-table

eager to gain her attention, and, in his amatory

rage, feeling the other man present to be a

villain, just as any young fool of a lover

mio'ht feel.o
They sat stifily side by side at the darken-

ing table, like some Tuscan painting of the

two disciples supping at Emmans. Lucetta,
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forming the third and chief figure, was oppo-

site them ; Elizabeth-Jane, being out of the

game, and out of the group, could observe

from afar ail things : that there were long

spaces of taciturnity, when all exterior cir-

cumstance was subdued to the touch of

spoons and china, the click of a heel on the

pavement under the window, the passing of a

wheelbarrow or cart, the whistling of the

carter, the gush of water into householders'

buckets at the town-pump opposite ; the ex-

change of greetings among their neighbours,

and the rattle of the yokes by which they

carried off their evening supply.

" More bread-and-butter ?
" said Lucetta

to Henchard and Farfrae equally, holding out

between them a plateful of long slices. Hen-

chard took a slice by one end and Donald by

the other; each feeling certain he was the

man meant ; neither let go, and the slice

came in two.

" Oh—I am so sorry I
" cried Lucetta, with

a nervous titter. Farfrae tried to laugh

;

but he was too much in love to see the

incident in any but a tragic light.

" How ridiculous of all three of them !

"

said Elizabeth to herself



THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE. 33

Henchard lefc the house with a ton of con-

jecture, though without a grain of proof, that

the counter attraction was Farfrae ; and

therefore he would not make up his raind.

Yet to Ehzabeth-Jane it was plain as the

town-pump that Donald and Lucetta were

incipient lovers. More than once, in spite of

her care, Lucetta had been unable to restrain

her glance from flitting across into Farfrae's

eyes like a bird to its nest. But Henchard

was constructed upon too large a scale to

discern such minutise as these by an evening

light, which to him wxre as the notes of a

grasshopper that lie above the compass of the

human ear.

But he v\-as disturbed. And the sense of

occult rivalry in suitorship was so much
superadded to the palpable rivalry of their

business lives. To the coarse materiality of

that rivalry it added an inflaming soul.

The thus vitalized antagonism took the

form of action by Henchard sending for Jopp,

the manager originally displaced by Farfrae's

arrival. Henchard had frequently met this

man about the streets, observed that his

clothing spoke of neediness, heard that he

lived in Mixen Lane—a back slum of the

VOL. II. D
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town, the pis aller of Casterbridge domicilia-

tion—itself almost a proof that a man had

reached a stage when he would not stick at

trifles.

JojDp came after dark, by the gates of the

store-yard, and felt his way through the hay

and straw to the office where Henchard sat

in solitude awaiting him.

" I am again out of a foreman,*' said the

corn-factor. " Are you in a place ? "'

" Not so much as a beggar's, sir."

'* How much do you ask ?

"

Jopp named his price, which was very

moderate.

" When can you come ?
''

" At this hour and moment, sir," said

Jopp, who, standing hands-pocketed at the

street corner till the sun had faded the

shoulders of his coat to scarecrow green, had

regularly watched Henchard in the market-

place, measured him, and learnt him, by

virtue of the power which the still man has

in his stillness of knowing the busy one

better than he knows himself. JojDp, too,

had had a convenient experience ; he was the

only one in Casterbridge besides Henchard

and the close-lipped Elizabeth who knew
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that Lucetta came truly from Jersey, and

but proximately from Bath. '"'I know Jersey,

too, sir," he said. " Was living there when
you used to do business that way. Oh yes

—have often seen ve there."

" Indeed ! Very good. Then the thing

is settled. The testimonials you showed me
when you first tried for't are sufiicient."

That characters deteriorate in time of need

possibly did not occur to Henchard. Jopp

said, " Thank you," and stood more firmly, in

the consciousness that at last he officially

belonged to that spot.

" Now," said Henchard, dio^s^ino- his stronor

eyes into Jopp's face, " one thing is necessary

to me, as the biggest corn and hay dealer

in these parts. The Scotchman Avho's

taking the town trade so bold into his

hands must be cut out. D ye hear ? We
two can't live side by side—that's clear and

certain."

" I've seen it all," said Jopp.

" By fair competition I mean, of course,"

Henchard continued. " But as hard, keen,

and unflinching as fair—rather more so. By
such a desperate bid against him for the

farmers' custom as will grind him into the

D 2
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ground—starve him out. I've capital, mind

ye, and I can do it."

" I'm all that way of thinking," said the

new foreman. Jopp s dislike of Farfrae as

the man who had once usurped his place,

while it made him a willinor tool, made
him, at the same time, commercially as

unsafe a colleague as Henchard could have

chosen.

*' I sometimes think," he added, " that he

must have some glass that he sees next year

in. He has such a knack of making every-

thing bring him fortune."

" He's deep beyond all honest men's discern-

ing ; but we must make him shallower. We'll

under-sell him, and over-buy him, and so snuff

him out."

They then entered into specific details of

the process by which this would be accom-

plished, and parted at a late hour.

Elizabeth-Jane heard by accident that

Jopp had been engaged by her stepfather.

She was so fully convinced that he was not

the right man for the place that, at the risk

of making Henchard angry, she expressed

her apprehension to him when they met.

But it was done to no purpose. Hen-
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cliard shut up lier argument T\'itli a sharp

rebuff.

The seasons weather seemed to favour

their scheme. The time was in the years

immediately before foreign competition had

revohitionized the trade in grain, when still,

as from the earliest ages, the wheat quotations

from month to month depended entirely upon

the home harvest. A bad harvest, or the

prospect of one, would double the price of corn

in a few weeks ; and the promise of a good

yield would lower it as rapidly. Prices were

like the roads of the period, steep in gradient,

reflecting in their phases the local condi-

tions, without engineering, levellings, or

averaofes.

The farmer's income was ruled by the

wheat-crop within his own horizon, and the

wheat-crop by the weather. Thus, in person,

he became a sort of flesh-barometer, with

feelers always directed to the sky and wind

around him. The local atmosphere was

everything to him ; the atmospheres of other

countries a matter of indifference. The

people, too, who were not farmers, the rural

multitude, saw in the god of the weather a

more important personage than they do now.
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Indeed, the feeling of the peasantry in this

matter was so intense as to be ahnost un-

reaHzable in these equable days. Their

impulse was well-nigh to prostrate them-

selves in lamentation before untimely rains

and tempests, which came as the Alastor

of those households whose crime it was to

be poor.

After midsummer they w^atched the

weather-cocks as men waiting in ante-

chambers watch the lackey. Sun elated

them
;

quiet rain sobered them ; weeks of

watery tempest stupefied them. That asj^ect

of the sky w^iich they now regard as dis-

agreeable they then beheld as furious.

It was June, and the weather was very

unfavourable. Casterbridge, being, as it

were, the bell-board on whicli all the adja-

cent hamlets and villages sounded their

notes, was decidedly dull. Instead of new

articles in the shop-windows, those that had

been rejected in the foregoing summer were

brought out again ; superseded reap-hooks,

badly-shaped rakes, shop-worn leggings, and

time- stiffened water-tights reappeared, fur-

bished up as near to new as possible.

Henchard, backed by Jopp, read a disas-



THE MAYOR OF CASTERLRIDGE. 39

trous garnerino', and resolved to base his

strategy against Farfrae upon that readmg.

But before acting he wished—what so many
have wished—that he could know for certain

what was at present only strong probabihty.

He was superstitious—as such headstrong

natures often are—and he nourished in

his mind an idea bearing on the matter

;

an idea he shrank from disclosing even

to Jopp.

In a lonely hamlet a few miles from the

town—so lonely, tliat what are called lonely

villages were teeming by comparison—there

lived a man of curious repute as a forecaster

or weather-prophet. The way to his house

was crooked and miry—even difficult in the

present unpropitious season. One evening

when it was raining so heavily that ivy and

laurel resounded like distant musketry, and

an out-door man could be excused for shroud-

ing himself to his ears and eyes, such a

shrouded figure on foot loiglit have been

perceived travelling in the direction of the

hazel-copse which dripped over the prophet's

cot. The turnpike-road became a lane, the

lane a cart-track ; the cart-track a bridle-

path, the Inidle-path a foot-way, the
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foot-way overgrown. The solitary walker

slipped here and there, and stumbled over

the natural springes formed by the brambles,

till at length he reached the house, which,

with its garden, was surrounded with a

liigh, dense hedge. The cottage, compara-

tively a large one, had been built of mud by

the occupier's own hands, and thatched also

by himself Here he had always lived, and

here it was presumed he would die.

He existed on unseen supplies ; for it was

an anomalous thinof that while there was

hardly a soul in the neighbourhood but

affected to laugh at this man's assertions,

uttering the formula, " There's nothing in

'em," with full assurance on the surface of

their faces, very few of them were un-

believers in their secret hearts. Whenever

they consulted him they did it "for a fancy."

When they paid him they said, " Just a trifle

for Christmas," or " Candlemas," as the case

might be.

He would have preferred more honesty in

his clients, and less sham ridicule ; but fun-

damental belief consoled him for superficial

irony. As stated, he was enabled to live
;

people supported him with their backs turned.
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He was sometimes astonished that men could

profess so little and believe so much at his

house when at church they professed so much
and believed so little.

Behind his back he was called " Wide-

oh," on account of his reputation ; to his face

^' Mr." Fall.

The hedge of his orarden formed an arch

over the entrance, and a door was inserted as

in a wall. Outside the door the tall traveller

stopped, bandaged "his face with a handker-

chief as if be were sufferinof from toothache,

and went up the j^ath. The window shutters

were not closed, and he could see the prophet

within, preparing his supper.

In answer to the knock Fall came to the

door, candle in hand. The visitor stepped

back a little from the light, and said, " Can I

speak to ye ?
" in significant tones. The other s

invitation to come in was responded to by the

country form, "This will do, thank ye,"' after

which the householder has no alternative but

to come out. He placed the candle on the

corner of the dresser, took his hat from a

nail, and joined the stranger in the porch,

shutting the door behind him.

" I've long heard that you can—do things
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of a sort ? " began tlie other, repressing his

individuahty as much as he could.

" Maybe so, Mr. Henchard," said the

weather-caster.

" Ah—why do you call me that ?
" asked

the visitor with a start.

'"' Because it's your name. Feeling you'd

come, I've waited for ye ; and thinking you

might be leery from your walk I laid two

supper plates—look ye here." He threw open

the door and disclosed the supper-table, at

which appeared a second chair, knife and fork,

])late and mug, as he had declared.

Henchai^d felt like Saul at his reception by

Samuel ; he remained in silence for a few

moments, then throwing off the disguise of

frigidity which he had hitherto preserved, he

said, " Then T have not come in vain

Now, for instance, can ye charm away

warts ?

"

" Without trouble."

" Cure the evil ?
"

"That I've done—with consideration—if

they will wear the toad-bag by night as well

as by day."

" Forecast the weather?
"

" With labour and time."
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" Then take this/' said Henchard. '*' 'Tis

a c^o^Yn-piece. Now, what is the harvest

fortnight to be ? When can I know 1 "'

" I've worked it out already, and you can

know at once.*' (The fact was that five farmers

had already been there on the same errand

from difterent parts of the country.) "By
the sun, moon, and stars, by the clouds, the

winds, the trees, and grass, the candle-flame

and swallows, the smell of the herbs ; like-

wise by the cats' eyes, the ravens, the leeches,

the spiders, and the dung-mixen, the last

fortnio'ht in Auo-ust will be—rain and

tempest."

" You are not certain, of course ?
"

'' As one can be in a world where all's

unsure. Twill be more hke livinor in Hevela-

tions this autumn than in England. Shall I

sketch it out for ye in a scheme ?
'

" Oh no, no," said Henchard. " I don't

altogether believe in forecasts, come to second

thoughts on such. Bat I
"

" You don't—you don't
—

'tis understood,"

said Wide-oh, without a sound of scorn.

" You have given me a crown because you've

one too many. But won't you join me at

supper, now 'tis waiting and all ?
"
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Hencliard would gladly have joined ; for

the savour of the stew had floated from the

cottage into the porch with such appetising

distinctness, that the meat, the onions, the

pepper, and the herbs could be severally

recognized by his nose. But as sitting down
to hob-and-nob there would have seemed to

mai'k him too implicitly as the weather-

caster's apostle, he declined, and went his

way.

The next Saturday Henchard bought grain

to such an enormous extent that there was

quite a talk about his purchases among his

neighbours, the lawyer, the wine merchant,

and the doctor ; also on the next, and on all

available days. When his granaries were full

to choking, all the weather-cocks of Caster-

bridge creaked and set their faces in another

direction, as if tired of the south-west. The
weather changed ; the sunlight which had

been like tin for weeks assumed the hues of

topaz. The temperament of the welkin

passed from the phlegmatic to the sanguine
;

an excellent harvest was alm.ost a certainty
;

and as a consequence prices rushed down.

All these transformations, lovely to the out-

sider, to the wrong-headed corn-dealer were
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terrible. He was reminded of what he had

well knovv^n before, that a man might gaml)le

upon the square green areas of fields as

readily as upon those of a card-room.

Henchard had backed bad w^eather, and

apparently lost. He had mistaken the turn

of the flood for tlie turn of the ebb. His

dealings had been so extensive that settle-

ment could not long be postponed, and to

settle, he was obliged to sell off corn that he

had bought only a few weeks before at figures

higher by many shillings a quarter. Much of

the corn he had never seen ; it had not even

been moved from the ricks in which it lay

stacked miles away. Thus he lost heavily.

In the blaze of an early August day he met
Farfrae in the market-place. larfrae knew
of his dealings (though he did not guess their

intended bearing on himself) and commise-

rated him ; for since their exchange of words

in the South Walk they had been on stifHy-

speaking terms. Henchard, for the moment,

appeared to resent the sympathy ; but he

suddenly took a careless turn.

" Ho, no, no !—nothing serious, man I
" he

cried with fierce gaiety. " These things

always happen, don't they ? I know it has
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been said that figures have touched me tight

lately ; but is that anything rare ? The case

is not so bad as folk make out perhaps. And
dammy, a man must be a fool to mind the

common hazards of trade !

*'

But he had to enter the Casterbrido^e Bank
that day for reasons which liad never before

sent him there—and to sit a long time in the

partners' room with a constrained bearing.

It was rumoured soon after that much real

property, as well as vast stores of produce,

in the town and neighbourhood, w^hich had

stood in Henchard's name, was actually the

property of his bankers.

Coming down the steps of the Bank he

encountered Jopp. The gloomy transactions

just completed within had added fever to the

original sting of Farfrae's sympathy that

morning, which Henchard fancied might be

satire disguised, so that Jopp met with any-

thing but a bland reception. The latter was

in the act of taking off his hat to wipe his

forehead, and saying, " A fine hot day," to

an acquaintance.

*' You can wdpe and wipe, and say * A fine

hot day,' can ye !
' cried Henchard in a

savage undertone, imprisoning Jopp between
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liiinself and the bank-wall. " If it hadn't

been for your fool's advice it might have been

a fine day enough. Why did ye let me go

on, hey ?—when a word of doubt from you or

anybody would have made me think twice,

that you can never be sure of weather till tis

past."

" My advice, sir, was to do what you

thought best."

''A useful fellow : and the sooner you help

somebody else in that way the better
!

"

Henchard continued his address to Jopp in

similar terms till it ended in Jopps dismissal

there and then, Henchard turning upon his

heel and leaving him.

" You shall be sorry for this, sir ; sorry as

a man can be !
' said Jopp, standing pale, and

lookinor after the corn-merchant as he dis-

appeared in the crowd of market-men hard

by-
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CHAPTER IV.

It was tlie eve of harvest. Prices beino; low

Farfrae Avas buying. As was usual, after

reckoniug too surely on famine weather, the

local farmers had flown to the other extreme,

and (in Farfrae s opinion) were selHng off too

recklessly—calculating with just a trifle too

mucii certainty upon an abundant yield. So

he went on buying old corn at its compara-

tively ridiculous price : for the produce of the

previous year, though not large, had been of

excellent quality.

When Henchard had squared his affairs in

a disastrous way, and got rid of his burden-

some purchases at a monstrous loss, the

harvest began. There were three days of

excellenb weather, and then—" What if that

oust conjuror should be right after all !
" said

Henchard.

The fact was that no sooner had the sickles

begun to play than the atmosphere suddenly

felt as if cress would grow in it without other
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nourishment. It rubbed peojole's cheeks Hke

damp flannel when they walked abroad.

There was a gusty, high, warm wind

;

isolated raindrops starred the window-panes

at remote distances ; the sunlight would flap

out like a quickly-opened fan, throw the

pattern of the window upon the floor of the

room in a milky, colourless shine, and with-

draw as suddenly as it had appeared.

From that day and hour it was clear that

there was not to be so successful an ingather-

ing after all. If Henchard had only waited

lono; enouo'h he mio^ht at least have avoided

loss, though he had not made a profit. But
the momentum of his character knew no

patience. At this third turn of the scales he

remained silent. The movements of his mind
seemed to tend to the thought that some

power was working against him.

" I wonder;"' he asked himself with eerie

misgiving ; "I wonder if it can be that some-

body has been roasting a waxen image of me,

or stirring an unholy brew to confound me !

I don't believe in such power ; and yet

—

what if they should ha' been doing it
!

"

Even he could not admit that the perpe-

trator, if any, might be Farfrae. These

VOL. II. E
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isolated hours of superstition came to Hen-

chard in time of moody depression, when all

his practical largeness of view had oozed out

of him.

Meanwhile Donald Farfrae prospered. He
had purchased in so depressed a market that

the jDresent moderate stiffness of prices was

sufficient to pile for him a large heap of gold

where a little one had been.

''Why, he'll soon be Mayor!" said Hen-

chard. It was indeed hard that the speaker

should, of all others, have to follow the trium-

phal chariot of this man to the Capitol.

The rivalry of the masters was taken up by

the men.

September night-shades had fallen upon

Casterbridge ; the clocks had struck half-past

eiofht, and the moon had risen. The streets

of the town were curiously silent for such a

comparatively early hour. A sound of j angling
horse-bells and heavy wheels passed up the

street. These were followed by angry voices

outside Lucetta's house, which led her and

Elizabeth-Jane to run to the windows, and

pull up the blinds.

The opposite Market House and Town Hall

abutted against its next neighbour the Church
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except in the lower storey, where an arched

thoroughfare gave admittance to a large

square called Bull Stake. A stone post rose

in the midst, to which the oxen had formerly

been tied for baiting with dogs to make them

tender before they w^ere killed in the adjoining

shambles. In a corner stood the stocks.

The thoroughfare leading to this spot was

now blocked by two four-horse waggons and

horses, laden with hay-trusses, the leaders

having already passed each other, and become

entangled head to tail. The passage of the

vehicles might have been practicable if empty

;

bufc built up with hay to the bedroom windows

as they w^ere it was impossible.

'' You must have done it a purpose
!

"

said Farfrae's waggoner. " You can hear

my horses' bells half-a-mile such a night as

this."

" If ye'd been minding your business

instead of zwailing along in such a gawk-

hammer way, you would have seed me,"

retorted the wroth representative of Hen-

chard.

However, according to the strict rule of the

road it appeared that Henchard's man was

most in the wrong ; he therefore attempted

E 2
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to back into the High Street. In doing this

the near hind-wheel rose ao-ainst the church-

yard wall, and the whole mountainous load

went over, two of the four wheels rising in

the air, and the legs of the thill-horse.

Instead of considering how to gather up the

load the two men closed in a fight with their

fists. Before the first round was quite over

Henchard came upon the spot, somebody

having run for him.

Henchard sent the two men staggering in

contrary directions by collaring one with each

hand, turned to the horse that was down,

and extricated him after some trouble. He
then inquired into the circumstances ; and

seeing the state of his waggon and its load,

began hotly rating Farfrae's man.

Lucetta and Elizabeth-Jane had by this

time run down to the door and opened it,

whence they watched the bright heap of new
hay lying in the moon's rays, and passed and

re-passed by the forms of Henchard and the

waggoners. The women had witnessed what

nobody else had seen—the origin of the

mishap ; and Lucetta spoke.

" I saw it all, Mr. Henchard," she cried

;

*^ and your man was most in the wrong !

"

4
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Henchard paused in his harangue and

turned. " Oh, I didn't notice you, MLss

Templeman," said he. " My man in the

wrong ? Ah, to be sure ; to be sure ! But

I beg your pardon not^Yithstanding. The

other s is the empty waggon, and he must

have been most to blame for coming on."'

" No ; I saw it, too,"' said EHzabeth-

Jane. ''And I can assure you he couldn't

help it."

" You can't trust their senses ! "' murmured
Henchard's man.

" Why not ?
" asked Henchard sharply.

"Why, you see, sii*, all the women side

with Farfrae—being a young dand, and of

the sort that he is—one that creeps into

the maiden heart like the giddying worm
into the sheep's brain—making crooked seem

straight to their eyes."

" But do you know what that lady is you

talk about in such a fashion ? Do you know
that I pay my attentions to her, and have for

some time ? Just be careful
!

"

"Not I. I know nothing, sh', outside

eicrht shilhnors a week."

"And that Mr. Farfrae is well aware of

that 1 He's sharp in trade, but he wouldn't
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do anything so underhand as what you hint

at."

Whether because Lucetta heard this low

dialogue, or not, her white figure disappeared

from her doorway inward, and the door was

shut before Henchard could reach it to con-

verse with her further. This disappointed

him, for he had been sufficiently disturbed

by what the man had said to wish to speak to

her more closely. While pausing the old

constable came up.

" Just see that nobody drives against that

hay and waggon to-night, Stubberd," said

the corn-merchant. '' It must bide till the

morning, for all hands are in the fields still.

And if any coach or road-w^aggon wants to

come along, tell 'em they must go round by

the back street, and be hanged to 'em

Any case to-morrow up in Hall '?

"

" Yes, sir. One in number, sir."

" Oh, what's that ^
"

'' A old flagTant female, sir, swearing and

staggering in a horrij^le profane manner

against the church wall, sir, as if 'twere no

more than a pot-house. That's all, sir."

" Oh. The Mayor's out o' town, isn't he ?"

"He is, sir."
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" Very well, then I'll be there. Don't for-

get to keep an eye on that hay. Good night

ye-

During those moments Henchard had deter-

mined to follow up Lucetta, notwithstanding

her elusiveness, and he knocked for admis-

sion.

The answer he received was an expression

of Miss Templeman s sorrow at being unable

to see him again that evening, because she

had an ensrao-ement to sro out.

Henchard walked away from the door to

the opposite side of the street, and stood by

his hay in a lonely reverie, the constable

having strolled elsewhere, and the horses

being removed. Though the moon was not

bright as yet there were no lamps lighted,

and he entered the shadow of one of the pro-

jecting jambs which formed the thoroughfare

to Bull Stake ; here lie w^atched Lucetta's

door.

Candle-liofhts were flittino: in and out of

her bedroom, and it was obvious that she was

dressing for the appointment, whatever the

nature of that might be at such an hour. The

lights disappeared, the clocks struck nine, and

almost at the moment Farfrae came round
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the opposite corner and knocked. That she

had been waiting just inside for him was cer-

tain, for she instantly opened the door her-

self They went together by the way of All

Saints' Lane southward, avoiding the front

street
;

guessing at last where they were

going, he determined to follow.

The harvest had been so delayed by the

capricious weather, that whenever a fine day

occurred all sinews were strained to save what

could be saved of the damaged crops. On
account of the rapid shortening of the days

the harvesters worked by moonlight. Hence

to-night the wheat-fields abutting on the two

sides of the square formed by Casterbridge

town were animated by the gathering hands.

Their shouts and laughter had reached Hen-

chard at the Market House, while he stood

there waiting, and he had little doubt from

the turn which Farfrae and Lucetta had

taken that they were bound for the spot.

Nearly the whole town had gone into the

fields. The Casterbridge populace still re-

tained the primitive habit of helping one

another in time of need ; and thus, though

the corn belonged to the farming section of

the little community—that inhabiting the
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Dummerforcl quarter—the remainder was no

less interested in the labour of getting it

home.

Reaching the end of the lane Henchard

crossed the shaded avenue on the walls, slid

down the green rampart, and stood amongst

the stubble. The "stitches" or shocks rose

like tents about the yellow expanse, those in

the distance becomino^ lost in the moonlit

hazes.

He had entered at a point removed froin

the scene of immediate operations ; but two

others had entered at that place, and he

could see them windinof among: the shocks.

They were paying no regard to tlie direction

of their walk, whose vague serpentining soon

began to bear down towards Henchard. A
meeting promised to be awkward, and he

therefore stepped into the hollow of the

nearest shock, and sat down.
" You have my leave,*' Lucetta was saying,

gaily. " Speak what you like."

" Well, then," replied Farfrae, with the

unmistakable inflection of the lover pure,

which Henchard had never heard in full re-

sonance on his lips before ;
" you are sure to

be much sought after for your position,
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wealth, talents, and beauty. But will ye

resist the temptation to be one of those ladies

with lots of admirers—ay—and be content to

have only a homely one ?
"

" And he the speaker ? " said she laughing.

'' Very well, sir, what next ?
"

" A.h ! I'm afraid that what I feel will

make me forget my manners !

"

" Then I hope you'll never have any, if you

lack them only for that cause." After some

broken words, which Henchard lost, she

added, " Are you sure you won t be

jealous ?

"

Farfrae seemed to assure her that he would

not, by taking her hand.

" You are convinced, Donald, that I love

nobody else," she presently said. "But I

should wish to have my own way in some

things."

*'In everything! What special thing did

you mean ?

"

'•'If I wished not to live always in Caster-

bridge, for instance ; on finding that I should

not be happy here ?
"

Henchard did not hear the reply ; he might

have done so and much more, but he did not

care to play the eavesdropper. They went on
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towards the scene of activity, where the

sheaves were being handed, a dozen a minute,

upon the carts and waggons which carried

them away.

Lucetta insisted on parting from Farfrae

when they drew near the workpeople. He
had some business with them, and, though he

entreated her to wait a few minutes, she

was inexorable, and tripped off homeward

alone.

Henchard thereupon left the field, and fol-

lowed her. His state of mind was such that

on reachino; Lucetta's door he did not knock,

but opened it, and walked straight up to her

sitting-room, expecting to find her there.

But the room was empty, and he perceived

that in his haste he had somehow passed her

on the way hither. He had not to wait many
minutes, however, for he soon heard her dress

rustling in the hall, followed by a soft closing

of the door. In a moment she appeared.

The light was so low that she did not

notice Henchard at first. As soon as she

saw him she uttered a little cry, almost of

terror.

" How can you frighten me so ! " she ex-

claimed, with a flushed face. *"'It is past ten
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o'clock, and you have no right to surprise me
here at such a time."

" I don't know that I've not the right. At
any rate, I have the excuse. Is it so neces-

sary that I should stop to think of manners

and customs ?
"

"It is too late for propriety, and might

injui'e me."

" I called an hour ago, and you would not

see me, and I thought you were in when I

called now. It is you, Lucetta, who are

doing wrong. It is not proper in ye to

throw me over like this. I have a little

matter to remind you of, w^hicli you seem to

forget."

She sank into a chair, and turned pale.

" I don't want to hear it—I don't want to

hear it !
" she said through her hands, as he,

standing close to the edge of her dress, began

to allude to the Jersey days.

" But you ought to hear it," said he.

" It came to nothing ; and through you.

Then why not leave me the freedom that I

gained with such sorrow ! Had I found that

you proposed to marry me for pure love I

might have felt bound now. But I soon

learnt that you had planned it out of mere
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cliarity—almost as an unpleasant duty

—

because I had nursed you, and compromised

myself somewhat, and you thought you must

repay me. After that I did not care for you

so deeply as before."

" Why did you come here to find me,

then ?

"

"I thought I ought to marry you for

conscience sake, since you were free, even

though I—did not like you so well."

" And why then don't you think so now ?
"

She was silent. It was only too obvious

that conscience had ruled well enouo-h till

new love had intervened, and usurped that

rule. In feeling this she herself forgot for

the moment her partially-justifying argument

—that having discovered Henchards in-

firmities of temper, she had some excuse for

not risking her happiness in his hands after

once escaping them. The only thing she

could say was, " I was a poor girl then ; and

now my circumstances have altered, so I am
hardly the same person."

" That's true. And it makes the case

awkward for me. But I don't want to touch

your money. I am quite willing that every

penny of your property shall remain to your
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personal use. Besides, that argument has

nothing in it. The man you are thinking of

is no better than I."

" If you were as good as he you would

leave me !
" she cried passionately.

This unluckily aroused Henchard. *^ You
cannot in honour refuse me," he said. " And
unless you give me your promise this very

night to be my wife, before a witness, I'll

reveal our intimacy—in common fairness to

other men I

"

A look of resignation settled upon her.

Henchard saw its bitterness ; and had

Lucetta's heart been given to any other man
in the world than Farfrae he would probably

have had pity upon her at that moment.

But the supplanter was the upstart (as

Henchard called him) who had mounted into

prominence upon liis shoulders, and he could

bring himself to show no mercy.

Without another word she rang the bell,

and directed that Elizabeth-Jane should be

fetched from her room. The latter appeared,

surprised in the midst of her lucubrations.

As soon as she saw Henchard she went across

to him dutifully.

" Elizabeth-Jane," he said, taking her hand,
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" I want you to hear this." And turning to

Lucetta : *'Will you, or will you not, marry

rne ? ''

'' If you—wish it, I must agree !

"

" You say yes ?
"

"I do.'"'

No sooner had she given the promise than

she fell back in a fainting state.

"What dreadful thing drives her to say

this, father, when it is such a pain to her \
'

asked Elizabeth, kneelingr down by Lucetta.

•'Don't compel her to do anything against

her will. I have lived with her, and know
that she cannot bear much."

" Don't be a no'thern simpleton !

"'

said

Henchard drily. '" This promise will leave

him free for you, if you want him, won't it."

At this Lucetta seemed to wake from her

swoon with a start.

"Him? Who are you talking about?"

she said wildly.

"Nobody, as far as I am concerned," said

Elizabeth firmly.

" Oh—well. Then it is my mistake," said

Henchard. "But the business is between

me and Miss Templeman. She agrees to be

my wife."
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" But don't dwell on it just now," entreated

Elizabetli, holding Lucetta's hand.

" I don't wish to, if she promises," said

Henchard.
" I have, I have," groaned Lucetta, her

limbs hanging like flails, from very misery

and faintness. " Michael, please don't argue

it any more !

"

" I wall not," he said. And taking up his

hat he went away.

Elizabeth-Jane continued to kneel by

Lucetta. " What is this ?
" she said. '' You

called my father ' Michael ' as if you knew

him well ? And how is it he has got this

powder over you, that you promise to marry

him against your will ? Ah—you have

many, many secrets from me !

"

"Perhaps you have some from me,"

Lucetta murmured, with closed eyes, little

thinking, however, so unsuspicious was she,

that the secret of Elizabeth's heart concerned

the young man who had caused this damage

to her own.
" I would not—do anything against you

at all !
" stammered Elizabeth, keeping in all

signs of emotion till she was ready to burst.

" I cannot understand how my father can
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command you so ; I don't sympathize with

him in it at all. I'll go to him and ask him

to release you."

"No, no/' said Lucetta. ''Let it all

be."

VOL. II.
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CHAPTER V.

The next morning Hencliard went to the

Town Hall opposite Lucetta's house, to

attend Petty Sessions, being still a magis-

trate for the year by virtue of his late

position as Mayor. In passing he looked

up at her windows, but nothing of her was

to be seen.

Henchard, as a Justice of the Peace, may
at first seem to be an even greater incon-

gruity than Shallow and Silence themselves.

But his rough and ready perceptions, his

sledo-e-hammer directness, had often served

him better than nice legal knowledge in

despatching such simple business as fell to his

hands in this Court. To-day, Dr. Chalkfield,

the Mayor for the year, being absent, the

corn-merchant took the big chair, his eyes

still abstractedly stretching out of the

window to the ashlar front of High Street

Hall.

There was one case only, and the offender



THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE. 6^

stood before him. She was an old woman
of mottled countenance, attired in a shawl

of that nameless tertiary hue which comes,

but cannot be made—a hue neither tawny,

russet, hazel, nor ash ; a sticky black bonnet

that seemed to have been worn in the

country of the Psalmist where the clouds

drop fatness ; and an apron that had been

white in times so comparatively recent as

still to contrast visibly with the rest of her

clothes. The steeped aspect of the woman
as a whole showed her to be no native of the

the country-side, or even of a country-town.

She looked cursorily at Henchard and the

second magistrate, and Henchard looked at

her, with a momentary pause, as if she had

reminded him indistinctly of somebody or

something which passed from his mind as

quickly as it had come. " Well, and what

has she been doino- ?
" he said, lookinor down

at the charge-sheet.

" She is charged, sir, with the offence of

disorderly female and vagabond," whispered

Stubberd.

" Where did she do that ? '' said the other

magistrate.

"By the church, sir, of all the wrong

F 2
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places ill tlie world for shouts and rolling.

I caught her in the act, your worship."

*' Stand back then," said Henchard, " and

let's hear what you've got to say."

Stubberd was sworn, the magistrate's

clerk dipped his pen, Henchard being no

notetaker himself, and the constable began :

'' Hearing an illegal noise I went down

the street at twenty-five minutes past eleven

P.M. on the night of the fifth instinct,

Hannah Dominy. When I had "

'' Don't go on so fast, Stubberd," said the

clerk.

The constable waited, with his eyes on

the clerk's pen, till the latter stopped scratch-

ing, and said "yes." Stubberd continued:

" When I had proceeded to the spot, I saw

defendant at another spot, namely, the

gutter." He paused, watching the point of

the clerk's pen again.

" Gutter, yes, Stubberd."

" Spot measuring twelve feet nine inches

or thereabouts, from where I " Still

careful not to outrun the clerk's penman-

ship, Stubberd pulled up again ; for having

got his evidence by heart, it was immaterial

to him whereabouts he broke ofil
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''I object to that," spoke up the old

woman, "^spot measurmg twelve feet nine

or thereabouts from where I,' is not good

evidence."

The maoristrates consulted, and the second

one said that the Bench was of opinion that

twelve feet nine inches from a man on his

oath was admissible evidence. Stubberd,

with a suppressed gaze of victorious recti-

tude at the old woman, continued :
" Was

standing myself She was wambling about

quite dangerous to the thoroughfare, and

when I approached to draw near, she in-

sulted me."
"

' Insulted me ' . . . . Yes, what did she

say?"

"She said, 'Put away that dee lantern,'

says she."

'' Yes."

" Says she, 'Dost hear,- old turmit-head ?

Put away that dee lantern. I have floored

fellows a dee sight finer-looking than thee,

dee me if I haint,' she says."

" I object to that conversation ! " inter-

posed the old woman. " I was not capable

enough to hear what I said, and what's said

out of my hearing is not evidence."
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There was another stoppage for consulta-

tion, a book was referred to, and finally

Stubberd was allowed to go on again. The

truth was that the old woman had appeared

in court so many more times than the magis-

trates themselves, that they were obliged to

keep a sharp look out upon their procedure.

However, when Stubberd had rambled on a

little further, Henchard broke out impa-

tiently, " Come—we don't want to hear any

more of them cust d's ! Say the word out

like a man, and don't be so modest, Stub-

berd ; or else leave it alone ! " Turning to

the woman, " Now then, have you any

questions to ask him, or anything to say?

"

'' Yes," she replied with a t^\inkle in her

eye ; and the clerk dipped his pen.

*' Twenty years ago I was a selling of

furmity in a tent at Weydon Fair
"

" ^ Twenty years ago '—well, that's begin-

ning at the beginning "—suppose you go back

to the Creation ? said the clerk, not without

satire.

But Henchard stared, and quite forgot

what was evidence and what was not.

*' A man and a woman with a little child

came into my tent," the woman continued.
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'• TheJ sat down and had a basin apiece.

Ah, Lord's mj life ! I was of a more respect-

able station in life then than I am now,

being a land smuggler in a large way of

business ; and I used to season my furmity

with rum for them who asked for't. I did

it for the man ; and then he had more and

more ; till at last he quarrelled with his wife,

and offered to sell her to the highest bidder.

A sailor came in and bid five guineas, and

paid the money, and led her away. And
the man who sold his wife in that fashion is

the man sittincr there in the o;reat biof chair."'

The speaker concluded by nodding her head

at Henchard, and folding her arms.

Everybody looked at Henchard. His face

seemed stranofe, and in tint as if it had been

powdered over with ashes. " We don't

want to hear your life and adventures," said

the second magistrate sharply, filling the

pause which followed. " You've been asked

if you've anything to say bearing on the case."

" That bears on the case. It proves that

he's no better than I, and has no right to

sit there in judgment upon me."

" 'Tis a concocted story," said the clerk.

" So hold your tongue."
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"No—'tis true." The words came from

Henchard, " 'Tis as true as the hght," he

said slowly. "And upon my soul it does

prove that I'm no bettter than she ! And to

keep out of any temptation to treat her hard

for her revenge I'll leave her to you."

The sensation in the Court was- in^scrib-'

ably great. Henchard left the cMir,
^
and

came out, passing through a group of people

on the steps and outside that was much
larger than usual ; for it seemed that the old

furmity dealer had mysteriously hinted to the

denizens of the lane in which she had been

lodging since her arrival, that she knew a

queer thing or two about their great local

man Mr. Henchard, if she chose to tell it.

This had brought them hither.

" Why are there so many idlers round the

Town Hall to-day ? " said Lucetta to her

servant when the case was over. She had

risen late, and had just looked out of the

window.
*' Oh,, please ma'am, 'tis this larry about

Mr. Henchard. A woman has proved that

before he became a gentleman he sold his

^vife for five guineas in a booth at a fair."

In all the accounts which Henchard had
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given her of the separation from his wife

Susan for so many years, of his belief in her

death, and so on, he had never clearly ex-

jolained the actual and immediate cause of

that separation. The story she now heard

for>the first time.

A gr^ual misery overspread Lucetta's face

as she ^velt upon the promise wrung from

her the night before. At bottom, then, Hen-

chard was this. How terrible a contingency

for a woman who should commit herself to

his care.

Durinof the dav she went out to the Pcino*

and to other places, not coming in till nearly

dusk. As soon as she saw EHzabeth-Jane

after her return indoors she told her that she

had resolved to go away from home to the

seaside for a few days—to Port-Breedy,

Casterbridge was so gloomy.

Elizabeth seeincr that she looked wan and

disturbed, encouraged her in the idea, thinking

a change would afford her relief She could

not help suspecting that the gloom which

seemed to have come over Casterbridge in

Lucetta's eyes might be partially owing to

the fact that Faifrae was away from home.

Elizabeth saw her friend depart for Port-
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Breedy, and took charge of High Street Hall

till her return. After two or three days of

solitude and incessant rain Henchard called

at the house. He seemed disappointed to

hear of Lucetta's absence, and though he

nodded with outward indifference, he went

away handling his beard with a nettled

mien.

The next day he called again. " Is she

come now ? " he asked.

" Yes. She returned this morning," replied

his stepdaughter. ''But she is not indoors.

She has gone for a walk along the turnpike-

road to Port-Breedy. She will be home by

dusk."

After a few words which only served to

reveal his restless impatience he left the

house aofain.
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At this hour Lucetta was boundino- alono- the

roiid to Poii:-Breedy just as Ehzabeth had
announced. That she had chosen for her

afternoon walk the road along which she had

returned to Casterbridge three hours earlier

in a carriage was curious—if anything should

be called curious in concatenations of pheno-

mena wherein each is known to have its

accounting cause. It was the day of the

chief market—Saturday—and Farfrae for once

had been missed from his corn-stand in the

dealers' room. Nevertheless it was known
that he would be home that nio^ht

—
" for

Sunday," as Casterbridge expressed it.

Lucetta, in continuing her walk, had at

length reached the end of the ranked trees

which bordered the highway in this and other

directions out of the town. Tliis end marked

a mile ; and here she stopped.

The spot was a vale between two gentle

acclivities, and the road, still adhering to its
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Eoman foundation, stretched onward straisfht

as a surveyor's line till lost to sight on the

most distant ridge. There was neither hedge

nor tree in the prospect now, the road clinging

to the stubbly expanse of corn-land like a

stripe to an undulating garment. Near her

was a barn—the single building of any kind

Avithin her horizon.

She strained her eyes up the lessening

road, but nothing appeared thereon—not so

much as a speck. She sighed one word

—

" Donald !
" and turned her face to the town

for retreat.

Here the case was different. A single

figure was approaching her Elizabeth-

Jane's.

Lucetta, in spite of her loneliness, seemed a

little vexed. Elizabeth came on, her face, as

soon as she recognized her friend, shaping

itself into affectionate lines, while yet beyond

speaking distance. ''I suddenly thought I

would come and meet you," she said smiling.

Lucetta's reply was taken from her lips by

an unexpected diversion. A by-road on her

riirht hand descended from the fields into the

highway at the point where she stood, and

down the track a bull was rambling uncer-
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tainly towards her and Elizabeth, who, facing

the other way, did not observe him.

In the latter quarter of each year cattle

were at once the mainstay and the terror of

families about Casterbridcre and its neig^h-

bourhood, where breeding was carried on with

Abrahamic success. The head of stock driven

into and out of the town at this season to be

sold by the local auctioneer was very large
;

and all these horned beasts, in travelling to

and fro, sent women and children to shelter

as nothing else could do. In the main the

animals would have walked along quietly

enouofh : but the Casterbridsfe tradition was

that to drive stock it was indispensable that

hideous cries, coupled with Yahoo antics and

gestures, should be used, large sticks flourished,

stray dogs called in, and in general every-

thing done that was likely to infuriate the

viciously-disposed and terrify the mild.

Nothing was commoner than for a house-

holder, on going out of his parlour, to find

his hall or passage full of little children,

nursemaids, aged women, or a ladies'-school,

who apologized for their presence by saying,

*' A bull passing down street from the sale."

Lucetta and Elizabeth regarded the animal
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in doubt, lie meanwhile drawing vaguely

towards them. It was a large specimen of

the breed, in colour rich dun, though dis-

figured at present by splotches of mud about

his seamy sides. His horns were thick and

tipped with brass ; his two nostrils like the

Thames Tunnel as seen in the perspective

toys of yore. Between them, through the

gristle of his nose, was a stout copper ring,

welded on, and irremovable as Gurth's collar

of brass. To the ring was attached an ash

staff about a yard long, which the bull with

the motions of his head flung about like a

flail.

It was not till they observed this dangling

stick that the young women were really

alarmed ; for it revealed to them that the

bull w^as an old one, too savage to be driven,

which had in some way escaped, the staff

being the means by which the drover con-

trolled him and kept his horns at arms

length.

They looked round for some shelter or

hiding-place, and thought of the barn hard

by. As long as they had ke23t their eyes on

the bull he had shown some deference in his

manner of approach ; but no sooner did they
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turn their backs to seek the barn than he

tossed his head, and decided to thoroughly

terrify them. This caused the two helpless

girls to run wildly, whereupon the bull

advanced in a dehberate charge.

The barn stood behind a green slimy pond,

and it was closed with the exception of one

of the usual pair of doors facing them, which

had been propped open by a hurdle-stake,

and for this opening they made. The interior

had been cleared by a recent bout of thresh-

ing, except at one end, where there was a

stack of dry clover. Elizabeth-Jane took in

the situation. " We must climb up there,"

she said.

But before they had even approached it

they heard the bull scampering through the

pond without, and in a second he dashed into

the barn, knocking down the hurdle-stake, in

passing ; the heavy door slammed behind

him ; and all three were imprisoned in the

barn together. The mistaken creature saw

them, and stalked towards the end of the

barn into which they had fled. The girls

doubled, so adroitly, that their pursuer was

against the wall when the fugitives were

already half way to the other end. By the
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time that his length would allow him to turn

and follow them thither they had crossed

over ; thus the pursuit went on, the hot air

from his nostrils blowing over them like a

sirocco, and not a moment being attainable

by Elizabeth or Lucetta in which to open the

door. What might have happened had their

situation continued cannot be said ; but in a

few moments a rattling of the door distracted

their adversary's attention, and a man
appeared. He ran forward towards the

leading-staff, seized it, and wrenched the

animal's head as if he would sna23 it off. The

wrench was in reality so violent that the

thick neck seemed to have lost its stiffness

and to becoroe half-paralyzed, whilst the

nose dropped blood. The premeditated

human contrivance of the nose-ring was too

cunning for impulsive brute force, and the

creature flinched.

The man was seen in the partial gloom

to be large-framed, and unhesitating. He
led the ball to the door, and the light

revealed Henchard. He made the bull

fast without, and re-entered to the suc-

cour of Lucetta; for he had not perceived

Elizabeth, who had climbed on to the clover-
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heap. Lucetta ^Yas hysterical, and Henchard
took her in his arms and carried her to the

door.

" You—have saved me !
" she cried, as soon

as she could speak.

" I have returned your kindness," he

responded tenderly. " You once saved me."
" How—comes it to be you—you ? " she

asked, not heeding his reply.

" I came out here to look for you. I have

been wanting to tell you something these

two or three days ; but you have been away,

and I could not. Perhaps you cannot talk

now f

-' Oh—no. Where is Elizabeth ?

"

" Here am I
!

" cried the missing one

cheerfully ; and without waiting for the

ladder to be placed she slid down the face of

the clover-stack to the floor.

Henchard supporting Lucetta on one side,

and Elizabeth-Jane on the other, they went

slowly along the rising road. They had

reached the top and were descending again

when Lucetta, now much recovered, recol-

lected that she had left her muff in the

barn.

" I'll run back," said Elizabeth-Jane. " I

VOL. II. G
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don't mind it at all, as I am not tired as

you are." She thereupon hastened down
again to the barn, the others pursuing their

way.

Elizabeth soon found the muff, such an

article being by no means small at that time.

Coming out she paused to look for a moment
at the bull, now rather to be pitied w^ith his

bleeding nose, having perhaps rather in-

tended a practical joke than a murder.

Henchard had secured him by jamming the

staff into the hinge of the barn-door, and

w^edging it there with a stake. At length

she turned to hasten onward after her con-

templation, when she saw a green-and-black

gig approaching from the contrary direction,

the vehicle being driven by Farfrae.

His presence here seemed to explain

Lucetta's walk that way. Donald saw her,

drew up, and was hastily made acquainted

with what had occurred. At Elizabeth-Jane

mentioning how greatly Lucetta had been

jeopardized he exhibited an agitation different

in kind no less than in intensity from any

she had seen in him before. He became so

absorbed in the circumstances that he

scarcely had sufficient knowledge of what
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he was doincr to think of helping her up
beside him.

" She has gone on with Mr. Henchard,

you say ? '"' he inquired at last.

" Yes. He is taking her home. They are

almost there by this time."

" And vou are sure she can p'et home ?
"

Elizabeth-Jane was quite sure.

" Your stepfather saved her ?
"

" Entirely.'^

Farfrae checked his horse's pace ; she

guessed why. He was thinking that it

would be best not to intrude on the other

two just now. Henchard had saved Lucetta,

and to provoke a possible exhibition of her

deeper affection for himself was as ungenerous

as it was unwise.

The immediate subject of their talk being

exhausted, she felt more embarrassed at

sitting thus beside her past lover ; but soon

the two figures of the others were visible at

the entrance to the town. The face of the

woman was frequently turned back, but

Farfrae did not whip on the horse. When
these reached the town walls Henchard and

his companion had disappeared down the

street ; Farfrae set down Elizabeth-Jane, on

G 2
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her expressing a particular wish to aUght

there, and drove round to the stables at the

back of his lodpfincrs.o o
On this account he entered the house

through his garden, and going up to his

apartments found them in a particularly dis-

turbed state, his boxes being hauled out

upon the landing, and his bookcase standing

in three pieces. These phenomena, however,

seemed to cause him not the least surprise.

" When will everything be sent up ? " he

said to the mistress of the house, who was

superintending.

" I am afraid not before eight, sir," said

she. " You see we wasn't aware till this

mornmg that you were going to move, or we
could have been forwarder."

" A—well, never mind, never mind !
" said

Farfrae, cheerily. " Eight o'clock will do

well enough if it be not later. Now, don't

ye be standing here talking, or it will he

twelve I doubt." Thus speaking he went out

by the front door and up the street.

During this interval Henchard and Lucetta

had had experiences of a different kind. After

Elizabeth's departure for the muff, the corn-

merchant opened himself frankly, holding her
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hand within his arm, though she would fain

have withdrawn it. " Dear Lucetta, I have

been very, very anxious to see you these two

or three days," he said ;
" ever since I saw

you last. I have thought over the way I got

your promise that night. You said to me,
' If I were a man I should not insist.' That

cut me deep. I felt that there was some

truth in it. I don't want to make you

wretched ; and to marry me just now would

do that as nothinsf else could—it is but too

jDlain. Therefore I agree to an indefinite

engagement—to put off all thought of marriage

for a year or two."

"But—but—can I do nothing of a

different kind ? " said Lucetta. " I am full

of gratitude to you—you have saved my life.

And your care of me is like coals of fire on

my head. I am rich. Surely I can do some-

thing in return for your goodness—something

practical ?
"

Henchard remained in thought. He had

evidently not expected this. '' There is one

thino- you mio^ht do, Lucetta," he said. " But

not exactly of that kind."

" Then of what kind is it ? " she asked, witli

renewed miso^ivinjx.
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*' I must tell you a secret to ask it .

You may have heard that I have been un-

lucky this year. I did what I have never

done before—speculated rashly ; and I lost.

That's just put me in a strait."

''And you would wish me to advance some

money ?

"

" No, no !
" said Henchard, almost in anger.

'*Im not the man to sponge on a woman,

even though she may be so nearly my own
as you. No, Lucetta ; what you can do is

this ; and it would save me. My great

creditor is Grower, and it is at his hands I

shall suffer if at anybody's ; while a fort-

night's forbearance on his part would be

enough to allow me to pull through. This

may be got out of him in one way—that you

would let it be kno^vn to him that you are

my intended—that we are to be quietly

married in the next fortnight . Now
stop, you haven't heard all ! Let him have

this story, without of course any prejudice to

the fact that the actual eno^aoement between

us is to be a long one. Nobody else need

know : you could go with me to Mr.

Grower, and just let me speak to ye before

him as if we were on such terms. We'll ask
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him to keep it secret. He Tvill ^nllingly wait

then. At the fortnight s end I shall be able

to face him ; and I can coolly tell him all is

postponed between us for a year or two. Not
a soul in the town need know how you've

helped me. Since you wish to be of use,

there's your way."

It being now what the people call the
** pinking in " of the day, that is, the quarter-

hour just before dusk, he did not at first

observe the result of liis words upon lier.

" If it were anything else,"' she began, and

the diyness of her lips was represented in

her voice.

" But it is such a little thing !

"'

he said,

with a deep reproach.
'

' Less tlian you have

offered—just the beginning of what you

have so lately promised ! I could have told

him as much myself, but he would not have

believed me.

''It is not because I won't— it is because

I absolutely can't," she said, with rising

distress.

" You are provoking !

*' he burst out. '* It

is enough to make me force you to carry out

at once what you have promised."
'' I cannot !

" she insisted, desperately.
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" Why ? When I have only within these

few minutes released you from your promise

to do the thing oif-hand."

'' Because he was a witness !

"

'^Witness! Of what?"
" If I must tell you Don't, don't up-

braid me !

"

" Well ? Let's hear what you mean ?
"

" Witness of my marriage—Mr. Grower

was."

'' Marriage ?

"

"Yes. With Mr. Farfrae. Michael, I

am already his wife. We were married this

week at Port-Breedy. There were reasons

ao^ainst our doinof it here. Mr. Grower was a

witness because he happened to be at Port-

Breedy at the time."

Heuchard stood as if idiotised. She was so

alarmed at his silence that she murmured

something about lending him sufficient money
to tide over the perilous fortnight.

" Married him ?
" said Henchard at leno^th.

" My good—what, married him whilst

—

bound to marry me ?

"

"It was like this," she explained, with

tears in her eyes and quavers in her voice
;

" don't—don't be cruel ! I loved him so
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mucli, and I thought you might tell him of

the past—and that grieved me. And then,

when I had promised you, I learnt of the

rumour that you had—sold your first wife at

a fair, like a horse or cow. How could I

keep my promise after hearing that ? I could

not risk myself in your hands ; it would have

been letting myself down to take your name

after such a scandal. But I knew I should

lose Donald if I did not secure him at once

—

for you would carry out your threat of telling

him of our former acquaintance, as loDg as

there was a chance of keeping me for yourself

by doing so. But you will not do so now,

will you, Michael ; for it is too late to

separate us ?

"

The notes of St. Jude's bells in full peal

had been wafted to them while she spoke
;

and now the genial thumping of the town

band, renowned for its unstinted use of the

drumstick, throbbed down the street.

" Then this racket they are making is on

account of it, I suppose ? " said he.

" Yes—I think he has told them, or else

Mr. Grower has. . . . May I leave you now ?

My—he was detained at Port-Breedy to-day,

and sent me on a few hours before him."
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" Then it is his ivifes life I have saved this

afternoon."

" Yes—and he will be for ever grateful to

you."
'' I am much obliged to him Oh, you

false woman !
" burst from Henchard. "You

promised me !

"

" Yes, yes. But it was under compulsion,

and I did not know all your past
"

"' And now I've a mind to jDunish you as

you deserve ! One word to this bran-new

husband of how you courted me, and your

precious happiness is blown to atoms."

'^ Michael—pity me, and be generous."

" You don't deserve pity. You did ; but

you don't now.''

" I'll help you to pay off your debt."

" A pensioner of Farfrae's wife—not I

!

Don't stay with me longer—I shall say some-

thing worse. Go home."

She disappeared under the trees of the

south walk as the band came round the

corner, awaking the echoes of every stock

and stone in celebration of her happiness.

Lucetta took no heed, but ran up the back

street and reached her own home unper-

ceived.
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CHAPTER VIL

Farfrae's words to his landlady had referred

to the removal of his boxes and other eftects

from his late lodgings to Lucetta's house.

The work was not heavy, but it had been

much hindered on account of the frequent

pauses necessitated by exclamations of sur-

prise at the event, of which she had been

briefly informed by letter a few hours earlier.

At the last moment of leaving Port-Breedy

Farfrae, like John Gilpin, had been detained

by important customers, whom, even in the

exceptional circumstances, he was not the

man to neglect. Moreover, there was a con-

venience in Lucetta arriving first at her

house. Nobody there as yet knew what had

happened ; and she was best in a position to

break the news to the inmates, and give

directions for her husband s accommodation.

He had, therefore, sent on his two-days' bride

in a hired brouorham, whilst he went across

the country to a certain group of wheat and
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barley ricks a few miles off, telling her the

hour at which he might be expected the

same evening. This accounted for her trot-

ting out to meet him after their separation of

four hours.

By a strenuous effort, after leaving Hen-

chard, she calmed herself in readiness to

receive Donald at High Street Hall when he

came on from his lodging. One supreme fact

empowered her to this, the sense that, come

what would, she had secured him. Half-an-

hour after her arrival he walked in, and she

met him with a relieved gladness, which a

month's perilous absence could not have

intensified.

" There is one thing I have not done ; and

yet it is important," she said earnestly, when
she had finished talking about the adventure

with the bull. '' That is, broken the news of

our marriage to my dear Elizabeth-Jane."

" Ah, and you have not," he said thought-

fully. '' I gave her a lift from the barn

homewards ; but I did not tell her either
;

for I thought she might have heard of it in

the town, and was keeping back her congratu-

lations from shyness, and all that."

" She can hardly have heard of it. But 111
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find out ; I'll go to her now. And, Donald,

you don't mind her living on with me just

the same as before ? She is so quiet and

unassuming."
" Oh no, indeed I don't," Farfrae answered

with, perhaps, a faint awkwardness. " But I

wonder if she would care to ?

"

" Oh yes," said Lucetta eagerly. " I am
sure she would like to. Besides, poor thing,

she has no other home."

Farfrae looked at her, and saw that she did

not suspect the secret of her more reserved

friend. He liked her all the better for the

blindness. '' Arrange as you like with her, by
all means," he said. "It is I who have come

to your house, not you to mine."
'^ I'll run and speak to her," said Lucetta.

When she got upstairs to Elizabeth-Jane's

room, the latter had taken off her out-door

things, and was resting over a book. Lucetta

found in a moment that she had not as yet

learnt the news.
*' I did not come down to you. Miss Tem-

pleman," she said simply. " I was commg to

ask if you had Cjuite recovered from your

fright, but I found you had a visitor. What
are the bells rinoing for, I wonder ? and
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the band, too, is playing. Somebody must

be married ; or else they are practising for

Christmas."

Lucetta uttered a vague "Yes," and seating

herself by the other young woman, looked

musingly at her. " What a lonely creature

you are," she presently said ;
" never knowing

what's going on, or what people are talking

about everywhere with keen interest. You
should get out, and gossip about as other

women do, and then you wouldn't be obliged

to ask me a question of that kind. Well, now^

I have somethmg to tell you."

Elizabeth-Jane said she was so glad, and

made herself receptive.

" I must go rather a long way back," said

Lucetta ; the difficulty of explaining herself

satisfactorily to the pondering one beside her

growing more apparent at each syllable.

" You remember that trying case of con-

science I told you of some time ago—about

the lirst lover, and the second lover." She let

out in jerky phrases a leading word or two of

the story she had told.

" Oh yes—I remember ; the story of your

friend,'' said Elizabeth drily, regarding the

irises of Lucetta's eyes as though to catch
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tlieir exact shade. " The two lovers—the old

and the new : how she wanted to marry the

second, but felt she ought to marry the first

;

so that the good she would have done she did

not, and the evil that she would not, that she

did—exactly like the Apostle Paul."

" Oh, no ; she didn't do evil !
" said Lucetta

"But you said that she—or as I may say

you'—answered Elizabeth, dropping the mask,
" were in honour and truth bound to marry

the first."

Lucetta's blush at beino- seen throuorh

came and went again before she replied

anxiously, " You will never breathe this, will

you, Elizabeth-Jane ?

"

" Certainly not, if you say not."
'•' Then I will tell you that the case is more

complicated—worse, in fact—than it seemed

in my story. I and the first man were thrown

together in a strange way, and felt that we
ought to be united, as the world had misre-

presented us. He was a widower, as he sup-

posed. He had not heard of his first wife for

many years. But the wife returned, and we
parted. She is now dead ; and the husband

comes paying me addresses again, saying,
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* Now we'll complete our j^urpose.' But,

Elizabeth-Jane, all this amounts to a new
courtship of me by him ; I was a\)solved

from all vows by the return of the other

woman."
*' Have you not lately renewed your pro-

mise ? " said the younger with quiet surmise.

She had divined Man Number One.

" That was wrung from me by a threat."

"Yes, it was. But I think when any one

gets coupled up with a man in the past so

unfortunately as you have done, she ought to

become his wife, if she can, even if she were

innocent."

Lucetta's countenance lost its sparkle.

*' He turned out to be a man I should be

afraid to marry," she pleaded. " Beally afraid.

And it was not till after my renewed promise

that I knew it."

''Then there is only one course left to

honesty. You must remain a single woman.

'

*' But think again. Do consider-
"

*' I am certain," interrupted her companion,

hardily. " I have guessed very well who the

man is. My father ; and I say it is him or

nobody for you."

Any suspicion of lack of respectability was
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to Elizabeth-Jane like a red rae to a bull.

Her cravinor for correctness of environmento
was, indeed, almost vicious. Owing to her

early troubles with regard to her mother,

a semblance of irregularity had terrors for

her which those whose names are safeguarded

from suspicion know nothing of. " You
ought to marry Mr. Henchard or nobody

—

certainly not another man," she went on with

a quivering lip, in whose movement two

passions shared.
'*' I don't admit that,'"' said Lucetta, pas-

sionately.

" Admit it or not. it is true."

Lucetta covered her eyes with her right

hand, as if she could plead no more, holding

out her left to Elizabeth-Jane.

" Why you have married him !
" cried the

latter, jumping up with pleasure after a glance

at Lucetta's fingers. '' When did you do it ?

Why did you not tell me, instead of teasing

me like this ? How very honourable of you !

He did treat my mother badly once, it seems,

in a moment of intoxication. And it is true

that he is stem sometimes. But you will

rule him entirely, I am sure, with your beauty

and wealth and accompUshments. You are

VOL. II. H
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the woman he will adore, and we shall all

three be happy together now."

" Oh, my Elizabeth-Jane !
" cried Lucetta,

distressfully. " 'Tis somebody else that I

have married ! I was so desperate—so afraid

of being forced to anything else—so afraid of

revelations that would quench his love for me,

that I resolved to do it off-hand, come what

might, and purchase a week of happmess at

any cost."

" You—have—married Mr. Farfrae !
" cried

Elizabeth-Jane, in Nathan tones.

Lucetta bowed. She had recovered her-

self

" The bells are rino^ino^ on that account,"

she said. " My husband is downstairs. He
will live here till a more suitable house is

ready for us ; and I have told him that I

want you to stay with me just as before."

'' Let me think of it alone," the girl quickly

replied, corking up the turmoil of her feeling

with grand control.

" You shall. I am sure we shall be happy

together."

Lucetta departed to join Donald below, a

vague uneasiness floating over her joy at

seeing him quite at home there. Not on
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account of her friend Elizabeth did slie feel

it : for of the bearings of Elizabeth-Jane's

emotions she had not the least suspicion ; but

on Henchard's alone.

Xow the instant decision of Susan Hen-

chard's daughter was to dwell in that house

no more. Apart from her estimate of the

propriety of Lucetta's conduct, Farfrae had

been so nearly her avowed lover that she felt

she could not live there.

It was still early in the evening when she

hastily put on her things and went out. In

a few minutes, kno\\'ing the ground, she had

found a suitable lodging, and arranged to

enter it that nicrht. Pieturninof and entenno-o o c
noiselessly she took off hei pretty dress and

arrayed herself in a plain one, packing up the

other to keep as her best ; for she would have

to be very economical now. She wrote a note

to leave for Lucetta, who was closely shut up

in the drawing-room with Farfrae ; and then

Elizabeth-Jane called a man ^vith a wheel-

barrow ; and seeing her boxes put into it she

trotted off down the street to her rooms.

They were in the street in which Henchard
lived, and almost opposite his door.

Here she sat down and considered the

n 2
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means of subsistence. The little annual sum
settled on her by her stepfather would keep

body and soul together. A wonderful skill

in netting of all sorts—acquired in childhood

by making seines in Newson's home—might
serve her in good stead ; and her studies,

which were pursued unremittingly, might

serve her in still better.

By this time the marriage that had taken

place was known throughout Casterbridge ;

had been discussed noisily on kerbstones, con-

fidentially behind counters, and jovially at the

King of Prussia. Whether Farfrae would

sell liis business and set up for a gentleman

on his wife's money, or whether he would

show independence enough to stick to his-

trade in spite of his brilliant alliance, was a

great point of interest.
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CHAPTER VIII.

The retort of the furmity-woman before the

magistrates had spread ; and m four-and-

twenty hours there was not a person in

Casterbridge who remained unacquamted

with the story of Henchard's mad freak at

Weydon Priors Fair, long years before. The

amends he had made in after life were lost

sight of in the dramatic glare of the original

act. Had the incident been well known of

old and always, it might by this time have

grown to be lightly regarded as the rather

tall wild oat, but the single one, of a young

man with whom the steady and mature (if

somewhat headstrong) burgher of to-day had

scarcely a point in common. But the act

having lain as dead and buried ever since, the

interspace of years was unperceived ; and the

black spot of his youth wore the aspect of a

recent crime.

Small as the Court incident had been in

itself, it formed the edge or turn in the
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incline of Henchard's fortunes. On that day

—almost at that minute—he passed the ridge

of prosperity and honour, and began to-

descend rapidly on the other side. It was
strange how soon he sank in esteem. Socially

he had received a startling fillip downwards ;

and, having already lost commercial buoyancy

from rash transactions, the velocity of his

descent in both aspects became accelerated

every hour.

He now gazed more at the pavements, and

less at the house-fronts, when he walked

about ; more at the feet and leggings of men^

and less into the pupils of their eyes with the

blazing regard which formerly had made them
blink.

New events combined to undo him. It had

been a bad year for others besides himself,

and the heavy failure of a debtor whom he

had trusted implicitly completed the over-

throw of his tottering credit. And now, in

his desperation, he failed to preserve that

strict correspondence between bulk and

sample, which is the soul of commerce in

grain. For this, one of his men was mainly

to blame ; that worthy, in his great unwisdom,

having picked over the sample of an enormous
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quantity of second-rate corn which Henchard
had in hand, and removed the pinched,

blasted, and smutted grains in great numbers.

The produce, if honestly offered, would have

created no scandal ; but the blunder of mis-

representation, coming at such a moment,

dragged Henchard's name into the ditch.

The details of his failure were of the

ordinary kind. One day EHzabeth-Jane was

passing the Golden Crown, when she saw

people bustling in and out more than usual

when there was no market. A bystander

informed her, with some surprise at her

ignorance, that it was a meeting of the

Commissioners under Mr. Henchard's bank-

ruptcy. She felt quite tearful, and when she

heard that he was present in the hotel she

wished to go in and see him, but was advised

not to intrude that day.

The room in which debtor and creditors had

assembled was a fronb one, and Henchard,

looking out of the window, had caught sight

of Elizabeth-Jane through the wire blind.

His examination had closed, and the creditors

were leaving. The appearance of Elizabeth

threw him into a reverie ; till, turning Ins

face from the window, and towering above all
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the rest, he called their attention for a

moment more. His countenance had some-

what changed from its flush of prosperity;

the black hair and whiskers were the same

as ever, but a film of ash was over the

rest.

" Gentlemen," he said, " over and above

the assets that we've been talking about, and

that appear on the balance-sheet, there be

these. It all belongs to ye, as much as

everything else I've got, and I don't wish to

keep it from you, not I." Saying this, he

took his gold watch from his pocket, and laid

it on the table ; then his purse—the yellow

canvas money-bag, such as was carried by all

farmers and dealers—untying it, and shaking

the money out upon the table beside the watch.

The latter he drew back quickly for an

instant, to remove the hair-guard made and

given him by Lucetta. " There, now you

have all," he said. ''And I wish for your

sakes 'twas more."

The creditors, farmers almost to a man,

looked at the watch, and at the money, and

into the street ; when Farmer James Ever-

dene spoke.

" No, no, Henchard," he said warmly.
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*' We don't want that. 'Tis honourable in

ye ; but keep it. What do you say, neigh-

bours—do ye agree ?
"

" Ay, sure : we don't wish it at all," said

Grower, another creditor.

" Let him keep it, of course," murmured
another in the background—a silent, reserved

young man, named Boldwood ; and the rest

responded unanimously.

"Well," said the senior Commissioner,

addressinor Henchard, '* thouQ-h the case is a

desperate one, I am bound to admit that I

have never met a debtor who behaved more

fairly. I've proved the balance-sheet to be

as honestly made out as it could possibly be

;

we have had no trouble ; there have been no

evasions and no concealments. The rashness

of dealing which led to this unhappy situa-

tion is obvious enough ; but as far as I can

see every .attempt has been made to avoid

wronging anybody."

Henchard was more affected by this than

he cared to let them perceive, and he turned

aside to the window again. A general mur-

mur of agreement followed the Commissioner's

words ; and the meeting dispersed. When
they were gone Henchard regarded the watch
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they had returned to him. " 'Tisn't mine by

rights," he said to himself. " Why the devil

didn't they take it ?—I don't want what

don't belong to me." Moved by a recollec-

tion he took the watch to the maker's just

ojDposite, sold it there and then for what the

tradesman offered, and went with the pro-

ceeds to one among the smaller of his

creditors, a cottager of Dummerford, in

straitened circumstances, to whom he handed

the money.

When everything was ticketed that Hen-

chard liad owned, and the auctions were in

progress, there was quite a sympathetic re-

action in the town, w^hicli till then for some

time past had done nothing but condemn

him. Now that Henchard's whole career

was pictured distinctly to his neighbours,

and they could see how admirably he had

used his one talent of energy to create a

position of affluence out of absolutely nothing

—which was really all he could show when
he came to the town as a journeyman hay-

trusser, with his wimble and knife in his

basket—they wondered, and regretted his

fall.

Try as she might, Elizabeth could never
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meet with liim. Slie believed in liim still,

thougli nobody else did ; and she wanted to

be allowed to forgive him for his roughness to

her, and to help him in his trouble.

She wrote to him ; he did not reply. She

then went to his house—the great liouse she

had lived in so happily for a time—with its

front of dun brick, vitrified here and there,

and its heavv sash-bars—but Henchard was
1/

to be found there no more. The ex-Mayor

had left the home of his prosperity, and gone

into Jopp's cottage by the Priory Mill—the

sad purlieu to wdiich he had wandered on the

night of his discovery that she was not liis

daughter. Thither she went.

Elizabeth thought it odd that he had fixed

on this spot to retire to, but assumed that

necessity had no choice. Trees which seemed

old enough to have been planted by the

friars still stood around, and the back hatch

of the original mill yet formed a cascade

which had raised its terrific roar for centuries.

The cottage itself was built of old stones from

the long-dismantled Priory, scraps of tracery,

moulded window-jambs, and arch-labels, being

mixed in with the rubble of the walls.

In this cottage he occupied a couple of
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rooms, Jopp, whom Henchard had employed,

abused, cajoled, and dismissed by turns, being

the householder. But even here her step-

father could not be seen.

" Not by his daughter ? "' pleaded Eliza-

beth.

" By nobody—at present : that's his order,"

she was informed.

Afterwards she was passing by the corn-

stores and hay-barns which had been the

headquarters of his business. She knew that

he ruled there no longer ; but it was with

amazement that she regarded the familiar

gateway. A smear of decisive lead-coloured

paint had been laid on to obliterate Hen-

chard's name, though its letters dimly

loomed through like ships in a fog. Over

these, in fresh white, spread the name of

Farfrae.

Abel Whittle was edging his skeleton in at

the wicket, and she said, "Mr. Farfrae is

master here ?

"

"Yaas, Miss Henchet," he said, *'Mr.

Farfrae have bought the concern and all of

we work-folk with it ; and 'tis better for us

than 'twas—thougli I shouldn't say that to

you as a daughter-law. We work harder,
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but we bain't made afeard now. It was fear

made mj few poor hairs so thin. Xo busting-

out, no slamming of doors, no meddUng with

yer eternal soul and all that ; and though 'tis

a shilling a week less I'm the richer man ; for

what's all the world if yer mind is always

in a larry, Miss Henchet ?

"

The intelligence was in a general sense

true ; and Henchard's stores, which had

remained in a paralyzed condition during

the settlement of his banlvruptcy, were stirred

into activity again when the new tenant had

possession. Thenceforward the full sacks,

looped with the shining chain, went scurry-

ing up and down under the cat-head, hairy

arms were thrust out from the different door-

ways, and the grain was hauled in ; trusses

of hay were tossed anew in and out of the

barns, and ihe wimbles creaked ; while the

scales and steelyards began to be busy where

guess-work had formerly been the rule.
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CHAPTER IX.

Two bridges stood near the lower part of

Casterbrido'e town.o
The first, of weather-stained brick, was

immediately at the end of High Street,

where a diverging branch of that thorough-

fare ran round to the low-lymg Dummerford

lanes ; so that the precincts of the bridge

formed the merging point of respectability

and indigence. The second bridge, of stone,

was further out on the highway—in fact,

fairly in the meadows, though still within the

town boundary.

These bridges had speaking countenances.

Every projection in each was worn down to

obtuseness, partly by weather, more by

friction from generations of loungers, whose

toes and heels had from year to year made

restless movements against these parapets as

they had stood there meditating on the aspect

of affairs. In the case of the more friable

bricks and stones even the flat faces were
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worn into hollows bj the same mixed

mechanism. The masonry of the top was

clamped with iron at each joint ; since it had

l^een no uncommon thing for desperate men
to wrench the coping off and throw it down

the river, in reckless defiance of the magis-

trates.

For to this pair of bridges gravitated all

the failures of the town ; those who had

failed in business, in love, in sobriety, in

crime. Why the unhappy hereabout usually

chose the brids^es for their meditations in

preference to a railing, a. gate, or a stile, was

not so clear.

There was a marked difference of quality

between the personages who haunted the

near bridge of brick, and the personages who
haunted the far one of stone. Those of

lowest character preferred the former, adjoin-

ing the town ; they did not mind the glare of

the public eye. They had been of compara-

tively no account during their successes ; and,

though they might feel dispirited, they had no

particular sense of shame in their ruin.

Their hands were mostly kept in their

pockets ; they wore a leather strap round

their waists, and boots that required a great
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deal of lacing, but seemed never to get any.

Instead of sighing at their adversities they

spat, and instead of saying the iron had

entered into their souls they said they were

down on their luck. Jopp in his times of

distress had often stood here ; so had Mother

Cuxsom, Christopher Coney, and poor Abel

Whittle.

The miscrables who stood on the remoter

bridge were of a politer stamp. They in-

cluded bankrupts, hypochondriacs, persons

who were what is called " out of a situation
"

from fault or lucklessness, the inefficient of

the professional class—shabby-genteel men,

who did not know how to get rid of the

weary time between breakfast and dinner,

and the yet more weary time between dinner

and dark. The eyes of this group were

mostly directed over the parapet upon the

running water below. A man seen there

looking thus fixedly into the river was pretty

sure to be one whom the Avorld did not treat

kindly for some reason or other. While

those in straits on the townward bridge did

not mind who saw them so, and kept their

backs to the parapet to survey the passers-by,

those in straits on this never faced the road,

i
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never turned their heads at coming footsteps,

but, sensitive to their condition, watched the

current whenever a stranger approached, as if

some strange fish interested them, though

every finned thing had been poached out of

the river years before.

There and thus they would muse ; if their

grief were the grief of oppression they would

wish themselves kings ; if their grief were

poverty, wish themselves millionaires ; if sin,

they would wish they were saints or angels
;

if despised love, that they were some much-

courted Adonis of county fame. Some had

been known to stand and think so loner

with this fixed gaze downward, that even-

tually they had allowed their poor carcases to

follow that gaze ; and they were discovered

the next morning in the pool beneath out of

reach of their troubles.

To this bridge came Henchard as the other

unfortunates had come before him, his way
thither being by the riverside path on the

chilly edge of the town. Here he was stand-

ing one windy afternoon when Dummerford
church clock struck five. While the gusts

were bringing the notes to his ears across the

damp intervening flat a man passed behind

VOL. II. I
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liim, and greeted Hencliard by name. Hen-

chard turned slightly, and saw that the comer

was Jopp, his old foreman, now employed

elsewhere, to whom, though he hated him, he

had gone for lodgings because Jopp was the

one man in Casterbridge whose observation

and opinion the fallen corn-merchant despised

to the point of indifference.

Henchard returned him a scarcely per-

ceptible nod, and Jopp stopped.

"He and she are o-one into their new house

to-day," said Jopp.

'^Oh," said Henchard, absently. "Which
house is that ?

"

" Your old one."

" Gone into my house ?
" And, starting

up, Henchard added, " My house of all others

in the town !

"

" Well, as somebody was sure to live there,

and you couldn't, it can do ye no harm that

he's the man."

It was quite true : he felt that it was doing

him no harm. Farfrae, who had already taken

the yards and stores, had acquired possession

of the house for the obvious convenience of

its contiguity. And yet this act of his taking

up residence within those roomy chambers
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while he, then' former tenant, hved hi a

cottage, galled him indescribably.

Jopp continued :
" And you heard of that

fellow who bought all the best furniture at

your sale ? He was bidding for no other than

Farfrae all the while. It has never been

moved out of the house, as he'd akeady got

the lease."

" My furniture too ! Surely he'll buy my
body and soul likewise."

" There's no saying he won't, if you be

willing to sell." And having planted these

wounds in the heart of his once imperious

master, Jopp went on his way ; while Hen-

chard stared and stared into the racing

river till the bridge seemed moving backward

with him.

The low land grew blacker, and the sky a

deeper grey. When the landscape looked

like a picture blotted in with ink, another

traveller approached the great stone bridge.

He was driving a gig, his direction being also

townwards. On the round of the middle of

the arch the gig stopped. " Mr. Henchard ?
"

came from it in the voice of Farfrae. Hen-

chard turned his face.

Finding that he had guessed rightly,

I 2
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Farfrae told the man who accompanied him

to drive home ; while he alighted, and went

up to his former friend.

" I have heard that you think of emigrating,

Mr. Henchard/' he said. *' Is it true ? I have

a real reason for askino\"

Henchard withheld his answer for several

instants, and then said, " Yes ; it is true. I

am going where you were going to a few

years ago, when I prevented you and got you

to bide here. 'Tis turn and turn about, isn't

it ? Do ye mind how we stood like this on

the bridge when I persuaded ye to stay ?

You then stood without a chattel to your

name, and I was the master of the house

in Corn Street. But now I stand without

a stick or a rag, and the master of that house

is you."

^* Yes, yes ; it is so. Such is the course

of things," said Farfrae.

*' Ha, ha, true !
" cried Henchard, throwing

himself into a mood of jocularity. " Up and

down ! I'm used to it. What's the odds after

aUl"

'^Kow listen to me, if it's no taking up

your time," said Farfrae, "just as I listened

to you. Don't go. Stay at home."
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''But I can do nothing else, man," said

Henchard scornfully. "The little money I

have will just keep body and soul together

for a few weeks, and no more. I have not

felt inclined to go back to journey-work yet

:

l3ut I can't stay doing nothing, and my best

chance is elsewhere."

" No ; but what I propose is this—if ye

will listen. Come and live in your old house.

We can spare some rooms very well—I am
sure my wife would not mind it at all—until

there's an opening for ye."

Henchard started. Probably the picture

drawn by the unsuspecting Donald of himself

under the same roof with Lucetta was too

striking to be received with ec[uanimity.

" Xo, no," he said gruffly ;
" we should

quarrel."

" You should hae a part to yourself," said

Farfrae ;
" and nobody would interrupt you.

It will be healthier than down there by the

river where you live now."

Still Henchard refused. " You don't know
what you ask," he said. " However, I can do

no less than thank ye."

They walked into the town together side

by side, as they had done when Henchard
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persuaded the young Scotchman to remain,
'' Will you come in and have some supper V^

said Farfrae, when they reached the middle

of the town where their paths diverged right

and left.

"No, no."

" By-the-by, I had nearly forgot. I bought

a good deal of your furniture."

" So I have heard."

" Well, it was no that I wanted it so very

much for myself; but I Avish ye to pick out

all that you care to have—such things as may
be endeared to ye by associations, or par-

ticularly suited to your use. And take them

to your own house—it will not be depriving

me ; we can do with less very well, and I

will have plenty of opportunities of getting

more."

" What—give it to me for nothing ?
" said

Henchard. "But you paid the creditors

for it."

" Ah, yes ; but maybe it's worth more to

you than it is to me."

Henchard was a little moved. " I—some-

times think I've wronged ye
!

" he said, in

tones which showed the disquietude that the

night shades hid in his face. He shook
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Farfrae abruptly by the band, and hastened

away as if unwilling to betray himself further.

Farfrae saw him turn through the thorough-

fare into Bull Stake and vanish down towards

the Priory Mill.

Meanwhile Elizabeth-Jane, in an upper

room no larger than the Prophet's chamber,

and with the silk attire of her palmy days

packed away in a box, was netting with

great industry between the hours which she

devoted to studying such books as she could

get hold of.

Her lodgings being nearly opposite her step-

father's former residence, now Farfrae's, she

could see Donald and Lucetta SDeedino; in

and out of their door with all the bounding

enthusiasm of their situation. She avoided

looking that way as much as possible, but it

was hardly in human nature to kee]3 the eyes

averted when the door slammed.

While living on thus quietly she heard the

news that Henchard had caught cold and was

confined to his room—possibly a result of

standing about the meads in damjD weather.

She went off to his house at once. This time

she was determined not to be denied admit-

tance, and made her way upstairs. He was
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sitting up in the bed with a great-coat round

him, and at first resented her intrusion.

'' Go away—go away," he said. "I don't Hke

to see ye !

"

" But, father
"

*^ I don't hke to see ye," he repeated.

However, the ice was broken, and she

remained. She made the room more com-

fortable, gave directions to the people below,

and by the time she went away had reconciled

her stepfather to her visiting him.

The effect, either of her ministrations or of

her mere presence, was a rapid recovery. He
soon was well enough to go out ; and now
things seemed to wear a new colour in his

eyes. He no longer thought of emigration,

and thought more of Elizabeth. The having

nothing to do made him more dreary than

any other circumstance ; and one day, with

better views of Farfrae than he had held for

some time, and a sense that honest work was

not a thing to be ashamed of, he stoically

went down to Farfrae's yard and asked to be

taken on as a journeyman hay-trusser. He
was engaged at once.

This Mring of Henchard was done through

a foreman, Farfrae feeling that it was un-
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desirable to come personally in contact with

the ex-cornfactor more than was absolutely

necessary. While anxious to help him he ^Yas

well aware by this time of his uncertain

temper, and thought reserved relations best.

For the same reason, his orders to Henchard

to proceed to this and that country farm

trussing in the usual way were always given

through a third person.

For a time these arrangements worked well,

it being the custom to truss in the respective

stack-yards, before bringing it away, the hay

bought at the different farms about the neio-h-

bourhood ; so that Henchard was often absent

at such places the whole week long. When
this was all done, and Henchard had become

in a measure broken in, he came to work

daily on the home premises like the rest.

And thus the once flourishinof merchant and

Mayor and what not stood as a day-labourer

in the barns and granaries he formerly had

owned.

"I have worked as a journeyman before

now, han't I ?
" he would say in his defiant

way; ''and why shouldn't I do it again?"

But he looked a far different journeyman from

the one he had been in his earlier days. Then
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he had worn clean, suitable clothes, light and

cheerful m hue ; leggings yellow as marigolds,

corduroys immaculate as new flax, and a

neckerchief like a flower-garden. Now he

w^ore the remains of an old blue cloth suit of

his gentlemanly times, a rusty silk hat, and a

once black satin stock, soiled and shabby.

Clad thus, he went to and fro, still compara-

tively an active man—for he was not much
over forty—and saw with the other men in

the yard Donald Farfrae going in and out the

green door that led to the garden, and the

big house, and Lucetta.

At the beginning of the winter it was

rumoured about Casterbridge that Mr. Far-

frae, already in the Town Council, was to be

proposed for Mayor in a year or two.
*' Yes ; she was Avise, she was wise in her

generation !
" said Henchard to himself when

he heard of this one day on his way to Far-

frae's hay-barn. He thought it over as he

wimbled Iiis bonds, and the piece of news

acted as a reviviscent breath to that old view

of his—of Donald Farfrae as his triumphant

rival who rode rough-shod over him.

" A fellow of his age going to be Mayor,

indeed !
" he murmured with a corner-drawn
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smile on his mouth. " But 'tis her money

that floats en upward. Ha-ha—how oust

odd it is ! Here be I, his former master,

Avorkino- for him as man, and he the man
standing as master, with my house and my
furniture and my intended wife all his own."

He repeated these things a hundred times

a day. During the whole period of his

acquaintance with Lucetta he had never

wished to claim her as his own so desperately

as he now reo-retted her loss. It was no

mercenary hankering after her fortune that

moved him ; though that fortune had been the

means of makino; her so much the more desired

by giving her the air of independence and

sauciness which attracts men of his compo-

sition. It had given her servants, house,

and fine clothino-—a setting that invested

Lucetta with a startling novelty in the eyes

of him who had known her in her narrow

days.

He accordingly lapsed into moodiness, and

at every allusion to the possibility of Farfrae's

near election to the municipal chair his former

hatred of the Scotchman returned. Concur-

rently with this he underw^ent a moral cliange.

It resulted in his significantly saying every
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now and then, in tones of recklessness, " Only

a fortnight more I

"—" Only a dozen days !

"

and so forth, lessening his figures day by

day.

"Why d'ye say only a dozen days'?"

asked Solomon Longways as he worked

beside Henchard in the granary weighing

oats.

"Because in tv/elve days I shall be re-

leased from my oath."

"What oath?" r

" The oath to drink no spirituous liquid.

In twelve days it will be twenty years since

I swore it, and then I mean to enjoy myself,

please God."

Elizabeth-Jane sat at her window one

Sunday, and while there she heard in the

street below a conversation which introduced

Henchard's name. She was wondering what

was the matter, when a third person who
was passing by asked the question in her

mind.

"Michael Henchard have busted out

drinking after taking nothing for twenty

years."

Elizabeth - Jane jumped up, put on her

things, and went out.
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CHAPTER X.

At this date there prevailed in Casterbridge

a convivial custom—scarcely recognized as

such, yet none the less established. On the

afternoon of every Sunday a large contingent

of the Casterbridge journeymen—steady

church-goers and sedate characters—having

attended service, filed from the church doors

across the way to the King of Prussia Inn.

The rear was usually brought up by the

choir, with their bass-viols, fiddles, and flutes

under their arms.

The great point, the point of honour, on

these sacred occasions was for each man to

strictly limit himself to half-a-pint of liquor.

This scrupulosity was so well understood by
the landlord, that the whole company was
served in cups of that measure. They were

all exactly alike—straight-sided, with leafless

lime-trees done in eel-brown on the sides

—

one towards the drinker's lips, the other con-

fronting his comrade. To wonder how many
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of these cups the landlord possessed alto-

gether was a favourite exercise of children in

the marvellous. Forty at least might have

been seen at these times in the large room,

forming a ring round the margin of the great

sixteen-legged oak table, like the monolithic

circle at Stonehenge in its pristine days.

Outside and above the forty cups came a

circle of forty smoke-jets from forty clay

pipes ; outside the pipes the countenances of

the forty church-goers, supported at the back

by a circle of forty chairs.

The conversation was not the conversation

of week days, but a thing altogether finer in

point and higher in tone. They invariably

discussed the sermon, dissecting it, weighing

it, as above or below the average—the general

tendency being to regard it as a scientific feat

or performance which had no relation to their

own lives, except as between critics and the

thing criticized. The bass-viol player and

the clerk usually spoke with more authority

than the rest on account of their official

connection with the preacher.

Now the King of Prussia was the inn

chosen by Henchard as the place for closing

his long term of dramless years. He had so
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timed his entry as to be well established in

the large room by the time the forty church-

goers entered to their customary cups. The

flush upon his face proclaimed at once that

the vow of twenty years had lapsed, and the

era of recklessness begun anew. He was

seated on a small table, drawn up to the side

of the massive oak board reserved for the

churchmen, a few of whom nodded to him as

they took their places, and said, " How-

be ye, Mr. Henchard ? Quite a stranger

here."

Henchard did not take the trouble to reply

for a few moments, and his eyes rested on his

stretched-out legs and boots. "Yes,"' he said

at length; "that's true. I've been down in

spirit for weeks ; some of ye know the cause.

I am better now ; but not quite serene. I

want you fellows of the choir to strike up a

tune ; and what ^\ith that and' this brew of

Stannidge's I am in hopes of getting alto-

gether out of my minor key."

" With all my heart," said the first fiddle.

" We've let back our strino;s, that's true ;

but we can soon pull em up again. Sound
A, neighbours, and give the man a stave."

" I don't care a curse what the words be,"
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said Hencliarcl. " Hymns, ballets, or ranti-

pole rubbish ; the liogue's March or the

cherubim's Avarble
—

'tis all the same to me
if 'tis good harmony, and well put out."

"Well—heh, heh—it may be we can do

that, and not a man among us that have sat

in the gallery less than twenty year," said

the leader of the band. "As 'tis Sunday,

neighbours, suppose we raise the fourth

Psa'am, to Samuel AVakely's tune, as improved

by me ?

"

" Hang Samuel Wakely's tune as improved

by thee !
" said Henchard. " Chuck across

one of you]' psalters—old Wiltshire is the

only tune worth singing—the psalm-tune that

would make my blood ebb and ilovv' like the

sea when I was a steady chap. I'll lind some

words to fit en." He took one of the psalters,

and began turning over the leaves.

Chancino' to look out of the window at

that moment^ he saw a flock of people passing

by, and perceived them to be the congrega-

tion of the upper church, now just dismissed,

their sermon having been a longer one than

that the lower parish was favoured with.

Among the rest of the leading inhabitants

walked Mr. Councillor Farfrae, with Lucetta
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upon his arm, the observed and imitated of

all the smaller tradesmen's womankind.

Henchard's mouth changed a little, and he

continued to turn over the leaves.

" Now then," he said, " Psalm the Hundred-

and-Ninth, to the tune of Wiltshire : verses

ten to fifteen. I gie ye the words :

" His seed shall orphans be, his wife

A widow plunged in grief;

His vagrant children beg their bread

Where none can give relief,

" His ill-got riches shall be made
To usurers a prey

;

The fruit of all his toil shall be

By strangers borne away.

" !N"one shall be found that to his wants

Their mercy will extend,

Or to his helpless orphan seed

The least assistance lend.

" A swift destruction soon shall seize

On his unhappy race
;

And the next age his hated name
Shall utterly deface."

" I know the Psa'am—I know the Psa'am !

"

said the leader hastily ;
" but I would as lief

not sine: it. 'Twasn't made for sino-incr. We
chose it once when the gipsies stole the pa'son's

mare, thinking to please him, but he were

quite upset. Whatever Servant David wer

VOL. II. K
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thinkincr about when lie made a Psalm that

nobody can sing without disgracing himself,

I can't fathom ! Now then, the Fourth

Psalm, to Samuel Wakely's tune, as improved

by me.''

*' 'Od seize your sauce—I tell ye to sing

the Hundred-and-Ninth, to Wiltshire, and

shig it you shall !
" roared Hencliard. "Not

a single one of all the droning crew of ye

goes out of this room till that Psalm is sung 1

"

He slipped off the table, seized the poker, and

going to the door placed his back against it.

" Now then, go ahead, if you don't w^ish to

have your oust pates broken !

"

" Don't 'ee, don't 'ee take on so !—As -'tis

the Sabbath-day, and 'tis Servant David's

words and not; ours, perhaps we don't mind

for once, hey ?
" said one of the terrified choir,

lookins: round upon the rest. So the instru-

ments v/ere runed and the comminatory

verses sung.

" Thank ye, thank ye," said Henchard

in a softened voice, his eyes growing

downcast, and his manner that of a man
much moved by the strains. " Don't you

blame David," he went on in low tones,

shaking his head without raising his eyes.
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^^ He knew what he was about when he

wrote that. If I could afford it, be hanged

if I wouldn't keep a church choir at my own
expense to play and sing to me at these low,

dark times of my life. But the bitter thing

is that when I was rich I didn't need what I

could have, and now I be poor I can't have

what I need !

*'

While they paused, Lucetta and Farfrae

passed again, this time homeward, it being

their custom to take, like others, a short

walk out on the highway and back, between

church and tea-time. '' There's the man
we've been sino-ino- about," said Henchard.

The players and singers turned their heads,

and saw his meaning.
" Heaven forbid !

" said the bass-player.

" 'Tis the man,'"' repeated Henchard

doggedly.
' Then if I'd known," said the performer

on the clarionet solemnly, *' that 'twas meant

for a living man, nothing should liave drawn

out of my wynd-pipe the breath for that

Psalm, so help me !

"

" Nor from mine," said the first singer.

" But, thought I, as it was made so long ago,

and so far away, perhaps there isn't much in

K 2
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it, SO I'll oblige a neiglibour ; for there's

nothing to be said against the tune."

"Ah, my boys, you've sung it," cried Hen-

chard triumphantly. " As for him, it was

partly by his songs that he got over me, and

heaved me out I could double him

up hke that—and yet I don't." He laid the

poker across his knee, bent it as if it were a

twig, flung it down, and came away from the

door.

It was at this time that Elizabeth-Jane,,

having heard where her stepfather was,

entered the room with a pale and agonized

countenance. The choir and the rest of the

company moved off, in accordance with their

half-pint regulation. Elizabetli-Jane went

up to Henchard, and entreated him to accom-

pany her home.

By this hour the volcanic fires of his nature

had burnt down, and having drunk no great

quantity as yet, he was inclined to acquiesce.

She took his arm, and together they went

on. Henchard walked blankly, like a blind

man, repeating to himself the last words of

the singers :

*' And the next age his hated name
Shall utterly deface."
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At length he said to her, " I am a man to my
word. I liave kept my oath for twenty years ;

and now I can drink with a good conscience.

.... If I don't do for him—well, I am a

fearful practical joker when I choose. He
has taken away everything from me, and
by heavens, if I meet him I won't answer for

my deeds !

"

These half-uttered words alarmed Elizabeth

—all the more by reason of the still determi-

nation of Henchard's mien.

"What will you do?" she asked cau-

tiously, while trembling with disquietude,

and guessing Henchard's allusion only too

well.

Henchard did not answer, and they went
'On till they had reached his cottage. " May
I come in ? " she said.

" Xo, no ; not to-day," said Henchard

;

and she went away ; feeling that to caution

Farfrae was almost lier duty, as it was cer-

tainly her strong desire.

As on the Sunday, so on the weekdays,

Farfrae and Lucetta might have been seen

flitting about the town like two buttei'flies

—

or rather like a bee and a buttei-fly in

league for life. She seemed to take no
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pleasure in going anywhere except in her

husband's company ; and hence when business

would not permit him to waste an afternoon

she remained indoors, waiting for the time to

pass till his return, her face being visible to

Elizabeth-Jane from her window aloft. The
latter, however, did not say to herself that

Farfrae should be thankful for such devotion

^

But, full of her reading, she cited Eosalind's

exclamation :
" Mistress, know yourself

;

down on your knees and thank heaven fast-

ing for a good man's love."

She kept her eye upon Henchard also.

One day he answered her inquiry for his

health by saying that he could not endure

Abel Whittle's pitying eyes upon him while

they worked together in the yard. ''He is

such a fool," said Henchard, " that he can

never get out of his mind the time when I

was master there."

" I'll come and wimble for you instead of

him, if you will allow me," said she. Her
motive on going to the yard was to get an

opportunity of observing the general position

of affairs on Farfrae's premises now that her

stepfather was a workman there. Henchard's

threats had alarmed her so much, that she
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wished to see his behaviour when the two

were face to face.

For two or three days after her arrival

Donald did not make any appearance. Then

one afternoon the green door opened, and

through came, first Farfrae, and at his heels

Lucetta. Donald brought his wife forward

without hesitation, it being obvious that he

had no suspicion whatever of any antecedents

in common between her and the now journey-

man hay-trusser.

Henchard did not turn his eyes towards

either of the pair, keeping them fixed on the

bond he twisted as if that alone absorbed him.

A feeling of delicacy, which even prompted

Farfrae to avoid anything that might seem

like triumphing over a fallen rival, led him to

keep away from the hay-barn where Hen-

chard and his daughter were working, and to

go on to the corn department. Meanwhile

Lucetta, never having been informed that

Henchard had entered her husband's service,

rambled straight on to the barn, where she

came suddenly upon Henchard, and gave

vent to a little " Oh !

" which the happy and

busy Donald was too far off to hear.

Henchard, with withering humility of de-
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meanour, touched the brim of his hat to her

as Whittle and the rest had done, to which

she breathed a dead-alive " Good afternoon."

" I beg your pardon, ma'am ?
" said Hen-

chard, as if he had not heard.

" I said good afternoon," she ialtered.

" yes, good afternoon, ma am,' he replied,

touching his hat again. '' I am glad to see

you, ma'am." Lucetta looked embarrassed,

and Henchard continued :
*^ For we humble

workmen here feel it a great honour that a

lady should look in and take an interest

in us.""

She glanced at him entreatingly ; the

sarcasm was too bitter, too unendurable.

"Can you tell me the time, ma'am?" he

cisked.

" Yes," she said hastily ;
" half-past four."

" Thank ye. An hour and a half longer

before we are released from work. Ah,

ma'am, we of the lower classes know nothing

of the gay leisure that such as you enjoy."

As soon as she could do so Lucetta left

him, nodded and smiled to Elizabeth-Jane,

and joined her husband at the other end of

the enclosure, where she could be seen lead-

ing him away by the outer gates, so as to
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avoid passing Hencharcl again. That she

had been taken by surprise was obvious.

The result of this casual rencounter was,

that the next morning a note was put into

Henchard's hand by the postman.

"Will you," said Lucetta, with as much

bitterness as she could put into a small

communication, "will you kindly undertake

not to speak to me in the biting undertones

you used to-day, if I walk through the yard

at any time ? I bear you no ill-will, and I

am only too glad that you should have em-

ployment of my dear husband ; but in

common fairness treat me as his wife, and

do not try to make me wretched by covert

words. I have committed no crime, and

done you no injury."

"Poor fool!" said Henchard with fond

savao^erv, holdino- out the note. " To know

no better than commit herself in writing like

this ! Why, if I were to show that to her

dear husband—pooh !

" He threw the letter

into the fire.

Lucetta took care not to come again among

the hay and corn. She would rather have

died than run the risk of encountering

Henchard at such close quarters a second
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time. The gulf between them was growing

wider every day. Farfrae was always con-

siderate to his fallen acquaintance ; but it

was impossible that he should, not by

degrees, cease to regard the ex-corn merchant

as more than one of his other workmen.

Henchard saw this, and concealed his feelings

under a cover of stolidity, fortifying his heart

by drinking more freely at the King of

Prussia every evening.

Often did Elizabeth-Jane, in her endea-

vours to prevent his taking other liquor,

carry tea to him in a little basket at five

o'clock. Arriving one day on this errand, she

found her stepfather was measuring up clover-

seed and rape-seed in the corn-stores on the

tojD floor, and she ascended to him. Each

floor had a door opening into the air under a

cat-head, from which a chain dangled for

hoisting the sacks.

When Elizabeth's head rose through the

trap she perceived that the upper door was

open, and that her stepfather and Farfrae

stood just v/ithin it in conversation, Farfrae

being nearest the dizzy edge, and Henchard

a little way behind. Not to interrupt them

she remained on the steps without raising her
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head any higher. While waiting thus she

saw—or fancied she saw, for she had a terror

of feeUng certain—her stepfather slowly raise

his hand to a level behind Farfraes shoulders,

a curious expression taking possession of his

face. The young man was quite unconscious

of the action, which was so indirect that, if

Farfrae had observed it, he might almost

have regarded it as an idle outstretchmg of

the arm. But it would have been possible,

by a comparatively light touch, to push Farfrae

off his balance, and send liim head over heels

into the air.

Elizabeth felt quite sick at heart on

thinking of what this migld have meant.

As soon as they turned she mechanically

took the tea to him, left it, and went away.

Pteflectinnr, she endeavoured to assure herself

that the movement was an idle eccentricity,

and no more. Yet, on the otiier hand, his

subordinate position in an establishment

where he once had been master might Ije

acting on him like an irritant poison ; and she

finallv resolved to caution Donald.
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CHAPTER XL

Next morning, accordingly, she rose at five

o'clock, and went into the street. It was not

yet light ; a dense fog prevailed, and the

town was as silent as it was dark, except

that from the rectano-ular avenues which

framed in the borough there came a chorus

of tiny rappings, caused by the fall of

water drops condensed on the boughs ; now
it was wafted from the West Walk, now
from the South Walk ; and then from both

quarters simultaneously. She moved on to

the bottom of Corn Street, and, knowing his

time well, waited only a few minutes before

she heard the familiar bang of his door, and

then his quick walk towards her. She met

him at the point where the last tree of the

engirdling avenue flanked the last house in

the street.

He could hardly discern her till, glancing

inquiringly, he said, "What—Miss Henchard

—and are ye up so early ?

"
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She askecl liim to pardon her for waylaying

him at such an unseemly time. '^ But I am
anxious to mention somethino^," she said.

"And I wished not to alarm Mrs. Farfrae by
callinof."

'•' Yes r' said he, with the cheeriness of a

superior. *' And what may it be ? It s very

kind of ye, I'm sure."

She now felt the difficulty of conveyin cr to

his mind the exact aspect of possibilities in

her own. But she somehow beo-an, and
introduced Henchard's name. " I sometimes

fear," she said with an effort, " that he may
be betrayed into some attempt to—insult you,

sir."

" But we are the best of friends."

*' Or to play some practical joke upon

you, sir. Eemember that he has been hardly

used."

"But we are quite friendly."

" Or to do something—that would injure

you—hurt you—wound you." Every word
cost her twice its length of pain. And she

could see that Farfrae was still incredulous.

Henchard, a poor man in his employ, was
not, to Farfrae's view, the Henchard who had

ruled him. Yet he was not only the same
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man, but that man with the sinister qualities

formerly latent quickened into life by his

buffetings.

Farfrae, happy, and thinking no evil, per-

sisted in making light of her fears. Thus

they parted, and she went homeward, jour-

neymen now being in the street, waggoners

going to the harness-makers for articles left

to be repaired, farm-horses going to the

shoeinQ-'Smiths, and the sons of labour beino-

generally on the move. Elizabeth entered

her lodging unhappily, thinking she had done

no good, and only made herself appear foolish

by her weak note of warning.

But Donald Farfrae was one of those men
upon whom an incident is never absolutely

lost. He revised impressions from a subse-

quent point of view, and the impulsive

judgment of the moment was not always his

permanent one. The vision of Elizabeth's

earnest face in the rimy dawn came back to

him several times during the day. Knowing

the solidity of her character, he did not treat

her hints altogether as idle sounds.

But he did not desist from a kindly scheme

on Henchard's account that engaged him just

then ; and when he met Lawyer Joyce, the
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town-clerk, later in the clay, he spoke of it

as if nothing had occuiTed to damp it.

'^ About that little seedsman's shop," he

said ; "the shop overlooking the churchyard,

which is to let. It is not for myself I want

it ; but for oar unlucky fellow-townsman,

Henchard. It w^ould be a new beo^innino:

for him, if a small one ; and I have told the

Council that I w^ould head a private sub-

scription among them to set him up in it

—

that I would be fifty pounds, if they would

make up the other fifty among them."

"Yes, yes; so I've heard; and there's

nothing to say against it for that matter,"'

the town-clerk replied, in his plain, frank

way. "But, Farfrae, others see what you

don't. Henchard hates ye—ay, hates ye

;

and 'tis right that you should know it. To
my knowledge he was at the King of Prussia

last night, saying in public that about you
which a man ought not to say about another."

" Is it so—and is it so !
" said Farfrae,

looking down. " Why should he do it ? " added

the young man, bitterly ;
" what harm have

I done him that he should try to wrong me ?
"

" God only knows," said Joyce, lifting his

eyebrows. "' It shows much long-sufferino- in
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you to put up with him, and keep him in your

employ."
'• But I cannet discharge a man who was

once a good friend to me. How can I forget

that when I came here 'twas he enabled me
to make a footing for myself ? No, no. As
long as I've a day's wark to offer he shall do

it if he chooses. 'Tis not I who will deny him

such a little as that. But I'll drop the idea

of establishing him in a shop till I can think

more about it."

It grieved Farfrae much to give up this

scheme. But a damp having been thrown

over it by these and other voices in the air,

he went and countermanded his orders. The

then occupier of the shop was in it when

Farfrae spoke to him, and feeling it necessary

to give some explanation of his withdrawal

from the negotiation, Donald mentioned

Henchard's name, and stated that the inten-

tions of the Council had been changed.

The occupier was much disappointed, and

straightway informed Henchard, as soon as

he saw him, that a scheme of the Council for

setting him up in a shop had been knocked

on the head by Farfrae. And thus out of

error enmity grew.
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When Farfrae got indoors that evening

the tea-kettle was singing on the high hob

of the semi-egg-shaped grate. Lucetta,

light as a sylph, ran forward and seized his

hands, whereupon Farfrae duly kissed her.

" Oh ! " she cried playfully, turning to the

window. " See—the blinds are not drawn

down, and the people can look in—what a

scandal !

"

When the candles were lighted, the cur-

tains drawn, and the twain sat at tea, she

noticed that he looked serious. Without

directly inquiring why, she let her eyes linger

solicitously on his face.

" Who has called ? " he absently asked.

" Any folk for me 1
"

" No," said Lucetta. " What's the matter,

Donald ?
"

" Well—nothing worth talking of," he

responded sadly.

" Then, never mind it. You will get

through it. Scotchmen are always lucky."

" No—not always !
" he said, shaking his

head gloomily as he contemplated a crumb on

the table. " I know many who have not been

so ! There was Sandy Macfarlane, who
started to America to try his fortune, and he

VOL. II. L
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was drowned ; and Archibald Leith, lie was

murdered ! And poor Willie Dunbleeze

and Maitland Macfreeze—they fell into

bad courses, and went the way of all

such !

"

"Why—you old goosey—I was only

speaking in a general sense, of course. You
are always so literal. Now when we have

finished tea, sing me that funny song about

high-heeled shoon and siller tags, and the

one-and-forty wooers."

" No, no. I couldna sing to night ! It's

Henchard—he hates me ; so that I may not

be his friend if I would. I would understand

why there should be a wee bit envy ; but I

cannot see a reason for the whole intensity of

what he feels. Now can you, Lucetta ? It is

more like old-fashioned rivalry in love than

just a bit of rivalry in trade."

Lucetta had grown somewhat wan. " No,"

she replied.

" I give him employment—I cannot refuse

it. But neither can I blind myself to the

fact that with a man of passions such as his,

there is no safeguard for conduct !

"

"What have you heard—oh Donald,

dearest ? " said Lucetta in alarm. The words
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on her lips were '^ anything about me \
''—

but she did not utter them. She could not,

however, suppress her agitation, and her eyes

filled with tears.

'' No, no—it is not so serious as ye

fancy," declared Farfrae soothingly ; though

he did not know its seriousness so well as

she.

" I wish you would do what we have talked

of," mournfully remarked Lucetta. *' Give

up business, and go away from here. We
have plenty of money, and ^vhy should we
stay ?

"

Farfrae seemed seriously disposed to

discuss this move, and they talked thereon

till a visitor was announced. Their neighbour

Alderman Vatt came in.

" You've heard, I suppose, of poor Dr.

Chalkfield's death ? Yes—died this after-

noon at ^ve," said Mr. Vatt. Chalkfield

was the Councilman who had succeeded to

the Mayoralty in the preceding November.

Farfrae was sorry at the intelligence, and

Mr. Vatt continued :
" Well, we know, lie's

been going some days, and as his family is

well provided for we must take it all as it

is. Now I have called to ask ye this—([uite

L 2
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privately. If I sliould nominate ye to succeed

him, and there should be no particular opposi-

tion, will ye accept the chair ?
"

" But there are folk whose turn is before

mine ; and I'm over young, and may be

thought pushing ? " said Farfrae after a

pause.

" Not at all. I don't speak for myself

only, several have named it. You w^on't

refuse ?

"

'• We thought of going awa}^" interposed

Lucetta, looking at Farfrae anxiously.

"It was only a fancy," Farfrae murmured.
" I wouldna refuse if it is the wish of a

respectable majority in the Council."

'• Very well, then, look upon yourself

as elected. We have had old men long

enough."

When he was gone Farfrae said musingly,
*' See now how it's ourselves that are ruled

by the powers above us ! We plan this, but

we do that. If they want to make me
Mayor I will stay , and Henchard must rave

as he will."

From this evening onward Lucetta was

very uneasy. If she had not been imprudence

incarnate, she would not have acted as she
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did when she met Heiichard by accident a

day or two later. It was in the bustle of the

market, when no one could readily notice

their discourse.

" Michael," said she, " I must again ask

you what I asked you months ago—to return

me any letters or papers of mine that you

may have—unless you have destroyed them.

You must see how desirable it is that the

time at Jersey should be blotted out,- for the

good of all parties."

"Why, bless the woman—I packed up

every scrap of your handwriting to give you

in the coach—but you never appeared."

She explained how the death of her aunt

had prevented her taking the journey on that

day. " And w4iat became of the parcel

then ? " she asked.

He could not say—he would consider.

When she was gone he recollected that he

had left a heap of useless papers in his former

dining-room safe—built up in the wall of his

old house—now occupied by Farfrae. The

letters might have been amono^st them.

A grotesque grin shaped itself on Hen-

chard's face. Had that safe been opened?

On the very evening which followed this
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there was a PTeat rinoino; of bells in Caster-

bridge, and the combined brass, wood, catgut,

and. leather bands played round the town

with more prodigality of percussion-notes than

ever. Farfrae was Mayor—the two-hundredth

odd of a series forming an elective dynasty

dating back to the days of Charles I.—and

the fair Lucetta was the courted of the

town But, ah ! that ^^'orm i' the bud

—Henchard ; what he could tell

!

He, in the meantime, festering with indig-

nation at some erroneous intelligence of Far-

frae's opposition to the scheme for installing

him in the little seed-shop, was greeted with

tlie news of the municipal election (which, by

reason of Farfrae's comparative youth and

his Scottish nativity—a thing unprecedented

in the case—had an interest far beyond the

ordinary). The bell-ringing and the band-

playing, loud as Tamerlane's trumpet, goaded

the down-fallen Henchard indescribably ; the

ousting now seemed to him to be complete.

The next morning he went to the corn-yard

as usual, and about eleven o'clock Donald

entered through the green door, with no trace

of the worshipful about him. The yet more

emphatic change of places between him ajid
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Henchard which this election had estabUshed

renewed a sUcrht embaiTassment in theo

manner of the modest younger man ; but

Henchard showed the front of one who had

overlooked all this ; and Farfrae met his

amenities half-way at once.

'' I was goino' to ask you," said Henchard,
*' about a packet that I may possibly have left

in my old safe in the dining-room."' He added

particulars.

" If so, there it is now," said Farfrae. " I

have never opened the safe at all as yet ; for

I keep my few securities at the bank, to

sleep easy o' nights ?
"

" It was not of much consequence—to me,"

said Henchard. " But 111 caU for it this

evening, if you don't mind."'

It was quite late when he fulfilled his

promise. He had primed himself with grog,

as he did very frequently now, and a curl of

sardonic humour hung on his lip as he

approached the house, as though he were con-

templating some terrible form of amusement.

"Whatever it was, the incident of his entry

did not diminish its force, this being his first

visit to the house since he had lived there as

owner. The ring of the bell spoke to hmi
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like the voice of a familiar drudge who had

been bribed to forsake him ; the movements

of the doors were revivals of dead days.

Farfrae invited him into the dining-room,

where he at once unlocked the iron safe built

into the wall, his, Henchard's safe, made by

an ingenious locksmith under his direction.

Farfrae drew thence the parcel, and other

papers, with apologies for not having returned

them.
*' Never mind," said Henchard drily. " The

fact is they are letters mostly. . . . Yes," he

went on, sitting down and unfolding Lucetta s

passionate bundle, " here they be. That ever

I should see 'em again ! I hope Mrs. Farfrae

is well after her exertions of yesterday?
"

" She has felt a bit weary ; and has gone

to bed early on that account."

Henchard returned to the letters, sorting

them over with interest, Farfrae being seated

at the other end of the dining-table. "You
don't forget, of course," he resumed, "that

curious chapter in the history of my past,

which I told you of, and that you gave me
some assistance in ? These letters are, in fact,

related to that unhappy business. Though,

thank God, it is all over now."
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** "What became of the poor girl ? " asked

Farfrae.

" Luckily she married, and married well,"

said Henchard. '' So that these reproaches

she poured out on me do not now cause me
any twinges, as they might othermse have

done. . . . Just listen to what an angry woman
will say!"

Farfrae, willing to humour Henchard,

though quite uninterested, and bursting with

yawns, gave well-mannered attention.

''For me,"' the letter went on, "there is

practically no future. A creature too unconven-

tionally devoted to you—who feels it impos-

sible that she can be wife of any other man
;

and who is yet no more to you than the first

woman you meet in the street—such am I. I

quite acquit you of any intention to wrong me,

yet you are the door through which wrong has

come to me. That in the event of your present

wifs's death you will place me in her position

is a consolation so far as it goes—but how far

does it go 1 Thus I sit here, forsaken by my
few acquaintance, and forsaken by you."

" That's how she went on to me," said

Henchard ;
" acres of words like that, when

what had happened was no fault of mine."
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"Yes," said Farfrae absently, "such is the

way of women." But the fact was that he

knew very httle of the sex ; yet detecting a

sort of resemblance in style between the

effusions of the woman he worshipped and

those of the supposed stranger, he concluded

that Aphrodite ever spoke thus, whose-soever

the personality she assumed.

Henchard unfolded another letter, and read

it through likewise, stopping at the sub-

scrijDtion as before. " Her name I don't give,"

he said blandly. "As I didn't marry her, and

another man did, I can scarcely do that in

fairness to her."

" Tr-rue, tr-rue," said Farfrae. " But why
didn't you marry her when your wife Susan

died ? " Farfrae asked this, and the other

questions, in the comfortably indifferent tone

of one whom the matter very remotely con-

cerned.

" Ay—well you may ask that," said Hen-

chard, the new-moon- shaped grin adumbrating

itself again upon his mouth. " In spite of all

her protestations, when I came forward to do

so, as in generosity bound, she was not the

woman for me."
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^' She had ah^eady married another—

I

presume ?
"

Henchard seemed to think it would \je

sailing too near the wind to descend further

into j)articulars, and he answered "Yes."
" The young lady must have had a heart

that bore transplanting very readily/'

'' She had, she had," said Henchard empha-

tically.

He opened a third and fourth letter, and

read. This time he approached the conclusion

as if the siofnature were indeed comino- with

the rest. But again he stopped short. The

truth was that, as may be divined, he had

quite intended to effect a grand catastrophe

at the end of this drama by reading out the

name ; he had come to the house with no

other thouo^ht. But sittino- here in cold blood

he could not do it. Such a wreckincr of

hearts appalled even him. His cj^uality was

such that he could have annihilated them
both in the heat of action ; but to accomplish

the deed by oral poison was beyond the

nerve of his enmity.
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CHAPTER XIL

As Donald stated, Lucetta had retired early

to her room because of fatigue. She had,

however, not gone to rest, but sat in the

bedside chair reading, and thinking over the

events of the day. At the ringing of the

door-bell by Henchard she wondered who it

should be that would call at that compara-

tively late hour. The dining-room was

almost under her bedroom ; she could hear

that somebody was admitted there, and

presently the indistinct murmur of a person

reading became audible.

The usual time for Donald's arrival upstairs

came and passed, yet still the reading and

conversation went on. This was very singular.

She could think of nothing but that some

extraordinary crime had been committed,

and that the visitor, whoever he might be,

was reading an account of it from a special

edition of the Casterhridge Chronicle, At last

she left the room, and descended the stairs.
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The dining-room door was ajar, and in the

silence of the resting household the voice and

the words were recognizable before she

reached the lower flight. She stood trans-

fixed. Her own words greeted her, in

Henchard's voice, like spirits from the

grave.

Lucetta leant upon the bannister with her

cheek against the smooth hand-rail, as if she

would make a friend of it in her misery.

Eigid in this position, more and more words

fell successively upon her ear. But what

amazed her most was the tone of her

husband. He spoke merely in the accents of

a man who made a present of his time.

" One word," he was saying, as the crack-

ling of paper denoted that Henchard was un-

folding yet another sheet. "Is it quite fair

to this young woman's memory to read at

such length to a stranger what was intended

for your eye alone '
"

'' Well, yes," said Henchard. " By not

giving her name I make it an example of all

womankind, and not a scandal to one.''

"If I were you I would destroy them,"

said Farfrae, giving more thought to the

letters than he had hitherto done. "As
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another man's wife it would injure the woman
if it were known."

" No, T shall not destroy them," murmured
Henchard, putting the lettei^s away. Then

he arose, and Lucetta heard no more.

She went back to her bedroom in a semi-

paralyzed state. For very fear she could not

undress, but sat on the edge of the bed,

waiting. Would Henchard let out the secret

in his parting words ? Her suspense was

terrible. Had she confessed all to Donald in

their early acquaintance he might possibly

have got over it, and married her just the

same—unlikely as it had once seemed ; but

for her or any one else to tell him now

would be fatal.

The door slammed : she could hear her

husband bolting it. After looking round in

his customary way he came leisurely up the

stairs. The spark in her eyes well-nigh went

out when he appeared round the bedroom

door. Her gaze hung doubtful for a moment,

then to her joyous amazement she saw that

he looked at her with the rallying smile of

one who had just been relieved of a scene

that was irksome. She could hold out no

longer, and sobbed hysterically.
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When he had restored her Farfrae natu-

raily enough spoke of Henchard. " Of all

men he was the least desirable as a visitor,"

he said ;

'"' but it is my belief that he's just

a bit crazed. He has been readincr to me
a long lot of letters relating to his past life

;

and I could do no less than indulge him by

listeninof."

This was sufficient. Henchard, then, had

not told. Henchard's last words to Farfrae,

in short, as he stood on the door-step, had

been these :

'•' Well— I'm much oblio-ed to

ye for listening. I may tell more about her

some day."

Finding this, she was much perplexed as

to Henchard's motives in opening the matter

at all ; for in such cases we attribute to an

enemy a power of consistent action which

w^e never find in ourselves or in our friends
;

and forget that abortive efforts from want
of heart are as possible to revenge as to

generosity.

Next morning Lucetta remained in bed,

meditating how to parry this incipient attack.

The bold stroke of telling Donald the truth,

dimly conceived, was yet too bold ; for she

dreaded lest, in doing so, he, like the rest of
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the world, should believe appearances and not

her story.

She decided to employ persuasion—not

with Donald, but with the enemy himself.

It seemed the only practicable weapon left

her as a woman. Having laid her plan she

rose, and w^rote to him who kept her on these

tenterhooks :

" I overheard your interview with my
husband last night, and saw the drift of

your revenge. The very thought of it

crushes me. Have pity on a distressed

woman. If you could see me you would

relent. You do not know how anxiety has

told upon me lately. I will be at the Ring

at the time you leave work—just before the

sun goes down. Please come that way. I

cannot rest till I have seen you face to face,

and heard from your mouth that you will

carry this horse-play no further."

To herself she said, on closing up this

appeal : "If ever tears and pleadings have

served the weak to fight the strong, let them

do so now
!

"

With this view she made a toilette which

differed from all she had ever attempted

before. To heighten her natural attractions
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had hitherto been the unvarying endeavour

of her adult life, and one in which she was

no novice. But now she neglected this, and

even proceeded to impair the natural presen-

tation. She had not slept all the previous

night, and this had produced upon her

naturally pretty though slightly worn features

the aspect of a countenance ageing prema-

turely from extreme sorrow. She selected

—

as much from want of spirit as design—her

poorest, plainest, and longest discarded attire.

To avoid the contincrencv of beino; recoo--

nized she veiled herself, and slipped out of

the house quickly. The sun was resting on

the hill like a drop of blood on an eyelid by

the time she had got up the road opposite

the amphitheatre, which she speedily entered.

The interior was shadowy, and emphatic of

the absence of every living thing.

She was not disappointed in the fearful

hope with which she awaited him. Henchard

came over the top, descended, and Lucetta

waited breathlessly. But having reached the

arena she saw a change in his bearing : he

stood still, at a little distance from her ; she

could not tilink why.

Nor could any one else have known. The
VOL. II. M
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truth was that in appointing this spot, and

this hour, for the rendezvous, Lucetta had

unwittingly backed up her entreaty by the

stroncrest aro-ument she could have used out-

side words, with this man of moods, glooms

and superstitions. Her figure in the midst

of the huge enclosure, the unusual plainness

of her dress, her attitude of hope and appeal,

so strongly revived in his soul the memory of

another ill-nsed woman who had stood there

and thus in bygone days, and had now passed

away into her rest, that he was unmanned,

and his lieart smote him for having attempted

reprisals on one of a sex so weak. When he

approached her, and before she had spoken a

VvX)rd, her point was half gained.

His manner as he had come down had been

one of cynical carelessness ; but he now put

away his grim half-smile, and said, in a kindly

subdued tone, " Good night t'ye. Of course

I'm glad to come if you want me.

'

" Oh, thank you," she said apprehensively.

" I am sorry to see you looking so ill,"

he stammered, with unconcealed compunction.

She shook her head. " How^ can you be

sorry," she asked, " when you deliberately

cause it ?

"
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" What ?
" said Hencliard. uneasily. " Is

it anything I have done that has pulled you

down like that ?
"

*' It is all your doing," said she. " I have

no other grief. My happiness would be secure

enough but for your threats. Oh, Michael,

don't ^ATeck me like this ! You might think

that you have done enough ! When I came

here I was a young woman ; now I am
rapidly becoming an old one. Neither my
husband nor any other man will regard me
with interest long:-"

Henchard was disarmed. His old feelino-

of supercilious pity for womankind in general

was intensified by this suppliant appearing

here as the double of the first. Moreover,

that thoughtless want of foresight v/hich

had led to all her trouble remained

with poor Lucetta still ; she had come to

meet him here in this compromising way
without perceiving the risk. Such a woman
was very small deer to hunt ; he felt ashamed,

lost all zest and desire to humiliate Lucetta

there and then, and no longer envied Farfrae

his bargain. He had married money, but

nothing more. Henchard was anxious to

wash Ids hands of the game.

M 2
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" Well, what do you want me to do ?
" he

said gently. " I am sure I shall be very

willing. My reading of those letters was

only a sort of practical joke, and I revealed

nothing."

" To give me back the letters and any

papers you may have that breathe of matri-

mony or worse."

'' So be it. Every scrap shall be yours.

.... But, between you and me, Lucetta, he

is sure to find out something of the matter,

sooner or later."

*' Ah !
" she said v;itli eager tremulousness ;

" but not till I have proved myself a faithful

and deserving wife to him, and then he may
forgive me everything."

Henchard silently looked at her : he almost

envied Farfrae such love as that, even now.
'' H'm—I hope so," he said. " But you shall

have the letters without fliil. And your secret

shall be kept. I swear it."

"How good you are!—how shall I get

them?"

He reflected, and said he would send them

the next morning. '"Now don't doubt me,"

he added. " I can keep my word."



i6;

CHAPTER XIII.

PtExgRXixG from he]- appointment Lucetta

saw a man waiting by the lamp nearest to

her own door. When she stopped to go in

he came and spoke to her. It was Jopp.

He begged her pardon for addressing her.

But he had heard that Mr. Farfrae had been

apphed to by a neighbouring corn-merchant

to recommend a working partner : if so, he

wished to offer himself He could give good

security, and had stated as much to

Mr. Farfrae in a letter ; but he would feel

much oblicfed if Lucetta would say a word insay

his favour to her husband.
" It is a thincT I know notliino: about, ' said

Lucetta coldly.

" But you can testify to my trustworthiness

better than anybody, ma'am,"' said Jopp. '" I

was in Jersey several years, and knew you

there by sight.'

" Indeed," she replied. " But I knew

nothing of you."
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" I think, ma'am, tliat a word or two from

you would secure for me what I covet very

much," he persisted.

She steadily refused to have anything to

do w^ith the affair, and, cutting him shorty

because of her anxiety to get indoors before

her husband should miss her, left him on the

pavement.

He watched her till she had vanished, and

then went home. When he got there he sat

down in the fireless chimney-corner looking'

at the iron dogs, and the wood laid across

them for heatino- the mornino- kettle. A
movement upstairs disturbed him, and

Henchard came down from his bedroom,

wdiere he seemed to have been rummaging-

boxes.

" I wish," said Henchard, " you would do

me a service, Jopp, now, to-night, I mean, if

you can. Leave this at Mrs. Farfrae's for

her. I should take it myself, of course, but I

don't wish to be seen there."

He handed a package in brown paper^

sealed. Henchard had been as good as his

word. Immediately on coming indoors he

had searched over his few belongings ; and

every scrap of Lucetta's writing that he
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possessed was here. Jopp indifferently ex-

pressed liis willingness.

" Well, how have ye got on to-day ? " his

lodger asked. '' Any prospect of an open-

mg?
"lam afraid not;' said Jopp, who had

not told th.e other of his application to

Farfrae.

"There never will be in Casterbridge,"

declared Henchard decisively. " You must

roam further afield."' He said good-night to

Jopp, and returned to his own part of the

house.

Jopp sat on till his eyes were attracted by

the shadow of the candle-snuff on the wall,

and lookino' at the orioinal he found that it

had formed itself into a head like a red-hot

cauliflower. Henchard's packet next met his

gaze. He knew there had been scinething of

the nature of wooing between Henchard and

the now Mrs. Farfrae ; and his vague ideas

on the subject narrowed themselves down to

these : Henchard had a parcel belonging to

Mrs. Farfrae, and he had reasons for not

returning that j^arcel to her in person. What
could be inside it ? So he went on and on

till, animated by resentment at Lucetta's
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liaughtiness, as he thought it, and curiosity

to learn if there were any weak sides to this

transaction with Henchard, he examined the

package. The pen and all its relations being

awkward tools in Henchard's hands, he had

affixed the seals without an impression, it

never occurring to him that the efficacy of

such a fastening depended on this. Jopp was

far less of a tyro ; he lifted one of the seals

with his penknife, peeped in at the end thus

opened, saw that the bundle consisted of

letters ; and, having satisfied himself thus far,

sealed up the end again by simply softening

the wax Avith the candle, and went off with

the parcel as requested.

His path was by the river-side at the foot

of the town. Coming into the light at the

bridge which stood at the end of High Street,

he beheld louno-incr thereon Mother Cuxsom

and Nance Mockridge.

" We be just going down ]\Iixen Lane

way, to look into Saint Peter's Finger afore

creeping to bed," said Mrs. Cuxsom. " There's

a fiddle and tambourine going on there. Lord,

what's all the world—do ye come along too,

J ojop
—

'twon't hinder ye five minutes."

Jopp had mostly kept himself out of this
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company, but present circumstances made him

somewhat more reckless than usual, and

without many words he decided to go to his

destination that way.

Though the upper part of Dummerford was

mainly composed of a curious congeries of

bams and farmsteads, there was a less pictu-

resque side to the parish. This was Mixen

Lane, now in great part pulled down.

Mixen Lane was the Adullam of all tlie

surrounding villages. It was the hiding-place

of those who were in distress, and in debt,

and trouble of every kind. Farm-labourers

and other peasants, who combined a little

poaching with their farming, and a little

brawling and bibbing with their poaching,

found themselves sooner or later in Mixen

Lane. Piural mechanics too idle to mechanise,

rural servants too rebellious to serve, drifted

or were forced into Mixen Lane.

The lane and its surroundino; thicket of

thatched cottages stretched out like a spit

into the moist and misty lowland. Much that

was sad, much that was low, some things that

were shameful, could be seen in Mixen Lane.

Vice ran freely in and out certain of the doors
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of the neiglibourliood ; recklessness dwelt

under the roof with the crooked chimney ;

shame in some bow-windows ; theft (in times

of privation) in the thatched and mud-walled

houses by the sallows. Even slaughter had

not been altogether unknown here. In a

block of cottages up an alley there might have

been erected an altar to disease in years gone

by. Such was Mixen Lane in the times when
Henchard and Farfrae were Mayors.

Yet this mildewed leaf in the sturdy and

flourishing Casterbridge plant lay close to the

open country : not a hundred yards from a

row of noble elms, and commanding a view

across the moor of airy uplands and corn-fields,

and mansions of the great. A brook divided

the moor from the tenements, and to outward

view there was no way across it—no way to

the houses but round about by the road. But

under every householder's stairs there was

kept a mysterious plank nine inches wide

;

which plank was a secret bridge.

If you, as one of those refugee householders,

came in from business after dark—and this

was the business time here—you stealthily

crossed the moor.. apjDroached the border of

the aforesaid brook, and whistled opposite
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the house to which you belonged. A shape

thereupon made its appearance on the other

side bearing the bridge on end against the

sky ; it was lowered
;
you crossed, and a hand

helped you to land yourself, together with the

pheasants and hares gathered from neigh-

bouring manors. You sold them slily the

next morning, and the day after you stood

before the magistrates, with the eyes of all

your sympathizing neighbours concentrated

on your back. You disappeared for a time :

then you were again found quietly living in

Mixen Lane.

Walkinor alono; the lane at dusk the

stranger was struck by two or three peculiar

features therein. One was an intermittent

rumbling from the back premises of the inn

half-way up ; this meant a skittle alley.

Another was the extensive prevalence of

whistling in the various domiciles—a piped

note of some kind coming from nearly every

open door. Another was the frequency of

white aprons over dingy gowns among the

women around the doorways. A white apron

is a suspicious vesture in situations where

spotlessness is difficult ; moreover, the in-

dustry and cleanliness which the ^^'hite apron
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expressed were belied by the postures and

gaits of the women who wore it—their

knuckles being mostly on their liips (an

attitude which lent them the aspect of two-

handled mugs), and their shoulders against

doorposts ; while there was a curious alacrity

in the turn of each honest woman's head upon

her neck, and in the twirl of her honest eyes,

at any noise resembling a masculine footfall

aloncr the lane.o
Yet amid so much that was bad needy

respectability also found a home. Under
some of the roofs abode pure and virtuous

souls whose presence there was due to the

iron hand of necessity, and to that alone.

Families from decaved villaofes—families of

that once bulky, but now nearly extinct,

section of village society called " liviers," or

lifeholders—co])yholders, and others whose

roof-trees had fallen for some reason or other,

compelling them to quit the rural spot that

had been their home for ixenerations—came

here, unless they chose to lie under a hedge

by the wayside.

The inn called Saint Peter's Finger was

the church of Mixen Lane.

It was centrally situate, as such places
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should be, and bore about the same social

relation to the King; of Prussia as the latter

l)ore to the Golden Crown. At first sio'ht

the inn was so respectable as to be puzzling.

The front door was kept shut, and the step

was so clean that evidently but few persons

entered over its sanded surface. But at the

corner of the public-house was an alley, a mere

slit, dividino' it from the next buildino-. Half-

way up the alley was a narrow door, shiny

and paintless from the rub of infinite hands

and shoulders. This was the actual entrance

to the inn.

A pedestrian would be seen abstractedly

passing along Mixen Lane ; and then, in

a moment, he would vanish, causing the

gazer to bhnk like Ashton at the dis-

aj^pearance of llavenswood. That abstracted

pedestrian had edged into the slit by the

adroit fillip of his person sideways ; from the

slit he edged into the tavern by a similar

exercise of skill.

The company at the King of Prussia were

persons of quality in comparison with the

company which gathered here ; though it

must be admitted that the low^est fringe of

the King's party touched the crest of Peter s
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at points. Waifs and strays of all sorts

loitered about here. The landlady was a

virtuous woman, who liad been unjustly sent

to gaol as an accessory to something or other

after the fact. She underwent her year, and

had w^orn a martyr"s countenance ever since,

excejDt at times of meeting the constable who
apprehended her, when she winked her eye.

To this house Jopp and his acquaintances

had arrived. The settles on w^hich they sat

down w^ere thin and tall, their tops being-

guyed by pieces of twine to hooks in the

ceiling ; for when the guests grew boisterous

the settles w^ould rock and overturn without

some such securitv. The thunder of bowls

echoed from the backyard ; swingels hung

behind the ]3low^er of the chimney ; and ex-

poachers and ex-gamekeepers, wdiom squires

had persecuted without a cause (in their own
view), sat elbowing each other—men wdio in

past times had met in fights under the moon,

till lapse of sentences on the one part, and

loss of favour and expulsion from service on

the other, brouo^ht them here together to a

common level, wdiere they sat calmly discuss-

inof old times.

" Dos't mind how^ you could jerk a trout
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ashore with a bramble, and not ruffle the

stream, Charl ?
" a deposed keeper was saying.

" 'Twas at that I caught 'ee once, if you can

mind ?

"

" That can I. But the worst larry for me
was that pheasant business at Horewood.

Your wife swore false that time, Joe—oh, ])y

Gad she did—there's no denying it."

*•' How was that ?
'' asked Jopp.

" Why—Joe closed with me, and we rolled

down together, close to his garden hedge.

Hearing the noise, out ran his wife with the

oven pyle, and it being dark imder tlie trees

she couldn't see which vras uppermost.
* Where beest thee, Joe, under or top ? " she

screeched. ' Oh—under by Gad !
' says he.

She then began to rap down upon my skull,

back and ribs with the pyle till we'd roll over

again. ' Where beest now, dear Joe, under

or top ?
" she'd scream again. By George,

'twas through her I was took ! And then

when we got up in hall she sware that the

cock pheasant was one of her rearing, wlien

'twas not your bird at all, Joe ; 'twas Squire

Brown's bird—that's whose 'twas—one that

we'd picked off as we passed his wood,

an hour afore. It did hurt my feelings to
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be SO wronged ! . . . . All well
—

'tis over

now."
" I might have had ye days afore that,"

said the keeper. " 1 was within a few yards

of ye dozens of times, with a sight more of

birds than that poor one."

'* Yes—'tis not our greatest doings that the

world gets wind of/' said the furmity-woman,

who, lately settled in this purlieu, sat among
the rest. Having travelled a great deal in

her time, she spoke with cosmopolitan large-

ness of idea. It was she who presently asked

Jopp what was the parcel he kept so snugly

under his arm.

" Ah, therein lies a grand secret," said

Jopp. ''It is the passion of love. To think

that a woman should love one man so well,

and hate another so unmercifully."

"Who's the object of your meditation,

sir {

" One that stands high, in this town. I'd

like to shame her ! Upon my life 'twould be

as good as a play to read her love-letters, the

proud piece of silk and wax-work ! For 'tis

her love-letters that I've got here."

" Love-letters ? then let's hear 'em, good

soul," said Mother Cuxsom. "Lord, do ye
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mind, Pdchard, what fools ^\'e used to be when

we were younger ? getting a schoolboy to

write ours for us ; and giving him a penny, do

ye mind, not to tell other folks what he'd put

inside, do ye mind ?
''

By this time Jopp had pushed his finger

under the seals, and unfastened the letters,

tumbling them over and j^icking up one here

and there at random, which he read aloud.

These passages soon began to uncover the

secret which Lucetta had so earnestly hoped

to keep buried, though the epistles, being

allusive only, did not make it altogether

plain.

^' Mrs. Farfrae wrote that I
" said Xance

Mockridge. " 'Tis a humbling thing for us,

as respectable women, that one of the same

sex could do it. And now she's vowed herself

to another man !

"

" So much the better for her,"' said the

furmity-woman. "'' All, I saved her from a

real bad maniaore, and she's never been the

one to thank me."

" I say, what a good foundation for a

skimmity-ride," said Nance.
" True," said Mrs. Ciixsom reflecting. " Tis

as good a ground for a skimmity-ride as ever

VOL. II. N
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I knowed ; and it ought not to be wasted.

The last one seen in Casterbridge must have

been ten years ago, if a day."

At this moment there was a shrill whistle,

and the landlady said to the man who had

been called Charl,
"
'Tis Jim coming in.

Would ye go and let down the bridge for

me ? "'

Without replying Charl and his comrade

Joe rose, and receiving a lantern from her

went out at the back door and down the

garden-path, which ended abruptly at the

edge of the stream already mentioned.

Beyond the stream was the open moor, from

which a clammy breeze smote upon their faces

as they advanced. Taking up the board that

had lain in readiness one of them lowered it

across the water, and the instant its further

end touched the ground footsteps entered

upon it, and there appeared from the shade a

stalwart man with straps round his knees, a

double-barrelled gun under his arm and some

birds slung up behind him. They asked him

if he had had much luck.

" Not much," he said indifferently. " All

safe inside ?

"

Receiving a reply in the affirmative he
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went on inwards, the others withdrawing the

bridfife and besfinninof to retreat in his rear.

Before, however, they had entered the house

a cry of '' Ahoy," from the moor led them

to pause.

The cry w^as repeated. They pushed the

lantern into an out-house, and went back to

the brink of the stream.

" Ahoy— is this the way to Casterbridge 1

"

said some one from the other side.

" Not in particular," said Charl. " There's

a river afore ye."

" I don't care—here's for through it/' said

the man in the moor. " I've had travelling-

enough for to-day."

" Stop a minute, then," said Charl, finding

that the man was no enemy. '• Joe, bring the

plank and lantern : here^s somebody that's

lost his way. You should have kept along

the turnpike road, friend, and not have strook

across here."

" I should—as I see now. But I saw a

light here, and says I to myself, that's a

short cut, depend on't."

The plank was now lowered ; and the

stranger's form shaped itself from the dark-

ness. He was a middle-aged man, with hah-

N 2



l8o THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE.

and whiskers prematurely grey, and a broad

and genial face. He had crossed on the plank

without hesitation, and seemed to see nothing

odd in the transit. He thanked them, and

walked between them up the garden. " What
place is this ? " he asked, when they reached

the door.

'* A public-house."

" Oh. Perhaps it will suit me to put up at.

Now then, come in and wet your whistle at

my expense for the lift over you have given

me.

They followed him into the inn, where the

increased lio-ht exhibited him as one who
would stand higher in an estimate by the

eye than in one by the ear. He was dressed

with a certain clumsy richness—his coat being

furred, and his head covered by a cap of seal-

skin, which, though the nights were chilly,

must have been warm for the daytime, spring-

being somewhat advanced. In his hand he

carried a small mahogany case, strapped, and

clamped with brass.

Apparently surprised at the kind of com-

pany whicli confronted him through the

kitchen door, he at once abandoned his idea

of putting up at the house ; but taking the
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situation lightly, he called for glasses of the

best, paid for them as he stood in the passage,

and turned to proceed on his way by the front

door. This was barred, and while the land-

lady was unfastening^ it the conversation

about the skimminoton was continued in the

sitting-room, and reached his ears.

" What do they mean by a ' skimmity-

ride ?
'
" he asked.

" Oh, sir," said the landlady, swinging her

long ear-rings with deprecating modesty

;

" 'tis a old foolish thing they do in these

parts when a man's wife is—well, a bad

bargain in any way. But as a respectable

householder I don't encourage it."

" Still, are they going to do it shortly ? It

is a good sight to see, I suppose ?

"

'' Well, sh\," she smipered. And then,

bursting into naturalness, and glancing from

the comer of her eye ;
'' 'Tis the funniest

thing under the sun ! And it costs

money."
" Ah ! I remember hearing of some sucli

thin^. Now I shall be in Casterbridore for

two or tliree weeks to come, and should not

mind seeing the performance. Wait a mo-

ment." He turned back, entered the sitting-
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room, and said, " Here, good folks ; I should

like to see the old custom you are talking of,

and I don't mind being something towards it

—take that/' He threw a sovereign on the

table and returned to the landlady at the

door, of whom, having inquired the wayjnto
the town, he took his leave.

" There were more where that one came

from," said Charl, Avhen the sovereign had

been taken up and handed to the landlady

for safe keeping. '' By George ! w^e ought

to have got a few more while we had hun

here."

" No, no," answered the landlady. '' This

is a respectable house, thank God ! and 111

have nothing done but what's honourable."

" Well," said Jopp ;
" now we'll consider

the business begun, and will soon get it in

train."

" We will," said Nance. " A good laugh

warms my heart more than a cordial, and

that's the truth on't."

Jopp gathered up the letters, and it being

now somewhat late, he did not attempt to

call at Farfi'ae's with them that night. He
reached home, sealed them up as before, and

delivered the parcel at its address next
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mominof. Within an hour its contents were

reduced to ashes by Lucetta, who, poor soul

!

was inclined to fall down on her knees in

thankfulness that at last no evidence re-

mained of the unlucky episode with Henchard

in her past. For, innocent as she had been

of deliberately lax intentions therein, that

episode, if known, was not the less likely

to operate fatally between herself and lier

husband.



1 84

CHAPTER XIV.

Such was the state of things when the

current affairs of Casterbridge were inter-

rupted by an event of such magnitude that

its influence reached to the lowest social

stratum there, stirring the depths of its

society so sensibly as to cut into the midst

of the preparations for the skimmington.

Tt was one of those excitements which, when
they move a country-town, leave a permanent

mark upon its chronicles, as a warm summer
permanently marks the ring in the tree-trunk

corresponding to its date.

A Royal Personage was about to pass

through the borough, on his course further

west, to inaugurate an immense engineering

work out that way. He had consented to

halt half-an-hour or so in the town, and

to receive an address from the Corporation

of Casterbridge, which, as a representative

centre of husbandry, Avished thus to express its

sense of the great services he had rendered
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to agricultural science and economics, by his

zealous promotion of designs for placing the

art of farming on a more scientific footing.

Eoyalty had not been seen in Casterbridge

since the days of the third King George, and

then only by candlelight for a few minutes

when that monarch, on a night -journey, had

stopped to change horses at the Golden

Crown. The inhabitants therefore decided

to make a thorough fete carillomvk of the

unwonted occasion. Half-an-hour's pause

was not long, it is true ; but much might

be done in it by a judicious grouping of

mcidents, above all, if the weather were

fine.

The address was prepared on parchment,

hy an artist, who was handy at ornamental

lettering, and was laid on with the best gold-

leaf and colours that the sign-painter had

in his shop. The Council met on the

Tuesday before the appointed day, to arrange

the details of procedure. While they were

sitting, the door of the Council Chamber

standing open, they heard a heavy footstep

coming up the stairs. It advanced along the

passage, and Henchard entered the room, in

clothes of frayed and threadbare shabbiness,
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the very clothes which he had used to wear

m the primal days when he had sat among
them.

" I have a feeling," he said, advancing to

the table and laying his hand upon the green

cloth, " that I should like to join ye in this

reception of our illustrious visitor. I suppose

I could walk with the rest ?
"

Embarrassed glances were exchanged by

the Council, and Grower nearly ate the end

of his quill-pen, so gnawed he it during the

silence. Farfrae, the young Mayor, who by
virtue of his office sat in the large chair,

intuitively caught the sense of the meeting,

and as spokesman was obliged to utter it,

glad as he would have been that the duty

should have fallen to another tongue.

" I hardly see that it would be proper,

Mr. Henchard," said he. " The Council are

the Council, and as ye are no longer one of

the body, there would be an irregularity in

the proceeding. If ye were included, w4iy

not others ?

"

" I have a particular reason for wishing to

assist at the ceremony."

Farfrae looked round. '' I think I have

expressed the feeling of the Council," he said.
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*' Yes, yes," from Dr. Bath, La^vyer Long,

Alderroan Tubber, and several more.

'•Then I am not to be allowed to have

anything to do with it officially ?
"

'' I am afraid so ; it is out of the question,

indeed. But of course you can see the doings

full well, such as they are to be, like the rest

of the spectators."

Henchard did not reply to that very

obvious suggestion, and, turning on his heel,

went away.

It had been only a passing fancy of his,

but opposition crystallized it into a determi-

nation. '' I'll welcome his Ptoyalty, or no-

body shall !
" he went about saying. *' I am

not going to be sat upon by Farfrae, or any of

the rest of the paltry crew. You shall see.
'

The eventful morning was bright, a full-

faced sun confronting early window-gazers

eastward, and all perceived (for they were

practised in weather-lore) that there was

permanence in the glow. Visitors soon

began to flock in from county houses,

villages, remote copses, and lonely uplands,

the latter in oiled boots and tilt bonnets, to

see the reception, or if not to see it, at any

rate to be near it. There was hardly a work-
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man in the town who did not put a clean

shirt on. Solomon Longways, Christopher

Coney, Buzzford, and the rest of that frater-

nity, showed their sense of the occasion by

advancing their customary eleven o'clock pint

to half-past ten ; from which they found a

difficulty in getting back to the proper hour

for several clays.

Henchard had determined to do no work

that day. He jDrimed himself in the morning

with a glass of rum, and walking down the

street met Elizabeth-Jane, whom he had not

seen for a week. " It was lucky," he said to

her, " my twenty years had expired before

this came on, or I should never have had the

nerve to carry it out."

" Carry out what ? " said she, alarmed.

" This welcome I am going to give our

Pto^^al visitor."

She was perplexed. '' Shall we go and see

it together ?
" she said.

" See it ! I have other fish to fry. You see

it. It will be worth seeing !

"

She could do nothing to elucidate this, and

decked herself out with a heavy heart. As
the appointed time drew near she got sight

again of her stepfather. Slie thought he was
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going to the King of Prussia ; but no, he

elbowed his way through the gay throng to

the shop ofWoolfrey, the draper. She waited

in the crowd without.

In a few minutes he emerged, wearing, to

her surprise, a brilliant rosette, while, more

surprising still, in his hand he carried a flag,

of somewhat homely construction, formed by

tacking one of the small Union Jacks, which

abounded in the town to-day, to the end of a

deal wand—probably the roller from a piece

of calico. Henchard rolled up his flag on the

doorstep, put it under his arm, and went

down the street.

Suddenly the taller members of the crowd

turned their heads, and the shorter stood on

tip-toe. It was said tliat the Koyal cortege

approached. The railway had stretched out

an arm towards Casterbridge at this time, but

had not reached it by several miles as yet ; so

that the intervening distance, as well as the

remainder of the journey, was to be traversed

by road, in the old fashion. People thus

waited—the county families in their carriages,

the masses on foot—and watched the far-

stretching London highway to the ringing of

beUs and chatter of tongues.
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From the background Elizabetli-Jane

watched the scene. Some seats had been

arranofed from which ladies could witness the

spectacle, and the front seat was occupied by

Lucetta just at present. In the road under

her eyes stood Henchard. She appeared so

bright and pretty that, as it seemed, he was

experiencing the momentary weakness of

wishing for her notice. But he was far from

attractive to a Avoman's eye, ruled as that is

so largely by the superficies of things. He
was not only a journeyman, unable to appear

as he formerly had appeared, but he disdained

to appear as well as he might. Everybody

else, from the Mayor to the washerwoman,

shone in new vesture according to means
;

but Henchard had doggedl}^ retained the

fretted and weatherbeaten garments ofbygone

years.

Hence, alas, this occurred : Lucetta's eyes

slid over him to this side and to that without

anchoring on a feature—as gaily dressed

women's eyes will too often do on such occa-

sions. Her manner signified quite plainly

that she meant to know him in public no

more.

But she was never tired of watching
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Donald, as lie stood in animated converse

with his friends a few yards off, wearing

ronnd his young neck the official gold chain

with great square links, like that round the

Ptoyal unicorn. Every trifling emotion that

]ier husband showed as he talked had its

reflex on her face and lips, which moved in

little duplicates to his. She was living his

part rather than her own, and cared for no

one's situation but Farfrae's that day.

At leng-th a man stationed at the furthest

turn of the high road, namely, on the second

bridge of which mention has been made, gave

a signal ; and the Corporation in their robes

proceeded from the front of the Town Hall to

the archway erected at the entrance to the

town. The carriages containing the Eoyal

visitor and his suite arrived at the spot in a

cloud of dust, a procession was formed, and

tlie whole came on to the Town Hall at a

walking pace.

This spot was the centre of interest. There

were a few clear yards in front of the Eoyal

carriage ; and into this space a man stejiped

before any one could prevent him. It was

Henchard. He had unrolled his private flag,

and removing his hat he advanced to the side
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of the slowing vehicle, waving the Union

Jack to and fro with his left hand, while he

blandly held out his right to the illustrious

personage. All the ladies said with bated

breath, "Oh, look there ! " and Lucetta was

ready to faint. Elizabeth-Jane peeped through

the shoulders of those in front, saw what it

Avas, and was terrified ; and then her interest

in the event as a strange phenomenon got the

better of her fear.

Farfrae immediately rose to the occasion.

He seized Henchard by the shoulder, dragged

him back, and told him roughly to be off.

Henchard's eyes met his, and Farfrae observed

the fierce light in them, despite his excite-

ment and irritation. For a moment Hen-

chard stood his ground rigidly ; then by an

unaccountable impulse gave way and retired.

Farfrae glanced to the ladies' gallery, and saw

that his Calphurnia's cheek was pale.

"Why—it is your husband's old patron !"

said Mrs. Blowbody, a lady of the neighbour-

hood, who sat beside Lucetta.

" Patron ! " said Donald's wife with quick

indignation.

" Do you say the man is an acquaint-

ance of Mr. Farfrae's ? " observed Mrs. Bath,
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the physicians wife, a new-comer to the

town, throucrh her recent marriao'e with the

Doctor.

'' He works for iny husband," said Lucetta.

" Oh—is that all ^ They have been saying

to me that it was through him vour husband

first got a footing in Casterbridge. What
stories people will tell !

"

" They will indeed. It was not so at all.

Donald's genius would have enabled him to

get a footing anywhere, without anybody's

help ! He would have been just the same if

there had been no Henchard in the world."

It was partly Lucetta's ignorance of the

circumstances of Donald's arrival which led

her to speak thus
;
partly the sensation that

everybody seemed bent on snubbing her at

this triumphant time. The incident had

occupied but a few moments, but it was

necessarily witnessed by the Iloyal personage,

who, however, with practised tact, aflPected

not to have noticed anything unusual. He
alighted, tlie Mayor advanced, the address

was read, the visitor replied, then said a few

words to Farfrae, and shook hands with

Lucetta, as the Mayor's wife. The ceremony

occupied but a few minutes, and the carriages

VOL. II. o
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rattled heavily as Pharaoh's chariots up the

straight High Street and out upon the great

open road, in continuation of the journey

coastward.

In the crowd stood Coney, Buzzford, and

Longways. " Some difference between him

now and when he sang at the King o'

Prussia/' said the first. " 'Tis wonderful how
he could get a lady of her quality to go

snacks with him m such quick time/'

''True. Yet how folk do worship fine

clothes. Now there's a better-looking wv>man

than she that nobody notices at all, because

she's akin to that mandy fello\v Henchard.

'

" I could worship ye, Buzz, for saying that,

'

remarked Xance Mockridge. '"'I do like to

see the trimming pulled off such Christmas

candles. I am quite unequal to the part of

villain myself, or I'd gie all my small silver

to see tliat lady toppered And perhaps

I shall soon," she added sio'nificantlv.

" That's not a noble passion for a woman
to keep up," said Longways.

Nance did not reply, but every one knew

what she meant. The ideas diffused by the

readinor of liucetta's letters at Saint Peter's

Fino-er had condensed into a scandal, which
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was spreading like a miasmatic fog through

Mixen Lane, and thence up the back streets

of Casterbridge.

This mixed assemblage of idlers known to

each other presently fell apart into two bands,

by a process of natural selection, the fre-

quenters of Saint Peters Finger going otl'

Mixen Lane-wards, Avhere most of them

lived, while Coney, Buzzford, Longways, and

that connection remained in the street.

'' You know what's brewing down there, I

suppose " said Buzzford mysteriously to the

others.

Coney looked at lu'm. " Not the skimmity-

ride ?
"

Buzzford nodded.
" I have my doubts if it will be carried

out, * said Longways. '' If they are getting it

up they are keeping it mighty close."'

" I heard they were thinking of it a fort-

night ago, cit all events."

" If I were sure o't I'd lay information,"

said Longways emphatically. " Tis too rougli

a joke, and apt to wake riots in towns. We
know that the Scotchman is a right enough

man, and that his ladv has been a ]wbt

enouofh woman since she came here, and if

O 2
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there was anything wrong about her afore,

that s then- busmess, not ours."

Coney reflected. Farfrae was still liked in

the community ; but it must be owned that,

as the Mayor and man of money, engrossed

with aflliirs and ambitions, he had lost in the

eyes of the poorer inhabitants something of

tliat wondrous charm which he had had for

them as a light-hearted penniless young

man, who sang ditties as readily as the birds

in the trees. Hence the anxiety to keep

liim from annoyance showed not quite the

ardour that would have animated it in former

days.

" Suppose we make inquiration into it,

( •hristopher," continued Longways ;
" and if

we find there's really anything in it, drop a

letter to them most concerned, and advise em
to keep out of the way ?

''

This course was decided on, and the group

separated, Buzzford saying to Coney, "Come,

my ancient friend; let's move on. There's

nothing more to see here."

These well-intentioned ones would have

been surprised had they known how ripe the

great jocular plot really was. '' Yes, to-

night." Jopp had said to the Peter's party at



THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIUGE. 197

the corner of Mixeii Lane. " As a wind-up

to the Eoyal visit the hit will be all tlie

more pat bv reason of their gi'eat elevation

to-day."

To him. at least, it was not a joke, but a

reprisal.

L
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CHAPTER XV.

The proceedings had been brief—too brief

—

to Lucetta, whom an intoxicating Weltlust

had fairly mastered ; but they had brought

her a great triumj^li nevertheless. The shake

of the Royal hand still lingered in her fingers :

and the chit-chat she had overheard, that her

husband might possibly receive the honour of

knighthood, though idle to a degree, seemed

not the wildest vision ; stranger things had

occurred to men so good and captivating as

her Scotchman was.

After the collision with the Mayor, Hen-

chard had withdrawn behind the ladies' stand;

and there he stood regarding with a stare of

abstraction the spot on the lappel of his coat

where Faifrae's hand had seized it. He put

his own hand there, as if he could hardly

realize such an outrage from one whom it

had once been his wont to treat with ardent

generosity. While pausing in this half-

stupefied state the conversation of Lucetta
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Avitli the other ladies reached his ears ; and

he distinctly heard her deny him—deny tliat

he had assisted Donald, that he was anything

more than a common journeyman.

He moved on homeward, and met Jopp in

the archway to the Bull Stake. " So you've

liad a snub/' said Jopp.
'' And wdiat if I have ? '' answered Hen-

chard, sternly.

" Why I've had one too, so we are both

under the same displeasure." He briefly

related his attempt to win Lucettas inter-

cession.

Henchard merely heard his story, without

taking it deeply in. His own relation to

Farfrae and Lucetta overshadowed all kindred

ones. He w^ent on saying brokenly to him-

self, " She has supplicated to me in her time
;

and now her tonsfue won't own me nor her

eyes see me ! . . . And he—how angry he

looked. He drove me back as if I were a bull

l^reaking fence. ... I took it like a lamb,

for I saw it could not be settled thei-e. He
can rub brine on a green wound ! . . . But

he shall pay for it, and she shall be sorry. It

must come to a tussle—face to face ; and then

we'll see how a coxcomb can front a man I

''
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. Witlioiit farther reflection the fallen mer-

chant, bent on some wild purpose, ate a hasty

dinner, and went forth to find Farfrae. After

being injured by him as a rival, and snubbed

by him as a journeyman, the crowning

degradation had been reserved for this day

—

that he should be shaken at the collar by him

MS a vagabond in the face of the whole town.

The crowds had dispersed. But for the

green arches which still stood as they were

erected Casterbridge life had resumed its

ordinary shape. Henchard went down Corn

Street till he came to Farfrae's house, where

he knocked, and left a message that he would

be glad to see liis employer at the granaries

as soon as he conveniently could come there.

Having done this he proceeded round to the

back and entered the yard.

Nobody was present, for, as he had been

aware, the labourers and carters were enjoy-

ing half-holiday on account of the events of

the day—though the carters would luive to

return for a short time later on, to feed and

litter down the horses. He had reached the

granary steps and was about to ascend, when
he said to himself aloud, " I'm stronger than

he."
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Henchard returned to a she(^, ^vhere he

selected a short piece of rope from several

pieces that where lying ahout ; hitching one

end of this to a nail be took the other in his

right hand and turned himself bodily round,

while keeping his left arm against his side
;

by this contrivance he pinioned the latter

effectively. He now went up the ladders to

the top floor of the corn-stores.

It was empty, except of a few sacks, and at

the further end was the door often mentioned,

opening under the cathead and chain that

hoisted the sacks. He fixed the door open,

and looked over the sill. There was a depth

of thirty or forty feet to the ground ; liere

was the spot on which he had been standing

with Farfrae when Elizabeth-Jane had seen

him lift his arm, with many misgivings as to

what the movement portended.

He retired a few steps into the loft, and

waited. From this elevated perch his eye

could sweep the roofs roundabout, the upper

parts of the luxurious chestnut-trees, now
delicate in leaves of a week's age, and the

drooping boughs of the limes ; Farfrae's

garden, and the green door leading therefrom.

In course of time—he could not sav how lonir
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—that green door opened and Farfrae came

through. He Avas dressed as if for a journey.'

The low light of the nearing evening caught

his head and face when he emerored from the

shadow of the wall, warming them to a com-

plexion of flame-colour. Henchard watched

him with his mouth firmly set, the squareness

of his jaw and the verticality of his profile

being unduly marked.

Farfrae came on with one hand in his

pocket, and humming a tune in a way which

told that the words were most in his mind.

Thev were those of the soup- he had sung-

w^hen he arlived years before at the King of

Prussia, a poor young man, adventuring for

life and fortune, and scarcely knowing

whitherward :

—

" And here's a liaiul. my trusty liere.

And gie's a hand o' thine."

Notliing moved Henchard like an old melody.

He sank back. " No ; I can't do it ! " he

gasped. '• Why does the infernal fool begin

that now I

"

At length Farfrae was silent, and Hen-

chard looked out of the loft door. " Will yei

come up here ? " he said.



THE MAYOR OF CASTERB RIDGE. 203

" Ay, man," said Farfrae. '"'

I couldn't see

ye. What's amiss '\

'

A minute later Hencliard heard his feet on

the lowest ladder. He heard him land on the

first floor, ascend and land on the second,

beo^in the ascent to the third. And then his

head rose through the trap behind.

" What are you doing up here at this

time ?
" he asked, coming forward. '' Why

didn't ye take your holiday like the rest oi*

the men ? " He spoke in a tone which had

just severity enough in it to show that

he remembered the untoward event of the

forenoon.

Henchard said nothing; but, going back,

he closed the stair hatchway, and stamped

upon it so tliat it went tight into its frame
;

he next turned to the wondering young-

man, who by this time observed that one

of Henchard's arms was bound to his side.

" Now," said Henchard quietly, '' we
stand face to face—man and man. Your

money and your fine wife no longer lift ye

above me as they did but now, and my
j)overty does not press me down."

" What does it all mean ?
" asked Fai-frae

simply.
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••Wait a bit, my lad. You' should have

thought tAvice before you aftroiited to ex-

tremity a man who had nothing to lose.

I've borne your rivalry, whicli ruined me,

and your snubbing, which humbled me ; but

your hustling, that disgraced me. T w^on't

stand
!

"

Farfrae warmed a little at tliis. " Ye'd no

business there," he said.

"As much as any one among ye. What,
you forward stripling, tell a man of my age

lie'd no business there ? " The ano^er-vein

swelled in his forehead as he spoke.

" You insulted Ptoyalt}^ Henchard ; and

'twas my duty, as the chief magistrate, to

stop you."

" Eoyalty be ,'' said Henchard. " I am
as loyal as you, come to that."'

"I am not here to argue. Wait till you

ai'e cool, wait till you are cool ; and you will

see things as 1 do/*'

" You may be the one to cool tirst," said

Henchard, grimly. " Now this is the case.

Here be we, in this four-square loft, to finish

out that little wrestle you began tliis morning.

There's the door, fortv foot above o;vound.

One of us two puts the other out by that
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door—tlie master stays inside. If lie likes

lie may go down afterwards and give the

alarm that the other has fallen out by acci-

dent—or he may tell the truth—that's his

business. As the strongest man Pve tied one

arm to take no advantage of ye. D'ye under-

stand ? Then here's at ye !

"

There was no lime for Farfrae to do aught

but one thing, to close with Henchard, for

the latter had come on at once. It was a

wrestling match, the object of each being to

give his antagonist a back fall ; and on Hen-
chard's part, unquestionably that it should be

through the door.

At the outset Henchard's hold by his unl\-

spare hand, the right, was on the left side of

Farfrae's collar, which lie firmly grappled, the

latter holding Henchard by his collar with

the contrary liand. With his right he en-

deavoured to get hold of his antagonist's left

arm, which, however, he could not do, so

adroitly did Henchard keep it in the rear as

he gazed upon the lowered eyes of his fair

and slim antagonist.

Henchard planted the first toe forward,

Farfrae crossing him with his ; and thus fai-

the struggle had very much the appearance
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of the ordinary wrestling of those parts.

Several minutes were ])assed by them in this

attitude, the pair rocking and writhing like

trees in a gale, botli preserving an absolute

silence. By this time their l)reathiiig could

be heard. Then Farfrae tried to get hold of

the other side of Henchard's collar, which was

resisted by the larger man exerting all his

force in a Avrenching movement, and this part

of the struof^ie ended by his forcino- Farfrae

down on his knees by sheer pressure of one

of liis muscular arms. Hampered as he was,

however, he could not keep him there, and

Farfrae finding his feet again tlie struggle

proceeded as before.

By a whirl Henchard Ijrought Donald

dangerously near tlie ]3reci23ice ; seeing his

position the Scotchman for the first time

locked himself to his adversary, and all the

eiibrts of that infuriated Prince of Darkness

—as he might have been called from his ap-

pearance just now—were inadequate to lift or

loosen Farfrae for a time. By an extraordinary

eftbrt he succeeded at last, though not until

they had got far l^ack again from the fatal

door. In doing so Hencliard contrived to

turn Farfrae a complete somersault. Hod
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Henchard's other arm been free it would have

been all over with Farfrae then. But again

he reo-ained his feet, wrenchinor Henchard's

arm considerably, and causing him sharp pain,

as could be seen from the twitching of his

face. He instantly delivered the younger

man an annihilating turn by the left fore-liip,

as it used to be expressed, and following up

his advantacre thrust him towards the door,

never loosening his liold till Farfrae's fair

jiead was hano-ino- uver the window-sill,

and his arm dangling d<j\vii outside the

Avail.

'' Now," said Henchard between his gasps,

•• this is the end of what you began this

mornincr. Your life is in mv hands."

"Then take it,"' said Farfrae. "You've

wished too long !

'

Henchard looked down upon him in silence,

and their eyes met. " O, Farfrae—that's not

true !
" he said, bitterly. " God is my witness

that no man ever loved another as I did thee

at one time And now—tliouo-h 1

came liere to kill 'ee, I cannot huit thee !

Go and give me in charge—do what you will

—I care nothing for what comes of me !

"

• He withdrew to the back part of the loft,
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and flung himself into a corner upon some

sacks, in the abandonment of remorse.

Farfrae regarded him in silence ; then went

to the hatcli and descended through it.

Henchard would fain have recalled him ; but

his tongue failed in its task, and the young

man's steps died on his ear.

Henchard took his full measure of shame

and self-reproach. The scenes of his first

acquaintance with Farfrae rushed back upon

him—that time when the curious mixture of

romance and thrift in the young man's com-

position so commanded his heart that Farfrae

could play upon him as on an instrument.

So thoroughly subdued was he that he re-

mained on the sacks in a crouching attitude,

unusual for a man, and for such a man. Its

womanliness sat tracricallv on the fio^ure of so

stern a piece of virility. He heard a con-

versation below, the opening of the coach-

house door, and the putting in of a horse, but

took no notice.

Here he stayed till the thin shades

thickened to opaque obscurity, and the loft-

door became an oblong of gray light—the

only visible shape around. At length lie

arose, shook the dust from his clothes
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wearily, felt his way to the hatch, and

gropingly descended the steps till he stood

in the yard.

" He thought highly of me once," he mur-

mured. " Now he'll hate me and despise me
for ever !

"

He became possessed by an overpowering

wish to see Farfrae again that night, and by

some desperate pleading to attempt the well-

nigh impossible task of winning pardon for

his late mad attack. But as he w^alked

towards Farfrae's door, he recalled the un-

heeded doings in the yard while he had lain

above in a sort of stupor. Farfrae he remem-

bered had gone to the stable and put the

horse into the gig ; while doing so. Whittle

had brought him a letter ; Farfrae had then

said that he would not go towards Budmouth
as he had intended—that he was un-

expectedly summoned to Weatherbury, and

meant to call at Mellstock on his way thither,

that place lying but three or four miles out of

his course.

He must have come prepared for a journey

when he first arrived in the yard, unsuspect-

incr enmity ; and he "^must have driven off

(though in a changed direction) without say-

VOL. II. P
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ing a word to any one on what had occurred

between themselves.

It would therefore be useless to call at

Farfrae's house till very late.

There was no help for it but to wait till

his return, though waiting was almost torture

to his restless and self-accusing soul. He
walked about the streets and outskirts of the

town, lingering here and there till he reached

the stone brido;e of which mention has been

made, an accustomed halting-place with him

now. Here he spent a long time, the purl of

waters through the weirs meeting his ear,

and the Casterbridge lights glimmering at no

great distance off.

While leaning thus uj^on the parapet, his

listless attention was awakened by sounds of

an unaccustomed kind from the town quarter.

They were a confusion of rhythmical noises,

to which the streets added yet more confu-

sion by encumbering them with echoes. His

first incurious thought that the clangour

arose from the town band, engaged in an

attempt to round off a memorable day by a

burst of evening harmony, was contradicted

by certam peculiarities of reverberation. But
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inexplicability did not rouse him to more

than a cursory heedfulness ; his sense of

deofradation was too stronof for the admission

of foreioii ideas ; and he leant ao;ainst the

parapet as before.

P 2
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CHAPTER XVI.

When Farfrae descended out of the loft^

breathless from his encounter with Henchard,

he paused at the bottom to recover himself.

He arrived at the yard with the intention of

putting the horse into the gig himself (all

the men having a holiday), and driving to a

village on the Budmouth Iload. Despite the

fearful struggle he decided still to persevere

in his journey, so as to recover himself before

going indoors and meeting the eyes of Lucetta.

He wished to consider his course in a case so

serious.

When he was just on the point of driving off,

Whittle arrived with a note, badly addressed,

and bearing the word "immediate" upon the

outside. On opening it he was surprised to

see that it was unsio'ned. It contained a

brief request that he would go to Weather-

bury that evening about some business wliich

he was conducting there. Farfrae knew

nothing that could make it pressing ; but as
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he was bent upon going out he yielded to the

anonymous request, particularly as he had a

call to make at Mellstock which could be in-

cluded in the same tour. Thereupon he told

Whittle of his change of direction, in words

which Henchard had overheard ; and set out

on his way. Farfrae had not directed his

man to take the message indoors, and

Whittle had not been supposed to do so on

his own responsibility.

Now the anonymous letter was the well-

intentioned but clumsy contrivance of Long-

ways and other of Farfrae's men, to get him

out of the way for the evening, in order that

the satirical mummery should fall flat, if it

were attempted. By giving open informa-

tion they would have brought down upon

their heads the vengCcince of those among

their comrades who enjoyed these boisterous

old games : and therefore the plan of

sending a letter recommended itself by its

indirectness.

For poor Lucetta they took no protective

measure, believing with the majority there

was some truth in the scandal, which she

would have to bear as she best might.

It was about eight o'clock, and Lucetta
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was slttino^ in the drawino'-room alone.

Night had set in for more than half-an-hour,

but she had not had the candles lighted, for

when Farfrae was away she preferred waiting

for him by the fireliglit, and, if it were not

too cold, keeping one of the window-sashes a

little way open that the sound of his wheels

might reach her ears early. She was leaning-

back in her chair, in a more hopeful mood
than she had enjoyed since her marriage.

The day had been such a success ; and the

temporary uneasiness which Henchard's show

of effrontery had wrought in her disappeared

with the quiet disappearance of Henchard

himself under her husband's rej^roof The

floating evidences of her absurd passion

for him, and its consequences, had been

destroyed, and she really seemed to have no

cause for fear.

The reverie in which these and other sub-

jects mingled was disturbed by a hubbub in

the distance, that increased moment by

moment. It did not greatly surprise her, the

afternoon having been given up to recreation

by a majority of the populace since the

passage of the Hoyal ecj^uipages. But her

attention was at once riveted to the matter
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hj the voice of a maid-servant next door,

who spoke from an upper window across the

street to some other maid even more elevated

than she.

'' Which way are they going now ? " in-

quired the first with interest.

" I can't be sure for a moment," said the

second, " because of the malter's chimney.
'' Oh, yes—I can see 'em. Well, I declare, I

declare !

"

''What, what?" from the first, more

enthusiastically.

" They are coming up Corn Street after all

!

They sit back to back !

"

" What— two of 'em— are there two

figures ?

"

" Yes. Two images on a donkey, back to

back, their elbows tied to one another's.

She's facino' the head, and he's facino; the

tail."

"Is it meant for anybody particular ?
"

*' Well—it may be. The man has got on a

blue coat and kerseymere leggings ; he hcis

black whiskers, and a reddish face. 'Tis a

stuffed fiofure, with a mask."

The din was increasino; now—then it

lessened a little.
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" There—I slia'n't see, after all !
" cried the

disappointed first maid.

'* Thev have o^one into a back street—that's

all," said the one who occupied the enviable

position in the attic. "There—now I have

got 'em all endways nicely."

"What's the woman like ? Just say, and

I can tell in a moment if 'tis meant for one

I've in mind."

"My—why—'tis dressed just as she was

dressed when she sat in the front seat at the

time the play-actors came to the Town
Hall

!

"

Lucetta started to her feet ; and almost at

the instant the door of the room was quickly

and softly opened. Elizabeth-Jane advanced

into the firelight.

" I have come to see you," she said breath-

lessly. " I did not stop to knock—forgive

me. I see you have not shut your shutters,

raid the window is open."

Without waiting for Lucetta's reply she

crossed quickly to the window, and pulled out

one of the shutters. Lucetta glided to her

side. " Let it be—hush !
" she said peremp-

torily, in a dry voice, while she seized Eliza-

beth-Jane by the hand, and held up her
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fincfer. Their intercourse had been so low

and hurried that not a word had been lost of

the conversation without ; which had thus

proceeded :

—

" Her neck is uncovered, and her hair in

bands, and her back-comb in place ; she's got

on a puce silk, and white stockings, and

coloured shoes."

Again Elizabeth-Jane attempted to close

the window ; but Lucetta held her by main

force.

'• Tis me/' she said, with a fl\ce pale as

death. " A procession—a scandal—an effigy

of me, and him !

'

The look of Elizabeth betrayed that the

latter knew it already.
'•' Let us shut it out," coaxed Elizabeth-

Jane, notincr that the riofid wildness of

Lucetta's features were growing yet more

rigid and wild wdth the nearing of the noise

and ]auo:hter. " Let us shut it out !

"

"It is of no use ! '' she shrieked out. " He
will see it, won't he ? Donald will see it. He
is just coming home—and it will break his

heart—he will never love me any more—and

oh, it will kill me—kill me !

"

Ehzabeth-Jane was frantic now. ' Oh,
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can't something be done to stop it?" she

cried. " Is there nobody to do it—not one?

"

She relinquished Lucetta's hands, and ran

to the door. Lucetta herself, saying reck-

lessly, " I will see it !
" turned to the window,

threw up the sash, and went out upon the

balcony. Elizabeth immediately followed

her, and put her arm round her to pull her in.

Lucetta's eyes were straight upon the spec-

tacle of the uncanny revel, now advancing

rapidly. The numerous lights around the two

effigies threw them up into lurid distinctness

:

it was impossible to mistake the pair for other

than the intended victims.

" Come in, come in," implored Elizabeth ;

" and let me shut the window !

"

" She's me—she's me—even to the parasol

—my green parasol
!

" cried Lucetta with a

wild laugh as she stepped in. She stood

motionless for one second—then fell heavily

to the floor.

Almost at the instant of her fall the rude

music of the skimmmgton ceased. The roars

of sarcastic laughter went off in ripples, and

the tramping died out like the rustle of a

spent wind. Elizabeth was only indirectly

conscious of this ; she had rung the bell, and
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was bending over Lucetta, who remained con-

vulsed on the carpet in the paroxysms of an

epileptic seizure. She rang again and again,

in vain ; the probability being that the

servants had all run out of the house to see

more of the Demoniac Sabbath than they

could see within.

At last Farfrae's man, who had been agape

on the door-step, came up ; then the cook.

The shutters, hastily pushed to by Elizabeth,

were quite closed, a light was obtained,

Lucetta carried to her room, and the man
sent off for a doctor. AVhile Elizabeth ^\'as

undressing her she recovered consciousness
;

but as soon as she remembered what had

passed the fit returned.

The doctor arrived with unhoped-for

promptitude; he had been standing at his

door, like others, wondering what the uproar

meant. As soon as he saw the unhappy

sufferer he said, in answer to Elizabeth's mute
appeal, " This is serious."

" It is a fit," Elizabeth said.

" Yes. But a fit in the jDresent state of

her health means mischief You must send

at once for Mr. Farfrae. Where is he ?

"

" He has driven into the country, sir,''



2 20 THE ^lAVOR OF CASTERBRIDGE.

said the parlour-maid ;
" to some place on

tlie Budmouth Road. He's likely to be back

soon."

" Xever mind ; he must be sent for, in case

he should not hurry." The doctor returned

to the bedside again. The man was despatched,

and they soon heard him clattering out of the

yard at the hack.

Meanwhile Mr. Benjamin Grower, that

prominent burgess, of whom mention lias

been already made, hearing the din of

cleavers, kits, crouds, humstrums, serpents,

rams'-horns, and other historical kinds of

music as he sat indoors in the High Street,

had put on his hat and gone out to learn the

cause. He came to the corner above Farfrae's,

and soon guessed the nature of the proceed-

in o;s ; for beino' a native of the town he had

witnessed such rough jests before. His first

move was to search hither and thither for

tlie constables ; there were two in the town,

shrivelled men whom he ultimately found iji

hiding up an alley, yet more shrivelled than

usual, having some not ungrounded fears

that they might be roughly handled if seen.

^' What can we two poor lammigers do

against such a multitude
!

" expostulated
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Stubberd, in answer to Mr. Grower s cliiding.

" 'Tis tempting 'em to commit felo cle se upon

us, and that would be the death of the

perpetrator ; and we wouldn't be the cause

of a fellow-creature's death on no account,

not we."

" Get some help, then. Here, 1 11 come

with you. We'll see what a few words of

authority can do. Quick now ; have ye got

your staves ?"

" We didn't want the folk to notice us as

law officers, being so short-handed, sir ; so

we pushed our Goverment staves up this

water-pipe.''

'' Out with 'em, and come along, for

heaven's sake ! Ah, here's Mr. Blowbody,

that's lucky." Blowbody was one of the

magistrates.

"Well, what's the row"?" said Blowbodv.
" Got their names—hey ?

'

" No. Now," said Grower to one of the

constables, " you go with Mr. Blowbody

round by the Old Walk, and come up the

street ; and I'll go with Stubberd straight

forward. By this plan we shall have 'em

between us. Get their names only : no attack

or interruption."
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Tims they started. But as Stubberd with

Mr. Grower advanced into Corn Street,

-whence the sounds had proceeded, they were

surprised that no procession could be seen.

They passed Farfrae's, and looked to the end

of the street. The lamp flames waved, the

Walk trees soughed, a few loungers stood

about with their hands in their pockets.

Evervthino' was as usual.

" Have you seen a motley crowd, making

a disturbance ? " Grower said magisterially

to one of these in a fustian jacket, who
smoked a short pipe and wore straps round

his knees.

" Beg yer pardon, sir ? " blandly said the

person addressed, vrho was no other than

Charl, of Saint Peter's Finger. Mr. Grower

repeated the words.

Charl shook his head to the zero of child-

like ignorance. "No; we haven't seen any-

thing ; have we, Joe ? And you was here

afore I."

Joseph was quite as blank as the other in

his reply.

''H'm—that's odd," said Mr. Grower.

"Ah—here's a respectable man coming that

I know by sight. Have you," he inquired,
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addressing the nearing shape of Jopp, '' have

you seen any gang of fellows making a devil

of a noise—skimmington riding, or something

of the sort ?
"

" Oh, no—nothing, sir," Jopp replied as if

receiving the most singular news. " But,

I've not been far to-night, so perhaps
"'

"Oh, 'twas here—just here," said the

magistrate.

" Now I've noticed, come to think o't,

that the wind in the Walk trees makes a

peculiar poetical-like murmur to-night, sir

;

more than common ; so perhaps 'twas that ?
"

Jopp suggested, as he rearranged his hand

in his great-coat pocket (where it ingeniously

supported a pair of kitchen tongs and a cow's

horn, thrust up under his waistcoat).

'' No, no, no—d'ye think I'm a fool? Con-

stable, come this way. They must have gone

into the back street."

Neither in back street nor in front street,

however, could the disturbers be perceived

;

and Blowbody and the second constable, who
came up at this time, brought similar intelli-

gence. Effigies, donkey, lanterns, band, all

had disappeared like the crew of Comiis.

''Now," said Mr. Grower, ''there's only



2 24 THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE.

one thing more we can do. Get ye half-a-

dozen helpers, and go in a body to Mixen

Lane, and into Saint Peter's Finger. I'm

much mistaken if you don't find a clue to the

perpetrators there."

The rusty-jointed executors of the law

mustered assistance as soon as they could,

and the whole party marched off to the lane

of notoriety. It was no rapid matter to get

there at night, not a lamp or glimmer of any

sort offering itself to light the way, except an

occasional pale radiance through some

window-curtain, or through the chink of

some door which could not be closed because

of the smoky chimney within. At last they

entered the inn boldly, by the till then

bolted front-door, after a prolonged knocking

of loudness commensurate with the import-

ance of their standing.

In the settles of the large room, guyed

to the ceiling by cords as usual for stability,

an ordinary group sat drinking and smoking

with statuesque quiet of demeanour. The

landlady looked mildly at the uivaders, say-

ing in honest accents, " Good evening, gentle-

men ; there's plenty of room. I hope there's

nothing amiss ?

"
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They looked round the room. " Surely,"

said Stubberd to one of the men, " I saw you

by now in Com Street—Mr. Grower spoke

to 'ee ?

'"

The man, who was Charl, shook his

head absently. " I've been here this last

hour, hain't I, Nance ? " he said to the

woman who meditatively sipped her ale near

him.

" Faith, that you have. I came in for

my quiet supper-time half-pint, and you were

here then, as were all the rest."

The other constable was facincr the clock

-

o
case where he saw reflected in the glass a

quick motion by the landlady. Turning

sharply, he caught her closing the oven-

door.

" Something curious about that oven,

ma'am ? " he observed advancing, opening it,

and drawing out a tambourine.

" Oh," she said, apologetically, '* that's

what we keep here to use when there's a

little quiet dancing. You see damp weather

spoils it, so T put it there to keep it dry."

The constable nodded knowingly ; but

what he knew was nothing. Nohow could

anything be elicited from this mute and

VOL. ir. Q
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inoffensive assembly. In a few minutes

the investigators went out, and joining

those of their auxiliaries who had been

left at the door, they pursued their way
elsewhither.
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CHAPTER XVII.

LoxG before this time Henchard, weary of

his ruminations on the bridge, had repaired

towards the to^^n. When he stood at the

bottom of the street a procession burst upon

his view, in the act of turning out of an

alley just above him. The lanterns, horns,

and multitude startled him ; he saw the

mounted images, and knew what it all

meant.

They crossed the way, entered another

street, and disappeared. He turned back a

few steps and was lost in grave reflection,

finally wending his way homeward by the

obscure river-side path. Unable to rest there

he went to his stepdaughters lodging, and

was told that Elizabeth-Jane had gone to

Mrs. Farfrae's. Like one actincr in obedience

to a charm, and with a nameless apprehen-

sion, he followed in the same direction, in the

hope of meeting her, the roysterers having

vanished. Disappointed in this, he gave tlie

Q 2
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gentlest of pulls to the door-bell, and then

learnt particulars of what had occurred,

together with the doctor's imperative orders

that Farfrae should be brought home, and

how they had set out to meet him on the

Budmouth Eoad.
" But he has gone to Mellstock and

Weatherbury
!

" exclaimed Henchard, now
unspeakably grieved. ''Not Budmouth way
at all."

But, alas ! for Henchard ; he had lost his

good name. They would not believe him,

taking his words but as the frothy utterances

of recklessness. Though Lucetta's life seemed

at that moment to depend upon her husband's

return (she being in great mental agony lest

he should never know the unexaggerated

truth of her past relations with Henchard)

no messenger was despatched towards

Weatherbury. Henchard, in a state of bitter

anxiety and contrition, determined to seek

Farfrae himself

To this end he hastened down the town,

ran along the eastern road over the moor,

up the hill beyond, and thus onward in the

moderate darkness of this spring night till he

had reached a secund and a third hill about
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three miles distant. In a cuttincr on the

summit of the last he listened. At first

nothing, beyond his own heart-throbs, was to

be heard but the slow wind making its moan
among the masses of spruce and larch which

clothed the heights on either hand ; but pre-

sently there came the sound of light wheels

Avhetting their felloes against the newly stoned

j)atches of road, accompanied by the distant

glimmer of lights.

He knew it was Farfrae s gig, from an

indescribable personality in its noise, the

vehicle having been his own till bought by

the Scotchman at the sale of his effects.

Henchard thereupon descended the hill on

its further side, meetinor the orio- as its driver

slackened speed at the foot of the incline.

It Avas a j^oint in the highway at which

the road to Mellstock branched off from the

homeward direction. By diverging to that

village, as he had intended to do, Farfj*ae

might probably delay his return by a couple

of hours. It soon appeared that his intention

was to do so still, the light swerving towards

the by-road. Farfrae's off gig-lamp flashed

in Henchard's face. At the same time,

Farfrae discerned his late antagonist.
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" Farfrae—Mr. Farfrae !
" cried the breath-

less Henchard, holdmg up his hand.

Farfrae allowed the horse to turn several

steps into the branch lane before he pulled up.

He then drew rein, and said " Yes ? " over

his shoulder, as one would towards a pro-

nounced enemy.
" Come back to Casterbridge at once

!

"

Henchard said. "There's something wrong

at your house—requiring your return. I've

run all the wav here on purpose to tell

ye!"

Farfrae was silent, and at his silence Hen-

chard's soul sank within him. Why had he

not before this thought of what was only

too obvious '^ He who, four hours earlier,

had enticed Farfrae into a deadly wrestle,

stood now in the darkness of late night-time

on a lonely road, at a point w^iere it plunged

into a cutting through a wood ; he invited

the man, whom on the first occasion he had

let oflP, to enter that wood, when his purposed

way was across an open upland, where there

was at least a better opportunity of guarding

himself from attack. Henchard could almost

feel this view of things in course of passage

through Farfrae's mind.
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^' I have to go to Mellstock," said Farfrae

coldly, as he loosened his rein to move on.

" But," implored Henchard, " the matter is

more serious than your business at Mellstock.

It is—your wife. She is ill. I can tell you

particulars as we go along."

The very agitation and hesitancy of Hen-

chard increased Farfrae's suspicion that this

was a ruse to decoy him into the wood, where

might be effectually compassed what, from

policy or want of nerve, Henchard had failed

to do earlier m the day. He started the

horse.

" I know what you tliink," deprecated

Henchard, running after, almost bowed down
with despair as he perceived the image of

unscrupulous villany that he had assumed

in his former friend's eyes. " But I am not

what you think !
" he cried hoarsely. " Believe

me, Farfrae ; I have come entii^ely on your

own and your wife's account. She is in danger.

I know no more ; and they want you to come.

Your man has gone the other way in a mistake.

Oh, Farfrae, don't mistrust me—I am a

wretched man ; but my heart is true to you

still!"

Farfrae, however, did distrust him utterly.
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He had left his wife not long ago in perfect

health ; and Henchard's treachery was more

credible than his story. He had in his time

heard bitter ironies from Henchard's lips, and

there might be ironies now. He quickened

the horse's pace, and had soon risen into the

open country lying between there and Mell-

stock, Henchard's spasmodic run after him

lending yet more substance to his thought of

evil purposes.

The gig and its driver lessened against the

sky in Henchard's eyes ; his exertions for

Tarfrae's good had been in vain. Over this

repentant sinner, at least, there was to be no

joy in heaven. He cursed himself like a less

scrupulous Job, as a vehement man will do

when he loses self-respect, the last mental

prop under poverty. To this he had come

after a time of emotional darkness of which

the adjoining woodland shade afforded in-

adequate illustration. Presently he began to

walk back again along the Avay by which he

had come. Farfrae should at all events have

no reason for delay upon the road by seeing

him there when he took his journey home-

ward later on.

Arriving at Casterbridge, Henchard went
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again to Farfrae's house to make inquiries.

As soon as the door opened anxious faces con-

fronted his from the staircase, hall, and

landing- and thej all said in grievous dis-

appointment, " Oh—it is not he !

'"' The man,

finding his mistake, had long since returned,

and all hopes had been centred upon Henchard.
" But haven't you found him ;

" said the

doctor.

" Yes I cannot tell ye !
" Henchard

replied, as he sank down on a chair within

the entrance. '' He can't be home for two

hours."

"H'm," said the physician, returning

upstairs.

" How is she ? " asked Henchard of Eliza-

beth, who formed one of the group.

" In great danger, father. Her anxiety to

see her husband makes her fearfully restless.

Poor woman—I fear they have killed her !

"

Henchard regarded the S3^mpathetic speaker

for a few instants as if she struck him in a

new light ; then, without further remark,

went out of the door and onward to his

lonely cottage. So much for man's rivalry,

he thought. Death was to have the oyster,

and Farfrae and himself the shells. But about
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Elizabeth-Jane ; in the midst of his gloom

she seemed to him as a pin-point of hght. He
had liked the look of her face as she answered

him from the stairs. There had been affection

in it, and above all things what he desired

now was affection from anythmg that was

good and pure. She was not his own ; yet,

for the first time, he had a faint dream that

he might get to like her as his own—if she

would only continue to love him.

Jopp was just going to bed when Henchard

got home. As the latter entered the door

Jopp said, " This is rather bad about Mrs.

Farfrae's illness.

"

'* Yes," said Henchard shortly, though

little dreaming of Jopp s complicity in the

nights harlequinade, and raising his eyes just

sufficiently to observe that Jopp's face was

lined with anxiety.

" Somebody has called for you/' continued

Jopp, when Henchard was shutting himself

into his own apartment. ^'A kind of traveller,

or sea-captain of some sort."

'' Oh !—who could he be ?

"

" He seemed a well-be-doing man—had

grey hair and a broadish face ; but he gave

no name, and no message."
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" Nor do I give him any attention." And,

saying this, Henchard closed his door.

The divergence to Mellstock delayed Far-

frae s return very nearly the two hours of

Henchard's estimate. Among the other

urgent reasons for his presence had been the

need of his authority to send to Budmouth
for a second physician ; and when at length

Farfrae did come back he was in a state

bordering on distraction at his misconception

of Henchard's motives.

A messenger was despatched to Budmouth,

late as it had grown ; the night wore on, and

the other doctor came in the small hours.

Lucetta had been much soothed by Donald's

arrival ; he seldom or never left her side ; and

when, immediately after his entry, she had

tried to lisp out to him the secret which so

oppressed her, he checked her feeble words,

lest talkmo' should be dano;erous, assurino*

her there was plenty of time to tell him

everything.

Up to this time he knew nothing of the

skimmington-ride. The dangerous illness of

Mrs. Farfrae was soon rumoured through the

town, and an apprehensive guess having
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been given as to its cause by the protagonists

in the exploit, compunction and fear threw a

dead silence over all particulars of their

orgie ; while those immediately around

Lncetta would not venture to add to

her husband's distress by alhiding to the

subject.

What, and how much, Farfrae's wife

ultimately explained to him of her past

entanglement with Henchard, when they

were alone in the solitude of that sad night,

cannot be told. That she informed him of

the bare facts of her peculiar intimacy

with the corn-merchant became plain from

Farfrae's own statements. But in respect of

her subsequent conduct—her motive in

coming to Casterbridge to unite herself with

Henchard—her assumed justification in aban-

donino' him when she discovered reasons for

fearing him (though in truth her inconsequent

passion for another man at first sight had

most to do with that abandonment)—her

method of reconciling to her conscience a

rnarriao;e with the second when she was in a

measure committed to the first : to what

extent she spoke of these things remained

Farfrae's secret alone.
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Besides the watcliman who called the

hours and weather in Casterbridge that night

there walked a figure up and down Corn

Street hardly less frequently. It T\'as Hen-
chard's, whose retiring to rest had proved

itself a futility as soon as attempted ; and

he gave it up to go hither and thither, and

make inquiries about the patient every now
and then. He called as much on Farfrae's

account as on Lucetta's, and on Elizabeth-

Jane's even more than on either's. Shorn

one by one of all other interests, his life

seemed centring on the personality of the

stepdaughter whose presence bat recently

he could not endure. To see her on each

occasion of his inquiry at Lucetta's was a

comfort to him.

The last of his calls was made about four

o'clock in the morning, in the steely light of

da^\n. Lucifer was fading into day over

Dummerford Moor, the sparrows were just

alighting into the street, and the hens had

begun to cackle from the outhouses. When
within a few yards of Farfrae's he saw the

door gently opened, and a servant raise her

hand to the knocker, to untie the piece of

cloth which had muffled it. He went across,
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the sparrows in his way scarcely flying

up from the road-litter, so little did they

beheve in human aggression at so early a

time.

'' Why do you take off that 'i
" said

Henchard.

She turned in some surprise at his pre-

sence, and did not answer for an instant or

two. Recognizing him, she said, " Because

they may knock as loud as they will ; she will

never hear it any more."
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CHAPTER XVIII.

Henchard went home. The morning having

now fully broke he lit his fire, and sat ab-

stractedly beside it. He had not sat there

long Avben a gentle footstep approached the

house and entered the passage, a finger

tapping lightly at the door. Henchard's face

brio-htened, for he knew the motions to be

Elizabeth's. She came into his room, iookinsf

pale and sad.

"Have you heard?" she asked. ''Mrs.

Farfrae ? She is—dead ! Yes indeed

—

about an hour ago."

" I know it," said Henchard. " I have but

lately come in from there. It is so very good

of ye, Elizabeth, to come and tell me. You
must be so tired out, too, with sitting up.

Now do you bide here with me this morning.

You can go and rest in the other room

;

and I will call you ^vhen breakfast is

ready."

To please him, and herself—for his recent
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kindliness was winning a surprised gratitude

from tlie lonely girl—she did as he bade her,

and lay down on a sort of couch which Hen-

chard had rigged up out of a settle in the

adjoining room. She could hear him moving

about in his j)reparations ; but her mind ran

most strongly on Lucetta, whose death, in

such fulness of life, and amid such cheerful

hopes of maternity, was appallingly unex-

pected. Presently she fell asleep.

Meanwhile her ste^Dfather in the outer room

had set the breakfast in readiness ; but finding

that she dozed he would not call her ; he

waited on, looking into the fire and keeping

the kettle boiling with, housewifely care, as if

it were an honour to have her in his house.

In truth, a great change had come over him

with regard to her, and he was developing the

dream of a future lit by her filial presence,

as though that way alone could happiness

lie.

He was disturbed by another knock at the

door, and rose to open it, rather deprecating a

call from anybody just then. A stoutly-built

man stood on the doorstep, with an alien,

unfamiliar air about liis fio^ure and bearino^

—

an air which misfht have been called colonial
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by people of cosmopolitan experience. It

was the man who had asked the way at

Saint Peter^s Finger. Henchard nodded, and

looked inquiry.

" Good morning, good morning," said the

stranger with profuse heartiness. " Is it Mr.

Henchard I am talking to ?

"

" My name is Henchard."
'* Then I caught ye at home—that's right.

Morning's the time for business, says I.

Can I have a few words with you ?

"

*' By all means," Henchard answered, show-

ing the way in.

" You may remember me ? " said his visitor,

seating himself.

Henchard observed him indifferently, and

shook his head.

" Well—perhaps you may not. My name
is Newson."

Henchard's face and eyes seemed to die.

The other did not notice it. "I know the

name well," Henchard said at last, looking on

the floor.

"I make no doubt of that. "Well, the fact

is, I've been looking for ye this fortnight past.

I went through Casterbridge on my way to

Weydon Priors, and when I got there, they

VOL. II. R
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told me you had some years before been

living at Casterbridge. Back came I again,

and by long and by late I got here by coach,

ten minutes ago. ' He lives down by the

mill,' says they. So here I am. Now—that

transaction between us some twenty years

agone
—

'tis that I've called about. 'Twas a

curious business. I was younger then than I

am now, and perhaps the less said about it,

in one sense, the better."

*' Curious business ? 'Twas worse than

curious. 1 cannot even allow that I'm the

man you met then. I was not in my senses,

and a man's senses are himself."

" We were young and thoughtless," said

Newson. " However, I've come to mend
matters rather than open arguments. Poor

Susan—her's was a strange experience."

" It was."

" She was a warm-hearted, home-spun

woman. She was not what they call shrewd

or sharp at all—better she had been.''

"She was not."

" As you in all likelihood know, she was

simple-minded enough to think that the sale

was binding. She was as guiltless o' wrong-

doing in that particular as a saint in the

clouds."
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" I know it, I know it. I found it out

directly," said Hencliard, still with averted

eyes. " There lay the sting o't to me. If

she had known the truth she would never

liave left rne. Never ! But how should she

be expected to know ? What advantages

had she ? None. She could write her own
name, and no more."

" Well, it was not in my heart to un-

deceive her when the deed was done," said

the sailor of former days. *"' I thought, and

there was not mucli vanitv in thinkino- it,

that she would be happier with me. She was

fahly happy, and I never would have un-

deceived her till the day of her death. Your

child died ; she had another, and all went

well. But a time came—mark me, a time

always does come. A time came—it was

some while after she and I and the child

returned from America—when somebody she

Iiad confided her history to told her my claim

to her was a mockery, and made a jest of her

belief in my right. After that she was never

happy with me. She pined and pined, and

socked and sighed. She said she must leave

me, and then came the question of our child.

Then a man advised me what to do, and I

R 2
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did it, for I tliought it was best. I left her

at Falmouth, and went off to sea. When I

got to the other side of the Atlantic there

w^as a storm, and it was supposed that a

lot of us, including myself, had been washed

overboard. I got ashore at Newfoundland,,

and then I asked myself what I should do.

' Since I'm here, here I'll bide/ I thought to

myself; ''twill be most kindness to her, now
she's taken against me, to let her believe me
lost ; for,' I thought, ' while she supposes us

both alive she'll be miserable ; but if she

thinks me dead she'U go back to him, and

the child will have a home.' I've never

returned to this country till a month ago^

and I found that, as I had supposed, she

went to you, and my daughter with her.

They told me in Falmouth that Susan

Avas dead. But Elizabeth-Jane—where m
she?"

" Dead likewise," said Henchard doggedly.

'' Surely you learnt that too ?
"

The sailor started up, and took an ener-

vated pace or two down the room. " Dead !

"

he said, in a low voice. " Then what's the

use of my money to me ?
"

Henchard, without answering, shook his
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head, as if that were rather a question f<jr

Newson himself than for him.

" Where is she buried ']
"'

the traveller

inquired.
'•' Beside her mother," said Henchard, in

the same stolid tones.

'^ When did she die?"
" A year ago, and more,"' replied the other

without hesitation.

The sailor continued standiiig. Henchard

never Ljoked up from the floor. At last

Newson said : '•' My journey hither has been

for nothing. I may as well go as I came !

It has served me ricrht. I'll trouble you no

longer.''

Henchard heard the retreating footsteps of

Newson upon the sanded floor, the mechanical

lifting of the latch, the slow opening and

closinor of the door that was natural to a

baulked or dejected man ; but he did not

turn his head. Newson's shadow passed the

window. He was gone.

Then Henchard, scarcely believing the

evidence of his senses, rose from his seat,

amazed at what he had done. It had been

the impulse of a moment. The regard he

had lately acquired for Elizabeth, the new-
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sprung hope of his loneUness that she would

be to him a daughter of Avhom he could feel

as proud as of the actual daughter she still

believed herself to be, had been stimulated

by the unexpected coming of Newson to a

greedy exclusiveness in relation to her ; so

that the sudden prospect of her loss had

caused him to speak mad lies like a child, in

pure mockery of consequences. He had

expected questions to close in round him, and

unmask his fabrication in five minutes
;
yet

such questioning had not come. But surely

they would come ; Newson's departure could

be but momentary ; he would learn all by

inquiries in the town ; and return to curse

him, and carry his last treasure away !

He hastily put on his hat, and went out in

the direction that Newson had taken. New-
son's back was soon visible up the road.

Henchard followed ; and saw his visitor stoj^

at the Golden Crown, where the morning-

coach which had brought him waited half-an-

hour for another coach which crossed there.

The coach Newson had come by was now
about to move again. Newson mounted ; his

luggage was put in, and in a few minutes the

vehicle disappeared with him.
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He had not so much as turned his head.

It was an act of simple faith in Henchard's

words—faith so simple as to be almost sub-

lime. The young sailor who had taken Susan

Henchard on the spur of the moment, and on

the faith of a glance at her face, more than

twenty years before, was still living and

actino^ under the form of the fizzled traveller

who had taken Henchard's words on trust so

absolute as to shame him as he stood.

Was Elizabeth-Jane to remain his by virtue

of this hardy invention of a moment ?
*' Per-

haps not for long,' said he. Newson might

converse with his fellow-travellers, some of

whom might be Casterbridge people ; and the

trick would be discovered.

This 23robability threw Henchard into a

defensive attitude, and instead of considering

how best to right the wrong, and acquaint

Elizabeth's father with the truth at once, he

bethought himself of ways to keep the posi-

tion he had accidentally won. Towards the

young woman herself his affection grew more

jealously strong with each new hazard to

which his claim to her was exposed.

He watched the distant highway, expecting

to see Newson return on foot, enlicrhtened
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and indicrnant, to claim liis child. But no

liii^ure appeared. Possibly lie had spoken to

nobody on the coach, but buried his grief in

his own heart.

His grief!—what was it, after all, to that

which he, Henchard, Avould feel at the loss of

her ? Newson's affection, cooled by years,

could not ecjual his who had been constantly

in her presence. And thus his jealous soul

speciously argued to excuse the separation of

father and child.

He returned to the house half-expecting

that she would have vanished. No : there

she was—just coming out from the inner

room, the marks of sleep upon her eyelids,

and exhibiting a generally refreshed air.

" Oh, father,*' she said, smiling. " I had

no sooner lain down than I napped, though I

did not mean to ! I wonder I did not dream

about poor Mrs. Farfrae, after thinking of her

so ; but I did not. How strange it is that we
do not often dream of la^test events, absorbing

as they may be."
'•' I am glad you have been able to sleep,"

he said, taking her hand with anxious pro-

prietorship—an act which gave her a pleasant

surprise.



THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE. 249

They sat down to breakfast, and Elizabeth-

Jane's thoughts reverted to Lucetta. Their

sadness added charm to a countenance whose

beauty had ever lain in its meditative sober-

ness.

" Father,'"' she said, as soon as she re-

called herself to the outspread meal, ''it is

so kind of you to get this nice breakfast

with your own hands, and I idly asleep the

while."'

'•I do it every day," he replied. " You

have left me ; everybody has left me ; how

should I live but by my own hands."'

"You are very lonely, are you not ?

"

"Ay, child—to a degree that you know

nothing of It is my own fault. You are the

only one who has been near me for weeks.

And you will come no more."

" Why do you say that ? Indeed I will, if

you would Hke to see me."

Henchard signified dubiousness. Though

he had so lately hoped that Elizabeth-Jane

mif^ht acrain live in his house as daughter, he

would not ask her to do so now. Newson

might return at any moment, and what Eliza-

beth would think of liim for his deception it

were best to bear apart from her.
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When they had breakfasted his step-

daughter still lingered, till the moment
arrived at which Henchard was accustomed

to go to his daily work. Then she arose, and

with assurances of coming again soon went up

the hill in the morninof sunliofht.

" At this moment her heart is as warm
towards me as mine is towards her ; she

would live with me here in this humble

cottao'e for the askino- ! Yet before the

evening probably he will have come ; and

then she will despise me."

This reflection, constantly repeated by

Henchard to himself, accompanied him every-

where through the day. His mood was no

longer that of the rebellious, ironical, reckless

misadventurer ; but the leaden gloom of one

who has lost all that can make life interest-

ino^, or even tolerable. There would remain

nobody for him to be proud of, nobody to

fortify him ; for Elizabeth-Jane would soon

be but as a stranger, and worse. Susan,

Farfrae, Lucetta, Elizabeth—all had gone

from him, one after one, either by his fault or

by his misfortune.

In place of them he had no interest, hobby,

or desire. If he could have summoned music
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to liis aid his existence might even now have

been borne ; for with Henchard music was of

regal power. The merest trumpet or organ tone

was enough to move him, and high harmonies

transubstantiated him. But fate had ordained

that he should be unable to call up this Divine

spirit in his need.

The whole land ahead of him was as

darkness itself; there was nothing to come,

nothing to wait for. Yet in the natural course

of life he might possibly have to linger on

earth another thirty or forty years—scoffed

at, at best pitied.

The thought of it was unendurable.

To the east of Casterbrido-e lay moors and

meadows, through which much water flowed.

The wanderer in this direction, who should

stand still for a few moments on a quiet

night, might hear singular symphonies from

these waters, as from a lampless orchestra, all

playing in their sundry tones, from near and

far parts of the moor. At a hole in a rotten

weir they executed a recitative ; where a

tributary brook fell over a stone breastwork

they trilled cheerily ; under an arch they

performed a metallic cymballing ; and at

Dummerford Hole they hissed. The spot at
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which then- instrumentation rose loudest was

li place called Ten-Hatches, whence during

high springs there proceeded a very fugue of

sounds.

The river here was deep and strong at all

times, and the hatches on this account were

raised and lowered by cogs and a winch.

A loath led from the second bridg^e over

the highway (so often mentioned) to these

Hatches, crossino; the stream at their head

by a narrow^ plank-bridge. But after night-

fall human beings were seldom found going

that way, the path leading to no place

in particuhir, and the passage being

dangerous.

Henchard, however, leaving the town by

the east road, proceeded to the second, or

stone bridge, and thence struck into this

path of solitude, following its course beside

the stream till the dark shapes of the Ten-

Hatches cut the sheen thrown upon the river

by the weak lustre that still lingered in the

west. In a second or two he stood beside

the weir-hole where the water was at its

deepest. He looked backwards and forwards,

and no creature appeared in view. He then

took off his coat and hat, and stood on the
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brink of the stream with his hands clasped in

front of him.

While his eyes were bent on the water

beneath there slowly became visible a some-

thing floating in the circular pool formed by

the wash of centuries ; the pool he was in-

tending to make his death-bed. At first it

was indistinct, by reason of the shadow from

the bank ; but it emerged thence, and took

shape, which was that of a human body,

lying stiff and stark upon tlie surface of the

stream.

In the circular current imj)arted by the

central flow the form was brouo-ht forward,

till it passed under his eyes ; and then he

perceived with a sense of horror that it was

himself. l\ot a man somewhat resembling

him, but one in all respects his counterpart,

his actual double, was floating as if dead in

Ten-Hatches Hole.

The sense of the supernatural was strong

in this unhappy man, and he turned away as

one might have done in the actual presence

of an appalling miracle. He covered his eyes

and bowed his head. Without looking again

into the stream he took his coat and hat, and

went slowly away.
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Presently he found himself by the door of

his own dwelling. To his surprise Elizabeth-

Jane was standing there. She came for-

ward, spoke, called him "father" just as

before. Newson, then, had not even yet

returned.

" I thought you seemed very sad this

morning," she said, *' so I have come again to

see you. Not that I am anything but sad

myself But everybody and everything seem

against you so ; and I know you must be

suffering."

How this woman divined things ! Yet

she had not divined their whole extremity.

He said to her, "Are miracles still worked,

do ye think, Elizabeth ? I am not a read

man. I don't know so much as I could wish.

I have tried to peruse and learn all my life

;

but the more I try to know the more igno-

rant I seem.

"

" I don't quite think there are any miracles

nowadays," she said.

" No interference in the case of desperate

intentions, for instance ? Well, perhaps not,

in a direct way. Perhaps not. But will you

come and walk with me, and I will show ye

what I mean."



She agreed willingly, and he took her over

the highway, and by the lonely path to Ten-

Hatches. He walked restlessly, as if some

haunting shade, unseen of her, hovered

round hiui and troubled his j^lance. She

Avould gladly have talked of Lucetta, but

feared to disturb him. When they got near

the weir he stood still, and asked her to go

forward and look into the pool, and tell him

what she saw.

She went, and soon returned to him.

"Notliing," she said.

" Go again,'' said Henchard, '' and look

narrowly.'

She proceeded to the river brink a second

time. On her return, after some delay, she

told him that she saw somethino; floatincr

there ; lout what it was she could not

discern. It seemed to be a bundle of old

clothes.

'' Are they like mine ?
' asked Henchard.

" Well—they are. Dear me—I wonder

if Father, let us go away.*'

" Go and look once more ; and then we
will get home."

She went back, and he could see her stoop

till her head was close to the marG^in of the
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pool. Slie started up, and hastened back to

his side.

" AVell," said Henchard ;
" what do you

say now ?

"

'•' Let us oro home.",

" But tell me—do—what is it floatino^

there I

"'

'• The effigy, ' she answered hastily. '' They

must have thrown it into the river, higher up

amongst the willows, to get rid of it in their

alarm at discovery ; and it must have floated

down here."

''Ah—to be sure—the imao-e o' me ! But

where is the other ? Why that one only ?

.... That performance of theirs killed her,

but saved me alive !

"

Elizabeth-Jane thought and thought of

these words, " saved me alive," as they

slowly retraced their way to the town ; and

at length guessed their meaning. " Father !

—I will not leave you alone like this ! " she

cried. " May I live with you, and tend upon

you as I used to do • I do not mind

your being poor. I would have agreed

to come this morning, but you did not ask

me."
" May you come to me ?" he cried bitterly.
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" Elizabeth, don'"t mock me ! If you only

would come !

"

" I will," said she.

" How will jou forgive all my roughness in

former days ? You cannot !

"

" I have forgotten it. Talk of that no

more."

Thus she assured him, and arranged their

plans for reunion; and at length each went

home. Then Henchard shaved for the first

time during many days, and put on clean

linen, and combed his hair ; and was as a

man resuscitated thenceforward.

The next mornino; the fact turned out to

be as Elizabeth-Jane had stated : the effigy

was discovered by a cowherd, and that of

Lucetta a little higher up in the same

stream. But as little as possible was said

of the matter, and the figures were privately

destroyed.

Despite this natural solution of the

mystery, Henchard no less regarded it as an

intervention that the figure should have been

floatino; there. Elizabeth-Jane heard him

say, '* Who is such a reprobate as I ! And
yet it seems that even I am in Somebody's

hand
!

"

VOL. II, s
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CHAPTER XIX.

But the emotional conviction that he was in

Somebody's hand began to die out of Hen-

chard's breast as time slowly removed into

distance the event which had given that feel-

ing birth. The apparition of Newson haunted

him. He would surely return.

Yet Newson did not arrive. Lucetta had

been borne along the churchyard path

;

Casterbrido'e had for the last time turned its

regard upon her, before proceeding to its

work as if she had never lived. But Elizabeth

remained undisturbed in the belief of her

relationship to Henchard, and now shared his

home. Perhaps, after all, Newson was gone

for ever.

In due time the bereaved Farfrae had

learnt the at least proximate cause of

Lucetta's illness and death ; and his first

impulse was naturally enough to wreak

vengeance in the name of the law upon the

perpetrators of the mischief He resolved to
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wait till the funeral was over ere he moved
in the matter. The time having come he

reflected. Disastrous as the result had been,

it was obviously in no way foreseen or in-

tended by the thoughtless crew who arranged

the motley procession. The tempting pro-

spect of putting to the blush people who
stand at the head of affairs—that supreme

and piquant enjoyment of those who writhe

under the heel of the same—had alone ani-

mated them, so far as he could see ; for he

knew nothing of Jopp's incitements. Other

considerations were also involved. Lucetta

had confessed everything to him before her

death, and it was not altogether desirable to

make much ado about her history, alike for

her sake, for Henchard's, and for his own.

To regard the event as an untoward accident

seemed, to Farfrae, truest consideration for

the dead one's memory, as well as best

philosophy.

Henchard and himself mutually forbore to

meet. For Elizabeth's sake the former had

fettered his pride sufficiently to accept the

.small seed business which some of the Town
Council, headed by Farfrae, had purchased, to

afford him a new opening. Had he been only
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personally concerned, Henchard, without

doubt, would have declined assistance even

remotely brought about by the man whom he

had so fiercely assailed. But the sympathy

of the girl seemed necessary to his very

existence ; and on her account pride itself

wore the garments of humility.

Here they settled themselves ; and on each

day of their lives Henchard anticipated her

every wish with a watchfulness in which

paternal regard was heightened by a burning,

jealous dread of rivalry. Yet that Newson
would ever now return to Casterbridge to

claim her as a daughter there was little

reason to suppose. He was a wanderer and

a stranger, almost an alien : he had not seen

his daughter for several years ; his affection

for her could not in the nature of things be

keen ; other interests would probably soon

obscure his recollections of her, and prevent

any such renewal of inquiry into the past as

would lead to a discovery that she was still a

creature of the present. To satisfy his con-

science somewhat, Henchard repeated to

himself that the he w^hich had retained for

him the coveted treasure had not been

deliberately told to that end, but had come
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from him as the last defiant word of irony

which took no thought of consequences.

Furthermore he pleaded within himself tliat

no Newson could love her as he loved her, or

would tend her to his life's extremity as he

was prepared to do cheerfully.

Thus they lived on in the shop overlooking

the churchyard, and nothing occurred to

mark their clavs durino- the remainder of the

year. Going out but seldom, and never on a

market-day, they saw Donald Farfrae only at

rarest intervals, and then mostly as a transi-

tory object in the distance of the street. Yet

he was pursuing his ordinary avocations,

smiling mechanically to fellow-tradesmen, and

arguing with bargainers—as bereaved men do

after a while.

" Time, in his own grey style," taught

Farfrae how to estimate his experience of

Lucetta—all that it was, and all that it was

not. There are men whose hearts insist upon

a dogged fidelity to some image or cause,

thrown by chance into their keeping, long

after their judgment has pronounced it no

rarity—even the reverse, indeed ; and without

them the band of the worthy is incomplete.

But Farfrae was not of those. It was in-



262 THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE.

evitable that the insight, Imskness, and

rapidity of his nature should take him out of

the dead blank which his loss threw about

him. He could not but perceive that by the

death of Lucetta he had exchanged a looming

misery for a shnple sorrow. After that

revelation of her history, which must have

come sooner or later in any circumstances,

it Avas hard to believe that life with her

would have been productive of further

happiness.

But as a memory, notwithstanding such

conditions, Lucetta's image still lived on

Avith him, her Aveaknesses provoking only

the gentlest criticism, and her sulferings

attenuating AATath at her concealments to a

momentary spark uoaa' and then.

By the end of a year Henchard's little

retail seed and grain shop, not much larger

than a cupboard, had developed its trade con-

siderably, and the stepfather and daughter

enjoyed much serenity in the pleasant, sunny

corner in Avhich it stood. The quiet bearing

of one AA^io brimmed Avith an inner activity

characterized Elizabeth-Jane at this period.

She took long Avalks into the country tAvo or
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three times a week, mostly in the direction of

Budmouth. Sometimes it occurred to him

that when she sat with him in the evening

after these invigorating walks she was civil

rather than aftectionate ; and he was troubled

;

one more bitter reo-ret beinof added to those he

had already experienced at having, by his

severe censorship, frozen up her precious

affection when originally offered.

She had her own way in everything now.

In going and coming, in buying and selling,

her word was law.

" You have got a new muff, Elizabeth," he

said to her one day quite humbly.
'' Yes ; I bought it," she said.

He looked at it again as it lay on an

adjoining table. The fur was of a glossy

brown, and, though he was no judge of such

articles, he thought it seemed an unusualh'

good one for her to possess.

''Rather costly, I suppose, my dear, was it

not ?
" he hazarded.

" It was rather above my figure," she said

quietly. " But it is not showy."
'' Oh no/' said the netted lion, anxious not

to pique her in the least.

Some little time after, when the year had
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advanced into another spring, he paused

o]3posite her empty bedroom in passing it.

He thought of the time when she had cleared

out of his then large and handsome house in

Corn Street, in consequence of his dislike and

harshness, and he had looked into her chamber

in just the same way. The present room was

much humbler, but what struck him about it

Avas the abundance of books lying everywhere.

Their number and quality made the meagre

furniture that supported them seem absurdly

disproportionate. Some, indeed many, must

have been recently purchased ; and though he

encouraged her to buy in reason, he had no

notion that she indulged her iniiate passion so

extensively in proportion to the narrowness of

their income. For the first time he felt a

little hurt by v/hat he thought her extrava-

gance, and resolved to say a word to her about

it. But, before he had found the courage to

speak, an event happened which set his

thoughts flying in quite another direction.

The busy time of the seed trade was over
;

and the quiet weeks that preceded the hay-

season had come—setting their special stamp

upon Casterbridge by thronging the market

with wood rakes, new waggons in yellow.
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green, and red, formidable scythes, and pitch-

forks of prong sufficient to skewer up a small

family. Henchard, contrary to his wont,

went out one Saturday afternoon towards

the market-place, from a curious feeling that

he would like to pass a few minutes on the spot

of his former triumphs. Farfrae, to whom he

was stiU a comparative stranger, stood a few

steps below the Corn Exchange door—a usual

position mth him at this hour—and he

appeared lost m thought about something he

was looking at a little way oK
Henchard's eyes folloAved Farfrae's, and he

saw that the object of his gaze was no sample-

showing farmer, but his own step-daughter,

who had just come^ out of a shop over the

way. She, on her part, was quite uncon-

scious of his attention, and in this was less

fortunate than those young women whose

very plumes, like those of Juno's bird, are set

^dth Argus eyes w^henever possible admirers

are within ken.

Henchard went away, thinking that perhaps

there was nothing significant after all in

Farfrae's look at Elizabeth-Jane at that

juncture. Yet he could not forget that the

Scotchman had once shown a tender interest
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in lier, ofa fleeting kind. Thereupon promptly

came to the surface that idiosyncrasy of Hen-

chard's which had ruled his courses from the

beginning, and had mainly made him what

he was. Instead of thinking that a union

between his cheiished step-daughter and the

energetic thriving Donald was a thmg to be

desh'ed for her good and his own, he hated

the very possibility.

Time had been when such instinctive

opposition would have taken shape in action.

But he was not now the Henchard of former

days. He schooled himself to accept her

Avill, in this as in other matters, as absolute

and unquestionable. He dreaded lest an

antagonistic word should lose for him such

regard as he had regained from her by his

devotion, feeling that to retain this under

separation Avas better than to incur her dis-

like by keeping her near.

But the mere thought of sucli separation

fevered his spirit much, and in the evening he

said, with the stillness of suspense, " Have

you seen Mr. Farfrae to-day, Elizabeth ?

"

Elizabeth-Jane started at the question

;

and it was with some confusion that she

replied " No."
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^' Oh—that's right—that's ridit. ... It

was only that I sa^^' him in the street when
we both were there." He was wondering if

her embarrassment justified him in a new
suspicion—that the long walks which she had

latterly been taking had anything to do with

the young man. She did not enlighten him,

and lest silence should allow her to shape

thoughts unfavourable to their present

friendly relations, he diverted the discourse

into another channel.

Henchard was, by original make, the last

man to act stealthily, for good or for evil.

But the solicihis timor of his love—the depen-

dence upon Elizabeth's regard into which he

had declined (or, in another sense, to which

he had advanced)—denaturalized him. He
would often weigh and consider for hours

together the meaning of such and such a

deed or phrase of hers, when a blunt settling-

question would formerly have been his first

instinct. And now, uneasy at the thought

of a passion for Farfrae which should entirely

usurp her mild filial sympathy with himself,

he observed her going and commg more

narrowly.

There was nothing secret in Elizabeth-
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Jane's movements beyond what habitual

reserve induced ; and it may at once be

owned on her account that she was guilty of

occasional conversations with Donald when
they clianced to meet. Whatever the origin

of her walks on the Eudmouth Koad, her

return from those walks was often coincident

with Farfrae's emergence from Corn Street

for a twenty minutes' blow on that rather

windy highway—^just to winnow the seeds

and chaff out of him before sittins: down to

tea, as he said. Henchard became aware of

this by going to the Ring, and, screened by

its enclosure, keeping his eye upon the road

till he saw them meet. His face assumed an

expression of extreme angTiish.

" Of her, too, he means to rob me !

" he

Avhispered. " But he has the right. I do not

wish to interfere."

The meeting, in truth, was of a veiy inno-

cent kind, and matters were by no means so

far advanced between the young people as

Henchard's jealous grief inferred. Could he

have heard such conversation as passed he

would have been enlightened thus much :

—

He.—" You like walking this way, Miss

Henchard—is it not so ? " (uttered in his
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undulatory accents, and with an appraising,

pondering gaze at her).

She.— •' Oil, yes. I have chosen this road

latterly. I have a reason for it."

He.—" xA^nd that may make a reason for

others."'

She (reddening).—"I don't know that.

My reason, however, is that I wish to get a

glimpse of the sea every day."'

He,—" Is it a secret why ?

"

She (reluctantly).
—

'''Yes.'"'

He (with the pathos of one of his native

ballads).
—

'' Ah, I doubt there will be any

good in secrets I A secret cast a deep

shado^^' over my life. And w^ell you know
what it was."

Elizabeth admitted that she did, but she re-

frained from confessing why the sea attracted

her. She could not herself account for it fully,

not knowing the secret possibly to be that, in

addition to early marine associations, her blood

w^as a sailor's. They proceeded along the

road together till they reached the town, and

their paths diverged.

Henchard vowed that he would leave them

to their own devices, put nothing in the way

of their courses, whatever they juight mean.
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If lie were doomed to be bereft of her, so it

must be. In the situation which their mar-

riagfe would create he could see no locus

standi for himself at all. Farfrae would

never recognize him more than superciliously

;

his poverty ensured that, no less than his

past conduct. And so Elizabeth would grow

to be a stranger to hun, and the end of his

life would be friendless solitude.

With such a possibility impending he could

not help watchfulness. Indeed, within certain

lines, he had the right to keep an eye upon

her as his charge. The meetings seemed to

become matters of course with them on special

days of the week.

Once he was standing behind a wall close

to the place at which Farfrae encountered

her, and he thouo-ht he heard the voung; manO I/O
address her as " Dearest Elizabeth-Jane."'

When they were gone their way Henchard

came out from the wall, and mournfully

followed them to Casterbridge. The chief

looming; trouble in this eno-ao-ement had not

decreased. Both Farfrae and Elizabeth-Jane,

unlike the rest of the people, must suppose

Elizabeth to be his actual daughter, from his

own assertion while he himself had the same
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belief; and though Farfrae must have so far

forgiven him as to have no objection to ovm.

him as a father-in-law, intimate they could

never be. Thus would the girl, who was

his only friend, be withdrawn from him by

degrees through her husband's influence, and

learn to despise him.

Had she lost her heart to any other man
in the world than the one he had rivalled,

cursed, wrestled with for life in days before

his spirit was broken, Henchard Avould have

said, ''' I am content."' But content with the

prospect as now depicted was hard to acquire.

There is an outer chamber of the brain in

which thoughts unowned, unsolicited, and of

noxious kind are sometimes allowed to wander
for a moment prior to being sent off whence

they came. One of these thoughts sailed into

Henchard's ken now.

Suppose he were to communicate to

Farfrae the fact that his betrothed was
not the child of Michael Henchard at all

—

legally, nobody's child ; how would that

correct and leading townsman receive the

information ? He might possibly forsake

Elizabeth-Jane, and then she would be her

step-sire's own again.
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Hencliard shuddered, and exclaimed,

"God forbid such a thing! Why should I

still be subject to these visitations of the

Devil, when I try so hard to keep him

away f
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CHAPTER XX.

What Henchard saw thus early was,

naturally enough, seen at a little later date

by other people. That Mr. Farfrae "walked

with that bankrupt Henchard's step-

daughter, of all women," became a common

topic in the town, the simple perambulating

term being used hereabout to signify a

wooing ; and the nineteen superior young

ladies of Casterbridge, who had each looked

upon herself as the only woman capable of

making the merchant Councilman happy,

indignantly left off going to the church

Farfrae attended, left off conscious man-

nerisms, left off putting him in their prayers

at niofht amonofst their blood relations ; in

short, reverted to their natural courses.

Perhaps the only inhabitants of the town

to whom this loomino- choice of the Scotch-o
man's gave unmixed satisfaction were the

members of the philosophic party, which

included Longways, Christopher Coney, Billy

VOL. II. T
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Wills, Mr. Buzzford, and the like. The

King of Prussia having been, years before,

the house in which they had witnessed the

young man and woman's first and humble

appearance on the Casterbridge stage, they

took a kindly interest in their career, not

unconnected, perhaps, with visions of fes-

tive treatment at their hands hereafter.

Mrs. Stannidge, having rolled into the large

parlour one evening, and said that it was

a wonder such a man as Mr. Farfrae, " a

pillow of the town," who might have chosen

one of the daughters of the professional men,

or private residents, should stoop so low.

Coney ventured to disagree with her.

''No, ma'am, no wonder at all. 'Tis she

that's a stooping to he—that's my opinion.

A widow-man—whose first wife was no

credit to him—what is it for a young

perusing woman, that's her own mistress and

well-liked ? But as a neat patching up of

things I see much good in it. When a man
have put up a tomb of best marble-stone to

the other one, as he've done, and weeped his

fill, and thought it all over, and said to

himself, ' T'other took me in ; I knew this

one first ; she's a sensible piece for a partner,
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and there's no faithful women in higli life

now ; '—well, lie may do worse than not take

her, if she's tender-inclined."

Thus they talked at The King. But we

must guard against a too liberal use of the

conventional declaration that a great sensa-

tion was caused by the prospective event,

that all the gossips' tongues were set

wagging thereby, and so on, even thougli

such a declaration might lend some eclat to

the career of our poor only heroine. When
all has been said about busy rumourers, a

superficial and temporary thing is the

concern of anybody with affairs which do not

directly touch them. It would be a truer

representation to say that Casterbridge (ever

excepting the nineteen young ladies) looked

up for a moment at the news, and withdraw-

in o- its attention, went on labouring: and

victualling, bringing up its children and

burying its dead, without caring a tittle for

Farfrae's domestic plans.

Not a hint of the matter was thrown out

to her stepfatlier hy Elizabeth herself or by

Farfrae either, lleasoning on the cause of

their reticence he concluded that, estimating

him by his past, the throbbing pair were

T 2
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afraid to broacli the subject^ and looked upon

]iim as a lion in the path whom they would

be heartily glad to get out of the way.

Embittered as he was against society, this

moody vie^v of himself took deeper and

deeper hold of Henchard, till the daily

necessity of facing mankind, and of them

particularly Elizabeth-Jane, became well-

nigh more than he could endure. His

health declined; he became morbidly sensi-

tive. He wished he could escape those who
did not want him, and hide his head for ever.

But what if he were mistaken in his

views, and there were no necessity that his

own absolute separation from her should be

involved in the incident of her marriage ?

He proceeded to draw a picture of the

alternative—himself living like a fangless

lion about back rooms of a house in which

his step-daughter was mistress ; an inoffensive

old man, tenderly smiled on by Elizabeth,

and good-naturedly tolerated by her hus-

band. It was terrible to his pride to think

of descending so low^ ; and yet, for the girl's

sake, he might put up with anything ; even

from Farfrae ; even snubbings and masterful

tongue-scourgings. The privilege of being in
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the house she occupied would almost out-

weigh the personal humiliation.

Whether this were a dim possibility or the

reverse, the courtship—which it evidently

now was—had an absorbing interest for him.

Elizabeth often took her walks on the

Budmouth Road, and Farfrae as often made it

convenient to create an accidental meeting

with her there. A Cjuarter of a mile from the

highway was a pre-historic earthen fort, of

huge dimensions and many ramparts, withm
or upon whose enclosures a human being, as

seen from the road, was but an insignificant

speck. Hither Henchard often resorted, glass

in hand, and scanned the hedgeless Via—for

it was the original track laid out by the

legions of the Empire—to a distance of two

or three miles, his object being to read the

progress of aifairs between Farfrae and his

charmer.

One day Henchard was at this spot when

a masculine figure came along the road from

Budmouth and lingered. Applying his

telescope to his eye, Henchard expected that

Farfrae's features would be disclosed as

usual. But the lenses revealed that to-day

the man was not Elizabeth-Jane's lover.
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It was one clothed as a merchant-captain
;

and as he turned in his scrutiny of the road he

revealed his face. Henchard hved a Hfetime

the moment he saw it. The face was Newson s,

Henchard dropped the glass, and for some

seconds made no other movement. He stood

in dark despair, obscured by " the shade from

his own soul upthrown."'

Newson waited, and Henchard waited—if

that could be called a waiting which w^as a

transfixture. But Elizabeth-Jane did not

come. Something or other had caused her

to neglect her customary walk that day.

Perhaps Farfrae and she had chosen another

road for variety's sake. But what did that

amount to ? She might be here to-morrow,

and in any case Newson, if bent on a private,

meeting and a revelation of the truth to her,

^^'Ould soon make his opportunity.

Then he would tell her not only of his

paternity, l^ut of the ruse by which he had

been once sent away. Elizabeth's strict

nature would cause her for the first tune to de-

spise her stepfather, would root out his image

as that of an arch deceiver, and Newson
would reiofn in her heart in his stead.

But Newson did not see anything of her
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that morning. Waiting in vain he at last

retraced his steps, and Henchard felt like a

condemned man who has a few hours' respite.

When he reached his own house he found

her there.

'•' Oh. father,"' she said innocently, *'' I have

had a letter—a strange one—not signed.

Somebody has asked me to meet him, either

on the Budmouth Road at noon to-day, or iii

the evening at Mr. Farfrae's. He says he

came to see me some tune ago but missed me.

I don't understand it : but between vou and

me I think Donald is at the bottom of the^

mystery, and that it is a relation of his who
wants to pass an opinion on—his choice. But

I did not like to go till I had seen you.

ShaUIgo?'
Henchard replied heavily, " Yes

;
go."

The question of his remaining in Caster-

bridge was for ever disposed of by this

closing in of Xewson on the scene. Henchard

was not the man to stand tlje certainty of

condemnation on a matter so near his heart.

And beincr an old hand at bearinor ancnilsh in

silence, and haughty withal, he resolved to

make as light as he could of iiis intention,

while immediately taking his measm'es.
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He surprised the young woman, whom he

had looked upon as his all m this world,

by saying to her, as if he did not care about

her more : "I am going to leave Caster-

bridge, Ehzabeth-Jane."
" Leave Casterbridge ! " she cried, " and

leave—me?"
" Yes, this little shop can be managed

by you alone as well as by us both ; I don't

care about shops and streets and folk—

I

would rather get into the country by myself,

out of sight, and follow my own ways, and

leave you to yours."

She looked down, and her tears fell silently.

It naturally seemed to her that this re-

solve of his had come on account of her

attachment, and its probable result. She

showed her devotion to Farfrae, however,

by mastering her emotion and speaking-

out.

" I am sorry you have decided on this,"

she said with difficult firmness. " For I

thought it probable—possible—that I might

marry Mr. Farfrae some little time hence,

and I did not know that you disapproved of

the step !

"

"I approve of anything you desire to do.
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Izzy," said Hencharcl huskily. ''If I did

not approve, it would be no matter. I wish

to go away. My presence might make things

awkward in the future ; and, in short, it is

best that I go."

Nothing that her aifection could urge

would induce him to reconsider his determina-

tion ; for she could not urge what she did

not know—that when she should learn he

was not related to her other than as a step-

parent she would refrain from despising him,

and that when she knew what he had done

to keep her in ignorance she would refrain

from hatino' him. It was his conviction that

she w^ould not so refrain ; and there existed

as yet neither Avord nor event which could

argnie it away.

"Then," she said at last, "you will not

be able to come to my wedding ; and that

is not as it ought to be."

"I don't want to see it—I don't want

to see it
!

" he exclaimed ; adding more

softly, " but think of me sometimes in your

future life—you'll do that, Izzy ?—think of

me when you are living as the wife of the

richest, the foremost man in the town, and

don't let my sins, ichen you know iheru all,
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cause ye to quite forget that though I loved

'ee late I loved 'ee well."

"It is because of Donald !
" she sobbed.

" I don't forbid you to marry him," said

Henchard evasively. " Promise not to quite

forget me when " He meant when
Newson should come.

She promised mechanicall}^, in her agita-

tion ; and the same evening at dusk

Henchard left the town, to whoste develop-

ment he had been one of the chief stimulants

for many years.

During the day he had bought a new tool-

basket, cleaned up his old hay-knife and

wimble, set himself up in fresh leggings,

knee-naps and corduroys, and in other ways

gone back to the working clothes of his.

young manhood, discarding for ever the

shabby-genteel suit of cloth and rusty silk

hat that since his decline had characterized

him m the Casterbridge streets as a man who
had seen better days.

He went secretly and alone, not a soul of

the many who had known him being aware

of his departure. Elizabeth-Jane accompanied

him as far as the second bridge on the high-

way—for the hour of her appointment with
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the unofuessed. visitor at Farfrae's had not vet

arrived—and jjarted from him with unfeigned

wonder and sorrow—keeping him back a

minute or two before finally letting him go.

She watched his form diminish across the

moor, the yelloAv straw basket at his back

moving up and down with each tread, and the

creases behind his knees comino' and Q'oino'

alternately till she could no longer see them.

Though she did not know it, Henchard formed

at this moment much the same picture as he

had presented when entering Casterbridge for

the first time nearly a quarter of a century

before ; except, to be sure, that the serious

addition to his years had considerably

lessened the spring of his stride, that liis

state of hopelessness had weakened him, and

imparted to his shoulders, as weighted by
the basket, a perceptible bend.

He went on till he came to the first mile-

stone, which stood in the bank, half-way up
a steep hill. He rested his basket on the top

of the stone, placed his elbows on it, and gave

way to a convulsive twitch, which Avas worse

than a sob, because it was so hard and so dry.

"If I had only got her with me—if I only

had I
" he said. '' Hard work would be
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nothing to me then ! But that was not to

be. I—Cain—go alone as I deserve—an out-

cast and a vagabond. But my punishment is

not greater than I can bear !

"

He sternly subdued his angiiish, shouldered

his basket, ?ncl went on.

Elizabeth, in the meantime, had breathed

him a sigh, recovered her equanimity, and

turned her face to Casterbridge. Before she

had reached the first house she was met in

her walk by Donald Farfrae. This was

evidently not their first meeting that day

;

they joined hands without ceremony, and

Farfrae anxiously asked, " And is he gone

—

and did you tell him ?—I mean of the other

matter—not of ours.*'

'•'He is gone; and I told him all I knew

of your friend. Donald, who is he ?
"

'
' AVell, Yv^ell, dearie

;
you will know soon

about that. And Mr. Henchard will hear of

it if he does not go far."

"He will go far—he's bent upon getting

out of sight and sound !

"

She walked beside her lover, and when

they reached the Town Pump turned with

him into Corn Street, instead of going

straight on to her own door. At Farfrae's

house they stopped and went in.
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Farfrae flung open the door of the ground-

floor sitting-room, saying, *^ There he is

waiting for you," and Elizabeth entered. In

the arm-chair sat the broad-faced genial man
who had called on Henchard on a memorable

morning between one and two years before

this time, and whom the latter had seen

rJQOunt the coach and depart within half-

an-hour of his arrival. It was liichard

Newson.

The meeting with the light-hearted man
from whom she had been separated half-a-

dozen years, as if by death, need hardly be

detailed. It was an affecting one, apart

from the question of paternity. Henchard's

departure was in a moment explained.

When the true facts came to be handled, the

difficulty of restoring her to her old belief in

iSTewson was not so great as might have

seemed likely, for Henchard's conduct itself

was a proof that those facts were true.

Moreover, she had gi*own up under Newson's

paternal care ; and even had Henchard been

her father in nature, this father in early

domiciliation might almost have carried the

point against him, when the incidents of

her parting with Henchard Ijad a little

worn off*.
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Newson's pride in Avliat she had grown

up to be was more than he could express.

He kissed her again and again.

'' I've saved you the trouble to come and

meet me—ha-ha !
" said Newson. " The fact

is that Mr. Farfrae here, he said, ' Come
up and stop with me for a day or two,

Captain Newson, and I'll bring her round.'

' Faith,' says I, ' so I will
;

' and here
15)am.

" Well, Henchard is gone," said Farfrae,

shuttmg the door. '' He has done it all

voluntarily, and, as I gather from Elizabeth-

Jane, he has been very nice with her. I

was got rather uneasy ; but all is as it should

be, and we will have no more difficulties

at all"

" Now, that's very much as I thought,"

said Newson, looking into the face of each

by turns. '•' I said to myself, ay, a hundred

times, while I've been living on in my Bud-

mouth lodging, and I said it when I sent her

without signature a ten-pound note to buy

books and clothes ; and I have said it when I

have tried to get a peep at her unknown to

herself—' Depend upon it, 'tis best that I

should live on quiet like this till something
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turns up for the better.' I now know you

are all right,, and what can I wish for more •

I should not be happier if I were residing

with ye publicly ; and Henchard, after all,

has more legal claim upon ye."

" You sent that ten pounds ? '' said she,

smiling. '•' Well, I kept it secret, as you

requested. But Mr. Henchard wondered

about my purchases."
'' Well, Captain Xewson. I will be glad to

se ye here every day now, since it can do no

harm/' said Farfrae. '"'And what I've been

thinking is, that the wedding may as

well be kept under my own roof, the house

being large, and yoti being in lodgings your-

self—so that a great deal of trouble and

expense would be saved ye—and 'tis a con-

venience when a couple's married not to Jiae

far to go to get home !

"

'•' With all my heart," said Captain New-
son ;

" since, as ye say, it can do no harm,

now poor Henchard's gone ; though I

wouldn't have done it otherwise, or put

myself in his way at all ; for I've already in

my lifetime been an intruder into his flimily

quite as far as politeness can be expected to

put up with. But what do the young woman
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say herself about it ? Elizabeth, my child,

come and hearken to what we be talking

about, and not bide staring out o' the window
as if ye didn't hear."

" Donald and you must settle it," murmured
Elizabeth, still keeping up a scrutinizing gaze

at some small object in the street.

"' Well, then," continued Newson, tummg
anew to Farfrae with a face expressing

thorough entry into the subject, " that's how
we'll have it. And, Mr. Farfrae, as you pro-

vide so much, and house room, and all that,

I'll do my part in the drinkables, and see to

the rum and schiedam—maybe a dozen jars

will be sufficient, as many of the folk will be

ladies, and perhaps they won't drink hard

enough to make a high average in the reckon-

ing ? But you know best. I've provided for

men and shipmates times enough, but I'm

as ignorant as a child how many glasses

of grog a woman, that's not a drinking

woman, is expected to consume at these cere-

monies ?

"

" Oh, none—we shan't want much of that

—oh, no ! " said Farfrae, shaking his head

with respectable gravity. " Do you leave all

to me."
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When they had gone a httle further in

these particulars Newson, leaning back in his

chah' and smiling reflectively at the ceiling,

said, " I've never told ye, or have I, Mr. Far-

frae, how Henchard put me off the scent that

time ?

"

He expressed ignorance ofwhat the Captain

alluded to.

" Ah, I thought I hadn't. I resolved that

I would not, I remember ; not to hurt the

man's name. But now he's gone I can tell

ye. Why, I came to Casterbridge nine or

ten months before that day that I found ye

out. I had been here twice before then. The

first time I passed through the tovna on my
way westward, not knowing Elizabeth lived

here. Then hearing at some place—I forget

where—that a man of the name of Henchard

had been Mayor here, I came back, and called

at his house one morning. The joker !—he

said Elizabeth-Jane had died years ago."

Elizabeth now gave earnest heed to his

stoiy.

" Now, it never crossed my mind that the

man was selling me a packet," continued

Newson. " And, if you'll believe me, I was

that upset, that I weiitback to the coacli that

VOL. II. U
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had brought me, and took passage onward

without lying in the town half-an-hour.

Ha—ha
—

'twas a good joke, and well carried

out, and I give the man credit fort
!

"

Elizabeth-Jane was amazed at the intel-

ligence. " A joke ?—Oh, no !
" she cried.

" Then he kept you from me, father, all

those months, when you might have been

here ?

"

The father admitted that such was the

case.

" He ought not to have done it !
" said

Farfrae.

Elizabeth sighed. "I said I would never

forget him. But, oh ! I think I ought to

forget him now !

"

Newson, like a good many rovers and

sojourners among strange men and strange

moralities, failed to perceive the enormity of

Henchard's crime, notwithstanding that he

himself had been the chief sufferer therefrom.

Indeed, the attack upon the absent culprit

waxing serious, he began to take Henchard's

part.

" Well, 'twas not ten words that he said,

after all," Newson pleaded. " And how could

he know that I should be such a simpleton
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as to believe him ? 'Twas as much my fault

as his, poor fellow !

"

" No," said Elizabeth-Jane firmly, in her

revulsion of feeling. " He knew your dispo-

sition—you always were so trusting, father

;

I've heard my mother say so hundreds of

times—and he did it to wrono' you. After

weanino; me from vou these five years by

saying he was my father, he should not have

done this."

Thus they conversed ; and there was nobody

to set before Elizabeth the palliatives of the

absent one's great faults—that he had himself

been deceived in her identity, till he had

been informed by her mother s letter that his

own child had died ; that in the second case

his lie had been the last desperate throw of a

gamester who loved her affection better than

his o\\^i honour. Even had he been present

Henchard might scarce have pleaded these

things, so little did he value himself or his

good name.
" Well, well—never mind— It is all over and

past, ' said Xewson good-naturedly. " Now,

about this wedding again
''

u2
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CHAPTEK XXL

Meanwhile, the man of their talk had pur-

sued his solitary way eastward till weariness

overtook him, and he looked about for a place

of rest. His heart was so exacerbated at

parting from the girl that he could not face an

inn, or even a household of the most humble

kind ; and entering a field he lay down under

a wheat -rick, feeling; no want of food. The
very heaviness of his soul caused him to sleep

profoundly.

The bright autumn sun shining into his

eyes across the stubble awoke him the next

morning early. He opened his basket, and

ate for his breakfast what he had packed for

his supper ; and in doing so overhauled the

remainder of his kit. Although everything

he brought necessitated carriage at his own
back, he had secreted among his tools a few

of Elizabeth-Jane's cast-off belongings, in the

shape of gloves, shoes, a scrap of her hand-

writing, and the like ; and in his pocket he
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carried a curl of her hair. Having; looked at

these things he closed them up again, and

"vvent onward.

During five consecutive days Henchard's

rush basket rode along upon his shoulder

between the highway hedges, the new yellow

of the rushes catching the eye of an occa-

sional field labourer as he glanced over the

quickset, together with the wayfarer's hat

and head, and down-turned face, over which

the twig shadows moved in endless proces-

sion. It now became apparent that the

direction of his journey was Weydon Priors,

which he reached on the afternoon of the

sixth day.

The renowned hill, whereon the annual

fair had been held for so many generations,

was now bare of human beings, and almost of

aught besides. A few sheep grazed there-

about, but these ran off when Henchard

halted upon the summit. He deposited his

basket upon the turf, and looked about with

sad curiosity ; till he discovered the road by

which his wife and himselfhad entered on the

upland so memorable to both, two or three

and twenty years before.

" Yes, we came up that way," he said, after



294 THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE.

ascertaining his bearings. " She was carrying

the baby, and I was reading a ballet-sheet.

Then we crossed about here—she so sad and

weary, and I speaking to her hardly at all,

because of my cursed pride, and mortification

at being poor. Then we saw the tent—that

must have stood more this way." He walked

to another spot ; it was not really where the

tent had stood, but it seemed so to him.

" Here we went in, and here we sat down. I

faced this way. Then I drank, and com-

mitted my crime. It must have been just on

that very pixy-ring that she was standings

when she said her last words to me before

gomg off with him ; I can hear their sound

now, and the sound of her sobs :
' 0, Mike,

IVe lived with thee all this while, and had

nothing but temper. Now I'm no more to 'ee

—I'll try my luck elsewhere.'
"

He experienced not only the bitterness of

a man who finds, in looking back upon an

ambitious course, that what he has sacrihced

in sentiment was worth as much as what he

has gained in substance ; but the superadded

bitterness of seeing his very recantation

nullified. He had been sorry for all this long

ago ; but his attempts to replace ambition by



THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE. 295

love had been as fully foiled as his ambition

itself. His wronged wife had foiled them by
a fraud so grandly simple as to be almost a

vu^tue.

It was an odd sequence that out of all this

wronging of social law came that flower of

Nature, Elizabeth. Part of his wish to

wash his hands of life arose from his percep-

tions of its contrarious inconsistencies—of

Nature's jaunty readiness to support bad

social principles.

He intended to go on from this place

—

visited as an act of penance—into another

part of the country altogether. But he could

not help thinking of Elizabeth, and the

quarter of the horizon in which she lived.

Out of this it happened that the centrifugal

tendency imparted by w^eariness of the world

was counteracted by the centripetal influence

of his love for his step-daughter. As a con-

sequence, instead of following a straight

course yet further away from Casterl3ridge,

Henchard gradually, almost unconsciously,

deflected from that right line of his first

•intention ; till, by degrees, his path, like that

of the Canadian woodsman, became part of a

circle, of which Casterbrido^e formed the
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centre. In ascending any particular hill, he

ascertained the bearings as nearly as he could

by means of the sun, moon, or stars, and

settled in his mind the exact direction in

which Casterbridge and Elizabeth-Jane lay.

Sneering at himself for his weakness, he yet

every hour—nay, every few minutes—con-

jectured her actions for the time being—her

sitting do\\Ti and rising up, her goings and

comings, till thought of Newson's and

Farfrae's counter-influence would pass like a

cold blast over a pool, and efface her image.

And then he would say of himself, " you

fool ! All this about a daughter who is no

daughter of thine 1

"

And thus Henchard found himself agam on

the precise standing which he had occupied

five-and-twenty years before. Externally

there was nothing to hinder his making

another start on the upward slope, and by

his new lights achieving higher things than

his soul in its half-formed state had been able

to accomplish. But the ingenious machinery

contrived by the gods for reducing human

possibilities of amelioration to a minimum

—

which arranges that wisdom to do shall come

2oari passu ^vith the departure of zest for
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doing—stood in the way of all that. He had

no wish to make an arena a second time of a

world that had become a mere painted scene

to him.

Very often, as he wandered on, he would

survey mankind, and say to himself, *' Here

and everywhere are folk dying before their

time like frosted leaves, though wanted by

the world, the countr}^, and their own families,

as iDadly as can be ; while I, an outcast and

an incumbrance, wanted by nobody, I live on,

and can't die if I try."

Had he been able to extend his \'ision

throuorh the nicrht shades as far as Caster-

bridge that evening, Henchard would have

seen that the door of his old house was wide

open, that the hall was lighted extravagantly,

and that people were going up and down the

stairs. It was the wedding-day of Elizabeth

and Farfrae. Such an innovation on Caster-

bridge customs as a flitting of bride and

bridegroom from the town immediately after

the ceremony had not been thought of, and

at that hour Mr. and Mrs. Farfrae were

entertaining a houseful of guests at their

home in Corn Street.
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Donald himself was taking a leading part

in the festivity, his voice being distinctly

audible in the street, giving expression to a

song of his native country. Idlers were

standing on the pavement in front, and pre-

sently it could be perceived that a dance was
proposed, Mr. and Mrs. Farfrae joining in the

figure.

Then the people without could discern

fractional parts of the dancers whenever their

gyrations brought them near the windows,

together with about two-fifths of the band in

profile, including the restless shadow of a

fiddler's elbow and the tip of the bass-viol

bow. With the progress of the dance the

performers spread out somewhat, and Eliza-

beth was distinctly visible.

She was in a dress of white silk or satin

—the observers were not near enough to say

which—snowy white, without a tinge of milk

or cream ; and the expression of her face was

one of nervous pleasure rather than of gaiety.

Presently Farfrae came round, his exuberant

movement making him conspicuous in a

moment. The pair w^ere not dancing together

this time, but it was apparent that there was

a wordless speech between them ; and that
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whenever the interchano-es of the fio-ure made
them the partners of a moment their emo-

tions breathed a much subtler essence than

at other times.

By degrees the idlers became aware that

the measure was also trod by some one who
out-Farfraed Farfrae in saltatory intenseness.

This was strange, and it was stranger to find

that the eclipsing personage was Elizabeth-

Jane's partner.

The first time that they saw him he was

sweeping grandly round, his head quivering

and low doTvn, his legs in the foiin of an X,

and his back towards the door. The next

time he came round in the other direction,

his white waistcoat j^i^eceding his face, and

his toes preceding his white waistcoat. That

happy form was Captain Newson's.
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CHAPTEE XXII.

It was about a month after the day which

closed as in the last chapter. Elizabeth- Jane

had grown accustomed to the novelty of her

situation, and the only difference between

Donald's movements now and formerly was

that he hastened indoors rather more quickly

after business hours than he had been in the

habit of doing for some time.

Newson had stayed in Casterbridge three

days after the wedding party (whose gaiety,

as might have been surmised, was of his

making rather than of the married couple's),

and was stared at and honoured as became

the returned Crusoe of the hour. But

whether or not because Casterbridge was

difficult to excite by dramatic returns and

disappearances, through having been for

centuries an assize town, in which sensational

exits from the world, antipodean absences,

and such like, were half-yearly occurrences,

the inhabitants did not altoofether lose their
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equanimity on liis account. On the fourth

morning he was discovered disconsolately

climbing a hill, in his craving to get a glimpse

of the sea from somewhere or other.

The contiguity of salt water proved to be

such a necessity of his existence that he pre-

ferred Budmouth as a place of residence,

notwithstanding the society of his daughter

in the other town. Thither he Avent, and

settled in lodoino-s in a o;reen-shuttered

cottage which had a bow-window, jutting out

sufficiently to afford glimpses of a vertical

strip of blue sea to any one opening the sash,

and leaning; for^vard far enough to look

through a narrow lane of tall intervening

houses.

In exploring her new domain during the

first week of residence—gazing with critical

satisfaction on this cheerful room and that,

penetrating cautiously into dark cellars,

sallying with gingerly tread into the garden,

now leaf-strewn by the autumn winds, and

thus, like a wise field-marshal, estimating the

capabilities of the site whereon she was about

to open her housekeeping campaign—Mrs.

Elizabeth Farfrae had been reminded often

of her stepfather, whose house this of hers
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liad formerly been. He was now homeless

—

possibly penniless. True he had gone away
of his own accord. He had not expressed to

her any regrets or excuses for what he had

done in the past ; but it was a part of his

nature to extenuate nothing, and live on as

one of his own worst accusers.

From that hour her heart softened towards

the self-alienated man ; till at length she

begged Farfrae to help her in finding out, as

soon as possible, whither Henchard had

banished himself, that she might try to do

something to make his life less that of an

outcast, and more tolerable to him.

Although Farfrae had never so passionately

hked Henchard as Henchard had liked him,

he had, on the other hand, never so pas-

sionately hated in the same direction as his

former friend had done ; and he was there-

fore not the least indisposed to assist Eliza-

beth-Jane in her laudable plan.

But it was by no means easy to set about

discovering Henchard. He had apparently

sunk into the earth on leaving Casterbridge.

Elizabeth-Jane remembered what he had

once attempted ; and trembled.

But Henchard had become a changed man



THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE. 3O3

Since tlien—as far, that is, as change of

emotional base can justify such a radical

phrase ; and she needed not to fear. In a

few days Farfrae's inquiries elicited that

Henchard had been seen, less than a month

before, by one who knew him, walking

steadily along the Melchester highway west-

ward, at twelve o'clock at night—in other

words, retracing his steps on the road by

which he had gone.

This was enough ; and the next morning

Farfrae might have been discovered chiving

his gig out of Casterbridge in that direction,

Elizabeth-Jane sitting beside him, wrapped

in a thick flat fur—the victorine of the period

—her complexion somewhat richer than

formerly, and an incipient matronly dignity,

which the serene Minerva-eyes of one
*' whose gestures beamed with mind " made
easy, settling on her face. Having herself

arrived at a promising haven from at least

the grosser troubles of her life, lier object

was to place Henchard in some similar

quietude, before he should sink into that

lower stage of existence which was only too

possible to him now.

After driving along the highway for a few
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miles, they made further inquiries, and learnt

of a road-mender, who had been working there-

abouts for w^eeks, that he had observed such

a man at the time mentioned ; he had turned

back from the Casterbridge coach-road by a

forking highway which crossed Egdon Heath.

Into this road they directed the horse's head,

and soon were bowling across that ancient

country whose surface never had been stirred

to a finger's depth, save by the scratchings of

rabbits, since brushed by the feet of the

earliest tribes. The tumuli these had left

behind, dun and shagged with heather,

jutted roundly into the sk}^ from the hill

above, as though they were the full breasts

of Diana Multimammia supinely extended

there.

They searched Egdon, but found no

Henchard. Farfrae drove onward, and by

the afternoon reached the neighbourhood of

some woodland to the east, the first outpost

of which, in the form of a blasted clump of

firs on the summit of a hill, they soon passed

under. That the road they were following

had, up to this point, been Henchard's track

on foot they were pretty certain ; but the

ramifications which now began to reveal
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themselves in the route made further

progress in the right direction a matter of

pure guess-work, and Donald strongly advised

his wife to give up the search in person, and

trust to other means for obtaining news of her

stepfather. They were now a score of miles

at least from home, but, by resting the horse

for a couple of hours at a village they had

just traversed, it w^ould be possible to get

back to Casterbridge that same day ; while

to go much further afield would reduce them

to the necessity of camping out for the

night. She pondered the position, and agreed

with him.

He accordingly drew rein, but before

reversing their direction paused a moment,

and looked vaguely around upon the wdde

country which the elevated position disclosed.

While they looked, a solitary human form

came from under the clump of trees, and

crossed ahead of them. The person was

some labourer ; his gait was shambling, his

regard fixed in front of him as absolutely as

if he wore blinkers ; and in his hand he

carried a few sticks. Having crossed the

road he descended into a ravine, where a

cottage revealed itself, which he entered.

VOL. II. X
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"If it were not so far away from Caster-

bridge I should say that must be poor

Whittle. 'Tis just like him," observed

Elizabeth-Jane.

"And it may be Whittle, for he's never

been to the yard these three weeks, going

away without saying any word at all ; and

I owing him for two days' work, without

knowing who to pay it to."

The possibility led them to alight, and at

least make an inquiry at the cottage.

Farfrae hitched the reins to the gate-post,

and they approached what was of humble

dwellings surely the humblest. The walls,

built of kneaded clay originally faced with a

trowel, had been worn by years of rain-

washings to a lumpy crumbling surface,

channelled and sunken from its plane, its

grey rents held together here and there by a

leafy strap of ivy which could scarcely find

substance enough for the purpose. Leaves

from the fence had been blown into the corners

of the doorway, and lay there undisturbed.

The door was ajar ; Farfrae knocked ; and

he who stood before them was Whittle, as

they had conjectured.

His face showed marks of deep sadness.
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his eyes lighting on them with an unfocused

gaze ; and he still held in his hand the few

sticks he had been out to gather. As soon

as he recognized them he started.

" What, Abel Whittle ; is it that ye are

here ?
" said Farfrae.

"Ay, yes, sir ! You see, he was kmd-like

to mother when she wer here below, though

'a was rough to me."
*' Who are you talking of ?

"

" Oh, sir—Mr. Henchet ? Didn't ye know
it ? He's just gone—about half-an-hour

ago, by the sun ; for I've got no watch to

my name."'

" Not—dead ?
" faltered Elizabeth-Jane.

*' Yes, ma'am, he's gone ! He was kind-

hke to mother when she wer here below,

sending her tlie best ship-coal, and hardly any

ashes from it at all ; and taties, and such-

hke that were very needful to her. I couldn't

forget him, and traipsed out here to look

for him, about the time of your worshipfuPs

v/edding to the lady at yer side, and I seed

him walkincr aloncr in the rain, and I tliouorht

he looked low and faltering. And I followed

en over the road, and he turned and saw me,

a-nd said ' You go l)ack !
' But I followed,

X 2
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and he turned again, and said, ' Do you heaiv

sir 1 Go back !

' But I saw that he was low^

and I followed on still. Then 'a said,

* Whittle, what do ye follow me for when I've

told ye to go back all these times ?
' And I

said, ' Because, sir, I see things be bad with

ye, and ye wer kind-like to mother if ye were

rough to me, and I would fain be kind-like to

you.' Then he w^alked on, and I followed ;

and he never complained at me any more.

We walked on like that all niofht : and in the

blue o' the morning, when 'twas hardly day^

I looked ahead o' me, and I seed that he

wambled, and could hardly drag along. By
that time w^e had got past here, but I had

seen that this house was empty as I went by,,

and I got him to come back ; and I took down
the boards from the windows, and helped him
inside. ^ What, Whittle,' he said, ' and can

ye really be such a poor fond fool as to care

for such a wretch as I !
' He was as wet as a

sponge, and he seemed to have been wet for

days. Then I went on further, and some,

neighbourly woodmen lent me a bed, and a

chair, and a few other traps, and we brought

'em here, and made him as comfortable as we
could. But he didn't gain strength, for you
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see, ma'am, he couldn't eat—no, no appetite

at all—and he got -weaker ; and to-day he

died. One of the neighbours have gone to get

a man to measure him."

" Dear me—is it so ! " said Farfrae.

As for Elizabeth, she said nothing.

" Upon the head of his bed he pinned a

piece of paper, with some writing upon it,"

continued Abel Whittle. " But not being a

man of letters, I can't read writing ; so I

don't know what it is. I can get it and

show ye."

They stood in silence while he ran into the

cottacre ; returning^ in a moment with a

crumpled scrap of paper. On it there was

pencilled as follows :

—

" Michael Hexchard s Will.

" That Elizabeth-Jane Farfrae be not told

of my death, or made to grieve on account

of me.
'' & that I be not bury'd in consecrated

ground.

" & that no sexton be asked to toll the

bell.
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" & that nobody is wished to see my
dead body.

" & that no murners walk behind me at

my funeraL

" & that no flours be planted on my grave,

" & that no man remember me.

" To this I put my name.
" Michael Hexchard."

" What are we to do?" said Donald, when

he had handed the paper to her.

She could not answer distinctly. " Oh,

Donald," she said at last. " What bitterness

lies there ! But there's no altering—so it

must be."

What Henchard had written in the anguish

of his dying was respected as far as practicable

by Elizabeth-Jane, though less from a sense

of the sacredness of last words, as such, than

from her mdependent knowledge that the

man who wrote them meant what he said.

She knew the directions to be a piece of the

same stuff that his whole life was made of,

and hence were not to be tampered with to

give herself a mournful pleasure, or her

husband credit for large-heartedness.

All was over at last, even her regrets for
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not having searched him out sooner, though

tliese were deep and sharp for a good while.

From this time forward Elizabeth-Jane found

herself in a latitude of calm weather, kindly

and grateful in itself, and doubly so after the

Capharnaum in which some of her preceding-

years had been spent. As the lively and

sparkling emotions of her early married life

cohered into an equable serenity, the finer

movements of her nature found scope in

discovering to the narrow-lived ones around

her the secret (as she had once learnt it) of

making limited opportunities endurable ;

which she deemed to consist in the cunning

enlargement by a species of microscopic treat-

ment, even to the magnitude of positive

pleasure, those minute forms of satisfaction

that offer themselves to everybody not In

positive pain ; which, thus handled, have

much of the same inspiriting effect upon life

as wider interests cursorily embraced.

Her teaching had a reflex action upon her-

self, insomuch that she thought she could

perceive no great personal difference between

being respected in the netlier parts of Caster-

bridge, and glorified at the uppermost end of

the social world.
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Her position was, indeed, to a marked
degree one that, in the common phrase,

afforded much to be thankful for. That she

was not demonstratively thankful was no

fault of hers. Her experience had been of a

kind to teach her, rightly or wrongly, that

the doubtful honour of a brief transit through

a sorry world hardly called for effusiveness,

even when the 2:>ath was suddenly irradiated

at some half-way point by daybeams rich as

hers. But her strong sense that neither she

nor any human being deserved less than was

given, did not blind her to the fact that

there w^ere others receiving less who had

deserved much more. And in being forced

to class herself among the fortunate she did

not cease to wonder at the persistence of

the unforeseen, when the one to whom such

unbroken tranquillity had been accorded in

the adult stage was she whose youth had

seemed to teach that happiness was but the

occasional episode in a general drama of pain.
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