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1

DESCRIPTION OF FARMER
OAKÑAN INCIDENT

WHEN Farmer Oak smiled, the corners of his mouth spread
till they were within an unimportant distance of his ears,

his eyeswere reducedto chinks, and diverging wrinkles appeared
round them, extending upon his countenance like the rays in a
rudimentary sketch of the rising sun.

His Christian name was Gabriel, and on working days he was
a young man of sound judgment, easymotions, proper dress,and
generalgood character.On Sundayshe was a man of misty views,
rather given to postponing, and hamperedby his best clothes and
umbrella: upon the whole, one who felt himself to occupy morally
that vast middle spaceof Laodicean neutrality which lay between
the Communion people of the parish and the drunken section, Ñ
that is, he went to church, but yawned privately by the time the
con- gegation reached the Nicene creed,- and thought of what
there would be for dinner when he meant to be listening to the
sermon.Or, to statehis characteras it stood in the scaleof public
opinion, when his friends and critics were in tantrums, he was
considered rather a bad man; when they were pleased, he was
rather a good man; when they were neither, he was a man whose
moral colour was a kind of pepper-and-salt mixture. Since he
lived six times as many working-days as Sundays,OakÕsappear-
ancein his old clothes was most peculiarly his own Ñ the mental
picture formed by his neighbours in imagining him being always
dressedin that way. He wore a low-crowned felt hat, spreadout
at the baseby tight jamming upon the head for security in high
winds, and a coat like Dr. JohnsonÕs;his lower extremities being
encasedin ordinary leather leggingsand boots emphatically large,
affording to eachfoot a roomy apartment so constructed that any
wearer might stand in a river all day long and know nothing of
damp Ñ their maker being a conscientiousman who endeavoured
to compensatefor any weaknessin his cut by unstinted dimension
and solidity.
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Mr. Oak carried about him, by way of watch,- what may be
called a small silver clock; in other words, it was a watch as to
shapeand intention, and a small clock as to size.This instrument
being severalyears older than OakÕsgrandfather, had the peculi-
arity of going either too fast or not at all. The smaller of its
hands, too, occasionally slipped round on the pivot, and thus,
though the minutes were told with precision, nobody could be
quite certain of the hour they belongedto. The stopping peculiar-
ity of his watch Oak remedied by thumps and shakes, and he
escapedany evil consequencesfrom the other two defectsby con-
stant comparisonswith and observationsof the sun and stars,and
by pressinghis face closeto the glassof his neighboursÕwindows,
till he could discern the hour marked by the green-facedtimekeep-
ers within. It may be mentioned that OakÕsfob being difficult of
access,by reasonof its somewhat high situation in the waistband
of his trousers (which also lay at a remote height under his waist-
coat), the watch was as a necessitypulled out by throwing the
body to one side, compressingthe mouth and face to a meremass
of ruddy flesh on account of the exertion, and drawing up the
watch by its chain, like a bucket from a well.

But some thoughtfull persons, who had seen him walking
acrossone of his fields on a certain Decembermorning Ñ sunny
and exceedinglymild Ñ might have regardedGabriel Oak in oth-
er aspectsthan these. In his face one might notice that many of
the hues and curves of youth had tarried on to manhood: there
evenremained in his remoter cranniessomerelics of the boy. His
height and breadth would have been sufficient to make his pres-
ence imposing, had they been exhibited with due consideration.
But there is a way some men have, rural and urban alike, for
which the mind is more responsible than flesh and sinew: it is a
way of curtail- ing their dimensions by their manner of showing
them. And from a quiet modesty that would havebecomea vestal
which seemedcontinually to impress upon him that he had no
great claim on the worldÕsroom, Oak walked unassumingly and
with a faintly perceptible bend, yet distinct from a bowing of the
shoulders. This may be said to be a defect in an individual if he
dependsfor his valuation more upon his appearancethan upon
his capacity to wear well, which Oak did not. He had just reached
the time of life at which ÒyoungÓis ceasingto be the prefix of
ÒmanÓin speakingof one. He was at the brightest period of mas-
culine growth, for his intellect and his emotions were clearly
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separated:he had passedthe time during which the influence of
youth indiscriminately mingles them in the character of impulse,
and he had not yet arrived at the stage wherein they become
united again, in the character of prejudice, by the influence of a
wife and family. In short, he was twenty-eight, and a bachelor.

The field he was in this morning sloped to a ridge called Nor-
combe Hill. Through a spur of this hill ran the highway between
Emminster and Chalk- Newton. Casually glancing over the hedge,
Oak saw coming down the incline before him an ornamental
spring waggon, painted yellow and gaily marked, drawn by two
horses,a waggonerwalking alongsidebearing a whip perpendicu-
larly. The waggon was laden with household goods and window
plants, and on the apex of the whole sat a woman, ÒyoungÓand
attractive. Gabriel had not beheld the sight for more than half a
minute, when the vehicle was brought to a standstill just beneath
his eyes.

ÒThe tailboard of the waggon is gone, Miss.Ó said the
waggoner.

ÒThenI heard it fall.Ó said the girl, in a soft, though not partic-
ularly low voice. ÒI heard a noise I could not account for when
we were coming up the hill.Ó ÒIÕll run back.Ó

ÒDo.Ó she answered.
The sensiblehorsesstood Ñ perfectly still, and the waggonerÕs

stepssank fainter and fainter in the distance.The girl on the sum-
mit of the load sat motionless, surrounded by tables and chairs
with their legsupwards, backedby an oak settle, and ornamented
in front by pots of geraniums,myrtles, and cactuses,together with
a caged canary Ñ all probably from the windows of the house
just vacated. There was also a cat in a willow basket, from the
partly-opened lid of which she gazed with half-closed eyes,and
affectionately-surveyed the small birds around.

The handsomegirl waited for sometime idly in her place, and
the only sound heard in the stillness was the hopping of the
canary up-and down the perchesof its prison. Then shelooked at-
tentively downwards. It was not at the bird, nor at the cat; it was
at an oblong packagetied in paper, and lying between them. She
turned her head to learn if the waggoner were coming. He was
not yet in sight; and her-eyes crept back to the package, her
thoughts seemingto run upon what was inside it. At length she
drew the article into her lap, and untied the paper covering; a
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small swing looking-glass was disclosed, in which she proceeded
to survey herself attentively. She parted her lips and smiled.

It was a fine morning, and the sun lighted up to a scarlet glow
the crimson jacket she wore, and painted a soft lustre upon her
bright face and dark hair. The myrtles, geraniums, and cactuses
packed around her were fresh and green, and at such a leafless
seasonthey invested the whole concern of horses, waggon, fur-
niture, and girl with a peculiar vernal charm. What possessedher
to indulge in such a performance in the sight of the sparrows,
blackbirds, and unperceivedfarmer who were alone its spectators,
Ñ whether the smile beganasa factitious one, to test her capacity
in that art, Ñ nobody knows; it ended certainly in a real smile.
Sheblushedat herself,and seeingher reflection blush, blushed the
more.

The changefrom the customary spot and necessaryoccasionof
such an act Ñ from the dressinghour in a bedroom to a time of
travelling out of doors Ñ lent to the idle deeda novelty it did not
intrinsically possess.The picture was a delicate one. WomanÕs
prescriptive infirmity had stalked into the sunlight, which had
clothed it in the freshnessof an originality. A cynical inference
was irresistible by Gabriel Oak ashe regardedthe scene,generous
though he fain would havebeen.There was no necessitywhatever
for her looking in the glass.Shedid not adjust her hat, or pat her
hair, or pressa dimple into shape,or do one thing to signify that
any such intention had beenher motive in taking up the glass.She
simply observedherself as a fair product of Nature in the femin-
ine kind, her thoughts seemingto glide into far-off though likely
dramas in which men would play a part Ñ vistas of probable tri-
umphs Ñ the smilesbeing of a phasesuggestingthat hearts were
imagined as lost and won. Still, this was but conjecture, and the
whole seriesof actions was so idly put forth as to make it rash to
assert that intention had any part in them at all.

The waggonerÕsstepswere heard returning. Sheput the glass
in the paper, and the whole again into its place.

When the waggon had passedon, Gabriel withdrew from his
point of espial, and descendinginto the road, followed the vehicle
to the turnpike-gate some way beyond the bottom of the hill,
where the object of his contemplation now halted for the payment
of toll. About twenty steps still remained between him and the
gate, when he heard a dispute. lt was a difference con- cerning
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twopence between the personswith the waggon and the man at
the toll-bar.

ÒMisÕessÕsniece is upon the top of the things, and she says
thatÕsenough that IÕveoffered ye, you great miser, and shewonÕt
pay any more.Ó These were the waggonerÕs words.

ÒVerywell; then misÕessÕsniececanÕtpass.Ósaid the turnpike-
keeper, closing the gate.

Oak looked from one to the other of the disputants, and fell
into a reverie. There was something in the tone of twopence re-
markably insignificant. Threepencehad a definite value as money
Ñ it was an appreciable infringement on a dayÕswages,and, as
such, a higgling matter; but twopence Ñ ÒHere.Óhe said, step-
ping forward and handing twopence to the gatekeeper;Òlet the
young woman pass.ÓHe looked up at her then; she heard his
words, and looked down.

GabrielÕsfeaturesadheredthroughout their form so exactly to
the middle line betweenthe beauty of St. John and the uglinessof
JudasIscariot, as representedin a window of the church he atten-
ded, that not a single lineament could be selected and called
worthy either of distinction or notoriety. The redjacketed and
dark- haired maiden seemedto think so too, for she carelessly
glanced over him, and told her man to drive on. Shemight have
looked her thanks to Gabriel on a minute scale,but she did not
speakthem; more probably shefelt none, for in gaining her a pas-
sagehe had lost her her point, and we know how women take a
favour of that kind.

The gatekeeper surveyed the retreating vehicle.
ÒThatÕsa handsome maidÓ he said to Oak ÒBut she has her

faults.Ó said Gabriel.
ÒTrue, farmer.Ó
ÒAnd the greatest of them is Ñ well, what it is always.Ó
ÒBeating people down? ay, Ôtis so.Ó ÒO no.Ó
ÒWhat, then?Ó
Gabriel, perhapsa little piqued by the comely travellerÕsindif-

ference,glancedback to where he had witnessedher performance
over the hedge, and said, ÒVanity.Ó
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2

NIGHTÑTHE FLOCKÑAN
INTERIORÑANOTHER

INTERIOR

IT WAS nearly midnight on the eveof St. ThomasÕs,the shortest
day in the year. A desolating wind wandered from the north

over the hill whereon Oak had watched the yellow waggon and
its occupant in the sunshine of a few days earlier.

Norcombe Hill Ñ not far from lonely Toller-Down Ñ was one
of the spotswhich suggestto a passer-bythat he is in the presence
of a shapeapproaching the indestructible as nearly as any to be
found on earth. It was a featurelessconvexity of chalk and soil Ñ
an ordinary specimenof those smoothly-outlined protuber- ances
of the globe which may remain undisturbed on somegreat day of
confusion, when far grander heights and dizzy granite precipices
topple down.

The hill was coveredon its northern sideby an ancient and de-
caying plantation of beeches,whose upper verge formed a line
over the crest, fringing its arched curve against the sky, like a
mane. To-night thesetrees shelteredthe southern slope from the
keenestblasts, which smote the wood and floundered through it
with a sound asof grumbling, or gushedover its crowning boughs
in a weakenedmoan. The dry leavesin the ditch simmered and
boiled in the samebreezes,a tongue of air occasionally ferreting
out a few, and sendingthem spinning acrossthe grass.A group or
two of the latest in date amongst the dead multitude had re-
mained till this very mid-winter time on the twigs which bore
them and in falling rattled against the trunks with smart taps:

Betweenthis half-wooded, half naked hill, and the vague still
horizon that its summit indistinctly com- manded, was a mysteri-
ous sheetof fathomlessshadeÑ the soundsfrom which suggested
that what it con- cealed bore some reduced resemblanceto fea-
tures here. The thin grasses,more or less coating the hill, were
touched by the wind in breezesof differing powers, and almost of
differing natures Ñ one rubbing the blades heavily, another
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raking them piercingly, another brushing them like a soft broom.
The instinctive act of human- kind was to stand and listen, and
learn how the trees to each other in the regular antiphonies of a
cathedral choir; how hedgesand other shapesto leeward them
caught the note, lowering it to the tenderest sob; and how the
hurrying gust then plunged into the south, to be heard no more.

The sky was clear Ñ remarkably clear Ñ and the twinkling of
all the starsseemedto be but throbs of one body, timed by a com-
mon pulse. The North Star was directly in the windÕseye, and
sinceevening the Bear had swung round it outwardly to the east,
till he was now at a right angle with the meridian. A difference of
colour in the stars Ñ oftener read of than seenin England-was
really perceptible here. The sovereignbrilliancy of Sirius pierced
the eye with a steely glitter, the star called Capella was yellow,
Aldebaran and Betelgueux shone with a fiery red.

To persons standing alone on a hill during a clear midnight
such as this, the roll of the world eastward is almost a palpable
movement. The sensationmay be causedby the panoramic glide
of the stars past earthly objects, which is perceptible in a few
minutes of still- ness,or by the better outlook upon spacethat a
hill affords, or by the wind, or by the solitude; but whatever be its
origin, the impression of riding along is vivid and abiding. The
poetry of motion is a phrase much in use, and to enjoy the epic
form of that gratification it is necessaryto stand on a hill at a
small hour of the night, and, having first expandedwith a senseof
differ- encefrom the massof civilised mankind, who are dream-
wrapt and disregardful of all such proceedingsat this time, long
and quietly watch your stately progress through the stars. After
sucha nocturnal reconnoitre it is hard to get back to earth, and to
believethat the consciousnessof such majestic speedingis derived
from a tiny human frame.

Suddenlyan unexpectedseriesof soundsbegan to be heard in
this place up against the sky. They had a clearnesswhich was to
be found nowhere in the wind, and a sequencewhich was to be
found nowhere in nature. They were the notes of Farmer OakÕs
flute. The tune was not floating unhindered into the open air: it
seemedmuffled in someway, and was altogether too curtailed in
power to spread high or wide. It came from the direction of a
small dark object under the plantation hedgeÑ a shepherdÕshut
Ñ now presenting an outline to which an uninitiated person
might have been puzzled to attach either meaning or use. The
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imageasa whole was that of a small NoahÕsArk on a small Arar-
at, allowing the traditionary outlines and general form of the Ark
which are followed by toy- makers Ñ and by thesemeansare es-
tablished in menÕsimaginations among their firmest, because
earliest im- pressionsÑ to passas an approximate pattern. The
hut stood on little wheels,which raised its floor about a foot from
the ground. SuchshepherdsÕhuts are draggedinto the fields when
the lambing seasoncomeson, to shelter the shepherd in his- en-
forced nightly attendance. It was only latterly that people had
begun to call Gabriel ÒFarmerÓOak. During the twelvemonth
pre- ceding this time he had been enabled by sustainedefforts of
industry and chronic good spirits to leasethe small sheepfarm of
which Norcombe Hill was a portion, and stock it with two hun-
dred sheep.Previously he had beena bailiff for a short time, and
earlier still a shepherd only, having from his childhood assisted
his father in tending the flocks of large proprietors, till old Gabri-
el sank to rest.

This venture, unaided and alone, into the paths of farming as
masterand not asman, with an advanceof sheepnot yet paid for,
was a critical juncture with Gabriel Oak, and he recognisedhis
position clearly. The first movement in his new progresswas the
lambing of his ewes,and sheephaving beenhis speciality from his
Ôyouth,he wisely refrained from deputing Ñ the task of tending
them at this seasonto a hireling or a novice. The wind continued
to beat-about the corners of the hut, but the flute-playing ceased.
A rectangular spaceof light appearedin the sideof the hut, and in
the opening the outline of Farmer OakÕsfigure. He carried a lan-
tern in his hand, and closing the door behind him, cameforward
and busied himself about this nook of the field for nearly twenty
minutes, the lantern light appear- ing and disappearing here and
there, and brightening him or darkening him ashe stood before or
behind it. OakÕsmotions, though they had a quiet-energy, were
slow, and their deliberatenessaccordedwell with his occupation.
Fitnessbeing the basis of beauty, nobody could-have denied that
his steadyswings and turnsÕin and- about the flock had elements
of grace,Yet, although if occasiondemandedhe could do or think
a thing with asmercurial a dashascan the men of towns who are
more to the manner born, his special power, morally, physically,
and mentally, was static, owing little or nothing to momentum as
a rule.

A closeexamination of the ground hereabout,evenby the wan

FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD

8



starlight only, revealedhow a portion of what would have been
casuallycalled a wild slopehad beenappropriated by Farmer Oak
for his great purpose this winter. Detachedhurdles thatched with
straw were stuck into the ground at various scatteredpoints, amid
and under which the whitish forms of his meek ewesmoved and
rustled. The ring of the sheep-bell,which had been silent during
his absence,recommenced, in tones that had more mellowness
than clearness,owing to an increasing growth of surrounding
wool. This continued till Oak withdrew again from the flock. He
Ñ returned to the hut, bringing in his arms a new-born lamb,
consisting of four legs large enough for a full- grown sheep,
united by a seemingly inconsiderable mem- brane about half the
substanceof the legs collectively, which constituted the animalÕs
entire body just at present.

The little speck of life he placed on a wisp of hay before the
small stove, where a can of milk was simmer- ing. Oak extin-
guishedthe lantern by blowing into it and then pinching the snuff,
the cot being lighted by a candle suspendedby a twisted wire. A
rather hard couch, formed of a few corn sacksthrown carelessly
down, coveredhalf the floor of this little habitation, and here the
young man stretched himself along, loosenedhis woollen cravat,
and closed his eyes.In about the time a person unaccustomedto
bodily labour would have decidedupon which side to lie, Farmer
Oak was asleep.The inside of the hut, as it now presenteditself,
was cosy and alluring, and the scarlet handful of fire in addition
to the candle, reflecting its own genial colour upon whatever it
could reach, flung associations of enjoyment even over utensils
and tools. In the corner stood the sheep-crook,and along a shelf
at one side were ranged bottles and canisters of the simple pre-
para- tions pertaining to bovine surgery and physic; spirits of
wine, turpentine, tar, magnesia,ginger, and castor-oil being the
chief. On a triangular shelf acrossthe corner stood bread, bacon,
cheese,and a cup for ale or cider, which was supplied from a
flagon beneath. Beside the provisions lay the flute whose notes
had lately beencalled forth by the lonely watcher to beguile a te-
dious hour. The housewas ventilated by two round holes, like the
lights of a shipÕscabin, with wood slides- The lamb, revived by
the warmth began to bleatÓinstant meaning, as expectedsounds
will. Passingfrom the profoundest sleepto the most alert wake-
fulness with the same ease that had accompanied the reverse
operation, he looked at his watch, found that the hour- hand had
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shifted again, put on his hat, took the lamb in his arms, and car-
ried it into the darkness.After placing the little creature with its
mother, he stood and carefully examined the sky, to ascertainthe
time of night from the altitudes of the stars.

The Dog-star and Aldebaran, pointing to the restlessPleiades,
were half-way up the Southern sky, and betweenthem hung Ori-
on, which gorgeous constellation never burnt more vividly than
now, as it soaredforth abovethe rim of the landscape.Castor and
Pollux will the north-west; far away through the plantation Vega
and CassiopeiaÕschair stood daintily poised on the uppermost
boughs. ÒOne oÕclock.Ó said Gabriel.

Being a man not without a frequent consciousnessthat there
was some charm in this life he led, he stood still after looking at
the sky as a useful instrument, and regarded it in an appreciative
spirit, as a work of art superlatively beautiful. For a moment he
seemedimpressed with the speaking loneliness of the scene,or
rather with the complete abstraction from all its compassof the
sights and sounds of man. Human shapes,interferences,troubles,
and joys were all as if they were not, and there seemedto be on
the shadedhemisphereof the globe no sentientbeing savehimself;
he could fancy them all gone round to the sunny side.

Occupied this, with eyes stretched afar, Oak gradually per-
ceived that what he had previously taken to be a star low down
behind the outskirts of the plantation was in reality no suchthing.
It was an artificial light, almost closeat hand. To find themselves
utterly alone at night where company is desirable and expected
makes some people fearful; but a casemore trying by far to the
nervesis to discover some mysterious companionship when intu-
ition, sensation, memory, analogy, testimony, probability,
induction Ñ every kind of evidencein the logicianÕslist Ñ have
united to persuade con- sciousness that it is quite in isolation.

Farmer Oak went towards the plantation and pushed through
its lower boughs to the windy side. A dim massunder the slope
reminded him that a shed occupied a place here, the site being a
cutting into the slope of the hill, so that at its back part the roof
was almost level with the ground. In front it was formed of board
nailed to posts and covered with tar as a preservative. Through
crevicesin the roof and side spread streaks and spots of light, a
combination of which made the radiance that had attracted him.
Oak steppedup behind, where,leaning down upon the roof and
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putting his eye close to a hole, he could see into the interior
clearly.

The place contained two women and two cows. By the side of
the latter a steamingbran-mashstood in a bucket. One of the wo-
men was past middle age.Her companion was ap- parently young
and graceful; he could form no decided opinion upon her looks,
her position being almost beneathhis eye,so that he saw her in a
birdÕs-eyeview, as MiltonÕsSatanfirst saw Paradise.Shewore no
bonnet or het, but had envelopedher- self in a large cloak, which
was carelessly flung over her head as a covering.

ÒThere,now weÕllgo home,Ósaid the elder of the two, resting
her knuckles upon her hips, and looking at their goings-on as a
whole. ÒI do hope Daisy will fetch round again now. I have never
been more frightened in my life, but I donÕtmind break- ing my
rest if she recovers.Ó

The young woman, whose eyelids were apparently inclined to
fall together on the smallest provocation of silence,yawned in
sympathy.

ÒIwish we were rich enough to pay a man to do thesethings,Ó
she said.

ÒAswe are not, we must do them ourselves,Ósaid the other;
Òfor you must help me if you stay.Ó

ÒWell, my hat is gone, however,Ócontinued the younger. ÒIt
went over the hedge,I think. The idea of sucha slight wind catch-
ing it.Ó

The cow standing erect was of the Devon breed, and was en-
cased in a tight warm hide of rich Indian red, as absolutely
uniform from eyesto tail as if the animal had been dipped in a
dye of that colour, her long back being mathematically level. The
other was spotted,greyand white. Besideher Oak now noticed a
little calf about a day old, looking idiotically at the two women,
which showed that it had not long been accustomedto the phe-
nomenon of eyesight,and often turn- ing to the lantern, which it
apparently mistook for the moon.inherited instinct having as yet
had little time for correction by experience. Between the sheep
and the cows Lucina had been busy on Norcombe hill lately.

ÒI think we had better sendfor someoatmeal,Ósaid the ÒYes,
aunt; and IÕll ride over for it as soon as it is light.Ó

ÒBut thereÕs no side-saddle.Ó
ÒI can ride on the other: trust me.Ó
Oak, upon hearing these remarks, became more curious to
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observe her features, but this prospect being denied him by the
hooding effect of the cloak, and by his aerial position, he felt him-
self drawing upon his fancy for their details. In making even
horizontal and clear inspections we colour and mould according
to the warts within us whatever our eyesbring in. Had Gabriel
been able from the first to get a distinct view of her Ñ counten-
ance, his estimate of it as very handsome or slightly so would
have been as his soul required a divinity at the moment or was
ready supplied with one. Having for some time known the want
of a satisfactory form to fill an increasingvoid within him, his po-
sition moreover affording the widest scope for his fancy, he
painted her a beauty.

By one of thosewhimsical coincidencesin which Nature, like a
busy mother, seemsto spare a moment from her unremitting la-
bours to turn and make her children smile, the girl now dropped
the cloak, and forth tumbled ropesof black hair over a red jacket.
Oak knew her instantly as the heroine of the yellow waggon,
myrtles, and looking-glass: prosily, as the woman who owed him
twopence.

They placed the calf besideits mother again, took up the lan-
tern, and went out, the light sinking down the hill till it was no
more than a nebula. Gabriel Oak returned to his flock.
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3

A GIRL ON
HORSEBACKÑCONVERSATION

THE SLUGGISH day began to break. Even its position ter-
restrially is one of the elementsof a new interest, and for no

particular reasonsavethat the incident of the night had occurred
there, Oak went again into the plantation. Lingering and musing
here,he heard the stepsof a horseat the foot of the hill, and soon
there appearedin view an auburn pony with a girl on its back, as-
cending by the path leading past the cattle- shed. She was the
young woman of the night before. Gabriel instantly thought of
the hat shehad mentioned ashaving lost in the wind; possibly she
had come to look for it. He hastily scannedthe ditch and after
walking about ten yards along it, found the hat among the leaves.
Gabriel took it in his hand and returned to his hut. Here he en-
sconcedhimself, and peepedthrough the loophole in the direction
of the riders approach.

Shecame up and looked around Ñ then on the other side of
the hedge.Gabriel was about to advanceand restore the missing
article when an unexpectedper- formance induced him to suspend
the action for the present.The path, after passingthe cowshed,bi-
sected the plantation. It was not a bridle-path Ñ merely a
pedestrianÕstrack, and the boughs spreadhorizontally at a height
not greater than sevenfeet above the ground, which made it im-
possibleto ride erectbeneaththem. The girl, who wore no riding-
habit, looked around for a moment, as if to assureherself that all
humanity was out of view, then dexterously dropped backwards
flat upon the ponyÕsback, her head over its tail, her feet against
its shoulders,and her eyesto the sky. The rapidity of her glide in-
to this position was that of a kingfisher Ñ its noiselessnessthat of
a hawk. GabrielÕseyeshad scarcelybeen able to follow her. The
tall lank pony seemedusedto such doings, and ambled along un-
concerned. Thus she passed under the level boughs.

The performer seemedquite at home anywhere between a
horseÕshead and its tail, and the necessity for this abnormal
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attitude having ceasedwith the passageof the plantation, she
beganto adopt another, evenmore obviously convenient than the
first. Shehad no side-saddle,and it was very apparent that a firm
seatupon the smooth leather beneathher was un- attainable side-
ways. Springing to her accustomed perpendicular like a bowed
sapling, and satisfying her, self that nobody was in sight, she
seated herself in the manner demanded by the saddle, though
hardly expectedof the woman, and trotted off in the direction of
Tewnell Mill.

Oak was amused,perhaps a little astonished,and hanging up
the hat in his hut, went again among his ewes.An hour passed,
the girl returned, properly seatednow, with a bag of bran in front
of her. On nearing the cattle-shedshewas met by a boy bringing
a milking-pail, who held the reins of the pony whilst sheslid off.
The boy led away the horse, leaving the pail with the young
woman.

Soon soft shirts alternating with loud shirts came in regular
successionfrom within the shed, the obvious sounds of a person
milking a cow. Gabriel took the lost hat in his hand, and waited
beside the path she would follow in leaving the hill.

Shecame, the pail in one hand, hanging against her knee. The
left arm was extended as a balance, enough of it being shown
bare to make Oak wish that the event ha happened in the sum-
mer, when the whole would have been revealed. There was a
bright air and manner about her now, by which sheseemedto im-
ply that the desirability of her existencecould not be questioned;
and this rather saucyassumptionfailed in being offensive,because
a beholder felt it to be, upon the whole,true. Like exceptional em-
phasis in the tone of a genius, that which would have made
mediocrity ridiculous was an addition to recognisedpower. It was
with some surprise that she saw GabrielÕsface rising like the
moon behind the hedge.

The adjustment of the farmerÕshazy conceptionsof her charms
to the portrait of herself she now presentedhim with was lessa
diminution than a difference. The starting-point selectedby the
judgment was. her height Sheseemedtall, but the pail was a small
one, and the hedgediminutive; hence,making allowance for error
by comparison with these, she could have been not above the
height to be chosenby women asbest.All featuresof consequence
were severeand regular. It may have been observed by persons
who go about the shires with eyes for beauty, that in
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Englishwoman a classically-formed face is seldom found to be
united with a figure of the samepattern, the highly-finished fea-
tures being generally too large for the remainder of the frame; that
a graceful and proportionate figure of eight headsusually goesoff
into random facial curves. Without throwing a Nymphean tissue
over a milkmaid, let it be said that here criticism checkeditself as
out of place,and looked at her proportions with a long conscious-
nessof pleasure.From the contours of her figure in its upper part,
she must have had a beautiful neck and shoulders; but since her
infancy nobody had ever seenthem. Had shebeenput into a low
dress she would have run and thrust her head into a bush.

Yet shewas not a shy girl by any means;it was merely her in-
stinct to draw the line dividing the seenfrom the unseenhigher
than they do it in towns.

That the girlÕsthoughts hovered about her face and form as
soon asshecaught OakÕseyesconning the samepagewas natural,
and almost certain. The self- consciousnessshown would have
been vanity if a little more pronounced, dignity if a little less.
Rays of male vision seem to have a tickling effect upon virgin
facesin rural districts; shebrushed hers with her hand, as if Gab-
riel had been irritating its pink surface by actual touch, and the
free air of her previous movementswas reducedat the sametime
to a chastenedphaseof itself. Yet it was the man who blushed,
the maid not at all.

ÒI found a hat.Ó said Oak.
ÒIt is mine.Ó said she, and, from a senseof proportion, kept

down to a small smile an inclination to laugh dis- tinctly: Òit flew
away last night.Ó ÒOne oÕclock this morning?Ó

ÒWell Ñ it was.ÓShewas surprised. ÒHow did you know?Ó
she said.

ÒI was here.Ó
ÒYou are Farmer Oak, are you not?Ó
ÒThat or thereabouts. IÕm lately come to this place.Ó
ÒA large farm?Ó she inquired, casting her eyes round, and

swinging back her hair, which was black in the shadedhollows of
its mass;but it being now an hour past sunrise, the rays touched
its prominent curves with a colour of their own.

ÒNo; not large. About a hundred.Ó(In speaking of farms the
word ÒacresÕis omitted by the natives, by analogy to such old ex-
pressionsasÒastagof ten.Ó)ÒIwanted my hat this morning.Óshe
went on.
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ÒI had to ride to Tewnell Mill.Ó
ÒYes you had.Ó
ÒHow do you know?Ó
ÒI saw you!Ó
ÒWhere?Óshe inquired, a misgiving bringing every muscle of

her lineamentsand frame to a standstill. ÒHere-goingthrough the
plantation, and all down the hill.Ó said Farmer Oak, with an as-
pect excessivelyknowing with regard to somematter in his mind,
as he gazed at a remote point in the direction named, and then
turned back to meet his colloquistÕs eyes.

A perception causedhim to withdraw his own eyesfrom hers
assuddenlyas if he had beencaught in a theft. Recollection of the
strangeantics shehad indulged in when passingthrough the trees,
was suc- ceededin the girl by a nettled palpitation, and that by a
hot face. It was a time to seea woman redden who was not given
to reddening as a rule; not a point in the milkmaid but was of the
deepestrose-colour. From the MaidenÕsBlush, through all variet-
ies of the Provence down to the Crimson Tuscany, the
countenance of OakÕs acquaintance quickly graduated;
whereupon he, in con- siderateness, turned away his head.

The sympatheticman still looked the other way, and wondered
when shewould recovercoolnesssufficient to justify him in facing
her again. He heard what seemedto be the flitting of a dead leaf
upon the breeze, and looked. She had gone away.

With an air betweenthat of Tragedy and Comedy! Gabriel re-
turned to his work.

Five mornings and eveningspassed.The young woman came
regularly to milk the healthy cow or to attend to the sick one, but
never allowed her vision to stray in the direction of OakÕsperson.
His want of tact had deeplyoffended her Ñ not by seeingwhat he
could not help, but by letting her know that he had seenit. For, as
without law there is no sin, without eyesthere is no indecorum;
and sheappearedto feel that GabrielÕsespial had made her an in-
decorous woman without her own connivance. It was food for
great regret with him; it was also a contretempswhich touched in-
to life a latent heat he had experienced in that direction.

The acquaintanceshipmight, however, have ended in a slow
forgetting, but for an incident which occurred at the end of the
same week. One afternoon it began to freeze, and the frost in-
creasedwith evening,which drew on like a stealthy tightening of
bonds. It was a time when in cottagesthe breath of the sleepers
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freezes to the sheets; when round the drawing-room fire of a
thick-walled mansion the sittersÕbacks are cold, evenwhilst their
facesare all aglow. Many a small bird went to bed supperlessthat
night among the bare boughs.

As the milking-hour drew near, Oak kept his usual watch upon
the cowshed.At last he felt cold, and shaking an extra quantity of
bedding round the yearling eweshe entered the hut and heaped
more fuel upon the stove. The wind camein at the bottom of the
door, and to prevent it Oak laid a sack there and wheeledthe cot
round a little more to the south. Then the wind spouted in at a
ventilating hole Ñ of which there was one on each side of the hut.

Gabriel had always known that when the fire was lighted and
the door closedone of thesemust be kept open Ñ that chosenbe-
ing always on the side away from the wind. Closing the slide to
windward, he turned to open the other; on secondÑ thoughts the
farmer con- sidered that he would first sit down leaving both
closed for a minute or two, till the temperature of the hut was a
little raised. He sat down.

His head beganto achein an unwonted manner, and, fancying
himself weary by reason of the broken rests of the preceding
nights, Oak decidedto get up, open the slide, and then allow him-
self to fall asleep. He fell asleep, however, without having
performed the necessary preliminary.

How long he remained unconsciousGabriel never knew. Dur-
ing the first stagesof his return to percep- tion peculiar deeds
seemedto be in course of enactment. His dog was howling, his
head was aching fearfully Ñ somebody was pulling him about,
hands were loosening his neckerchief.

On opening his eyeshe found that eveninghad sunk to dusk in
a strange manner of unexpectedness.The young girl with the re-
markably pleasant lips and white teeth was beside him. More
than this Ñ astonishingly more Ñ his head was upon her lap, his
face and neck were disagreeablywet, and her fingers were unbut-
toning his collar.

ÒWhatever is the matter?Ó said Oak, vacantly.
She seemedto experience mirth, but of too insignifi- cant a

kind to start enjoyment.
ÒNothing nowÓ, sheanswered,Òsinceyou are not dead It is a

wonder you were not,suffocated in this hut of yours.Ó
ÒAh, the hut!Ó murmured Gabriel. ÒI gaveten pounds for that

hut. But IÕllsell it, and sit under thatched hurdles as they did in
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old times, curl up to sleepin a lock of straw! It played me nearly
the same trick the other day!Ó Gabriel, by way of emphasis,
brought down his fist upon the floor.

ÒIt was not exactly the fault of the hut.Ó she ob- served in a
tone which showed her to be that novelty among women Ñ one
who finished a thought before beginning the sentencewhich was
to convey it. ÒYou should I think, have considered,and not have
been so foolish as to leave the slides closed.Ó

ÒYesI supposeI should.Ósaid Oak, absently. He was endeav-
ouring to catch and appreciate the sensation of being thus with
her, his head upon her dress,before the event passedon into the
heap of bygone things. He wished she knew his impressions;but
he would assoon havethought of carrying an odour in a net asof
attempting to convey the intangibilities of his feeling in the coarse
meshes of language. So he remained silent.

Shemade him sit up, and then Oak beganwiping his face and
shaking himself like a Samson.ÒHow can I thank Ôee?Óhe said at
last, gratefully, some of the natural rusty red having returned to
his face. ÒOh, never mind that.Ó said the girl, smiling, and allow-
ing her smile to hold good for GabrielÕsnext remark, whatever
that might prove to be.

ÒHow did you find me?Ó
ÒI heard your dog howling and scratching at the door of the

hut when I cameto the milking (it was so lucky, DaisyÕsmilking
is almost over for the season,and I shall not come here after this
week or the next). The dog saw me, and jumped over to me, and
laid hold of my skirt. I cameacrossand looked round the hut the
very first thing to seeif the slideswere closed.My uncle hasa hut
like this one, and I have heard him tell his shepherdnot to go to
sleepwithout leaving a slide open. I opened the door, and there
you were like dead. I threw the milk over you, as there was no
water, forgetting it was warm, and no use.ÓÒI wonder if I should
have died?ÓGabriel said, in a low voice, which was rather meant
to travel back to himself than to her.

ÒO no,Ó the girl replied. She seemedto prefer a less tragic
probability; to have saved a man from death involved talk that
should harmonise with the dignity of such a deed Ñ and she
shunned it.

ÒI believe you saved my life, Miss Ñ Ñ I donÕtknow your
name. I know your auntÕs,but not yours.ÓÒI would just as soon
not tell it Ñ rather not. There is no reasoneither why I should, as
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you probably will never have much to do with me.Ó ÒStill, I
should like to know.Ó ÒYou can inquire at my auntÕsÑ shewill
tell you.Ó ÒMy name is Gabriel Oak.Ó

ÒAnd mine isnÕt.You seemfond of yours in speaking it so de-
cisively, Gabriel Oak.Ó ÒYou see, it is the only one I shall ever
have, and I must make the most of it.Ó

ÒI always think mine soundsodd and disagreeable.ÓÒI should
think you might soon get a new one.Ó

ÒMercy! Ñ how many opinions you keep about you concern-
ing other people, Gabriel Oak.Ó ÒWell Miss-excusethe words-I
thought you would like them But I canÕtmatch you I know in
napping out my mind upon my tongue. I never was very clever in
my inside. But I thank you. Come give me your hand!Ó

Shehesitated, somewhat disconcertedat OakÕsold- fashioned
earnest conclusion. to a dialogue lightly carried on.ÓVery well.Ó
shesaid, and gavehim her hand, compressingher lips to a demure
impassivity. He held it but an instant, and in his fear of being too
demonstrative, swervedto the opposite extreme, touching her fin-
gers with the lightness of a small-hearted person.

ÒI am sorry.Ó he said, the instant after.
ÒWhat for?Ó
ÒYou may have it again if you like; there it is.ÓShegave him

her hand again.
Oak held it longer this time Ñ indeed, curiously long. ÒHow

soft it is Ñ being winter time, too Ñ not chapped or rough or
anything!Ó he said.

ÒThere Ñ thatÕslong enough.Ó said she, though with- out
pulling it away ÒButI supposeyou are thinking you would like to
kiss it? You may if you want to.Ó ÒI wasnÕtthinking of any such
thing.Ó said Gabriel, simply; Òbut I willÓ

ÒThat you wonÕt!ÓShe snatched back her hand. Gabriel felt
himself guilty of another want of tact.

ÒNow find out my name.Ó she said, teasingly; and withdrew.
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4

GABRIELÕS RESOLVEÑTHE
VISITÑTHE MISTAKE

THE ONLY superiority in women that is tolerable to the rival
sex is, as a rule, that of the unconsciouskind; but a superior-

ity which recognizes itself may sometimes please by suggesting
possibilities of capture to the subordinated man.

This well-favoured and comely girl soon madeappre- ciable in-
roads upon the emotional constitution of young Farmer Oak.

Love, being an extremely exacting usurer (a senseof exorbitant
profit, spiritually, by an exchangeof hearts, being at the bottom
of pure passions,as that of exorbi- tant profit, bodily or materi-
ally, is at the bottom of those of lower atmosphere), every
morning OakÕsfeelings were as sensitiveas the money-market in
calculations upon his chances.His dog waited for his meals in a
way so like that in which Oak waited for the girlÕspresence,that
the farmer was quite struck with the resemblance,felt it lowering,
and would not look at the dog. However, he continued to watch
through the hedgefor her regular coming, and thus his sentiments
towards her were deepenedwithout any corresponding effect be-
ing produced upon herself.Oak had nothing finished and ready to
say as yet, and not being able to frame love phraseswhich end
where they begin; passionate tales Ñ

Ñ Full of sound and fury
Ñ Signifying nothing Ñ

He said no word at all.
By making inquiries he found that the girlÕsname was Bath-

sheba Everdene,and that the cow would go dry in about seven
days. He dreadedthe eight day. At last the eighth day came.The
cow had ceased to give milk for that year, and Bathsheba
Everdenecame up the hill no more. Gabriel had reacheda pitch
of existencehe never could have anticipated a short time before.
He liked saying `BathshebaÓas a private enjoyment instead of
whistling; turned over his taste to black hair, though he had
sworn by brown ever sincehe was a boy, isolated himself till the
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spacehe filled in a possiblestrength in an actual weakness.Mar-
riage transforms a distraction into a support, the power of which
should be, and happily often is, in direct pro- portion to the de-
greeof imbecility it supplants. Oak begannow to seelight in this
direction, and said to himself, ÒIÕllmake her my wife, or upon my
soul I shall be good for nothing!Ó

All this while he was perplexing himself about an errand on
which he might consistently visit the cottage of BathshebaÕs aunt.

He found his opportunity in the death of a ewe, mother of a
living lamb. On a day which had a summer face and a winter
constitution-a fine January morning, when there was just enough
blue sky visible to make cheerfully-disposedpeoplewish for more,
and an occasionalgleamof silvery sunshine,Oak put the lamb in-
to a respectableSundaybasket,and stalked acrossthe fields to the
houseof Mrs. Hurst, the aunt Ñ George,the dog walking behind,
with a countenanceof great concern at the serious turn pastoral
affairs seemed to be taking.

Gabriel had watched the blue wood-smoke curling from the
chimney with strange meditation. At evening he had fancifully
traced it down the chimney to the spot of its origin Ñ seenthe
hearth and Bathshebabesideit Ñ besideit in her out-door dress;
for the clothes she had worn on the hill were by association
equally with her person included in the compassof his affection;
they seemedat this early time of his love a necessaryingredient of
the sweet mixture called Bath- sheba Everdene.

He had made a toilet of a nicely-adjusted kind Ñ of a nature
betweenthe carefully neat and the carelesslyornate Ñ of a degree
between fine-market-day and wet- Sunday selection. He thor-
oughly cleaned his silver watch-chain with whiting, put new
lacing strapsto his boots, looked to the brasseyelet-holes,went to
the inmost heart of the plantation for a new walking-stick, and
trimmed it vigorously on his way back; took a new handkerchief
from the bottom of his clothes-box, put on the light waistcoat
patterned all over with sprigs of an elegant flower uniting the
beauties of both rose and lily without the defects of either, and
usedall the hair-oil he possessedupon his usually dry, sandy, and
inextricably curly hair, till he had deepenedit to a splendidly nov-
el colour, between that of guano and Roman cement, making it
stick to his head like maceround a nutmeg, or wet seaweedround
a boulder after the ebb. Nothing disturbed the stillnessof the cot-
tage save the chatter of a knot of sparrows on the eaves;one
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might fancy scandaland rumour to be no lessthe staple topic of
theselittle coteries on roofs than of those under them. It seemed
that the omen was an unpropitious one, for, as the rather unto-
ward commence-ment of OakÕsovertures, just as he arrived by
the garden gate, he saw a cat inside, going into various arched
shapesand fiendish convulsions at the sight of his dog George.
The dog took no notice , for he had arrived at an ageat which all
superfluousbarking was cynically avoided asa wasteof breath Ñ
in fact he never barked evenat the sheepexcept to order, when it
was done with an absolutely neutral countenance, as a sort of
Com- mination-service, which, though offensive, had to be gone
through once now and then to frighten the flock for their own
good.

A voice came from behind some laurel-bushesinto which the
cat had run:

ÒPoordear! Did a nasty brute of a dog want to kill it; Ñ did
he poor dear!ÓÒI beg your pardon.Ósaid Oak to the voice, Òbut
George was walking on behind me with a temper as mild as
milk.Ó

Almost before he had ceasedspeaking,Oak was seizedwith a
misgiving as to whose ear was the recipient of his answer.
Nobody appeared, and he heard the person retreat among the
bushes.

Gabriel meditated, and so deeply that he brought small fur-
rows into his forehead by sheerforce of reverie. Where the issue
of an interview is as likely to be a vast changefor the worse as for
the better, any initial difference from expectation causesnipping
sensationsof failure. Oak went up to the door a little abashed:his
mental rehearsaland the reality had had no common grounds of
opening.

BathshebaÕsaunt was indoors. ÒWill you tell Miss Everdene
that somebody would be glad to speak to her?Ósaid Mr. Oak.
(Calling oneÕsself merely Some-body, without giving a name, is
not to be taken as an example of the ill-breeding of the rural
world: it springs from a refined modesty, of which townspeople,
with their cards and announcements, have no notion whatever.)

Bathsheba was out. The voice had evidently been hers.
ÒWill you comein, Mr. Oak?ÓOh, thank Ôee,said Gabriel, fol-

lowing her to the fireplace. IÕve brought a lamb for Miss
Everdene. I thought she might like one to rear; girls do.
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ÒShemight.Ó said Mrs. Hurst, musingly; Òthough sheÕsonly a
visitor here. If you will wait a minute, Bathsheba will be in.Ó

ÒYes,I will wait.Ó said Gabriel, sitting down. ÒThelamb isnÕt
really the businessI cameabout, Mrs. Hurst. In short, I was going
to ask her if sheÕd like to be married.Ó

ÒAnd were you indeed?Ó
ÒYes.Becauseif shewould, I should be very glad to marry her.

DÕyeknow if sheÕsgot any other young man hanging about her at
all?Ó

ÒLet me think,Ó said Mrs. Hurst, poking the fire superflu-
ouslyÉÒYes Ñ bless you, ever so many young men. You see,
Farmer Oak, sheÕsso good-looking, and an excellent scholar be-
sidesÑ shewas going to be a governessonce,you know, only she
was too wild. Not that her young men ever come here Ñ but,
Lord, in the nature of women, she must have a dozen!Ó

ÒThatÕsunfortunate.Ósaid Farmer Oak, contemplating a crack
in the stone floor with sorrow. ÒIÕmonly an every-day sort of
man, and my only chance was in being the first comerÉ, Well,
thereÕsno usein my waiting, for that was all I cameabout: so IÕll
take myself off home-along, Mrs. Hurst.Ó

When Gabriel had gone about two hundred yards along the
down, he heard a Òhoi-hoi!Óuttered behind him, in a piping note
of more treble quality than that in which the exclamation usually
embodies itself when shouted across a field. He looked round,
and saw a girl racing after him, waving a white handkerchief.

Oak stood still Ñ and the runner drew nearer. It was Bath-
sheba Everdene. GabrielÕscolour deepened: hers was already
deep, not, as it appeared, from emotion, but from running.

ÒFarmerOak Ñ I Ñ Ó she said, pausing for want of breath
pulling up in front of him with a slanted face and putting her
hand to her side.

ÒI have just called to seeyou,Ó said Gabriel, pending her fur-
ther speech.

ÒYes-Iknow that!Ó shesaid panting like a robin, her face red
and moist from her exertions, like a peony petal before the sun
dries off the dew. ÒI didnÕtknow you had come to ask to have
me, or I should havecomein from the gardeninstantly. I ran after
you to say Ñ that my aunt made a mistake in sendingyou away
from courting me Ñ Ñ Ñ Ó

Gabriel expanded.ÒIÕmsorry to havemadeyou run so fast, my
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dear.Óhe said, with a grateful senseof favours to come. ÒWait a
bit till youÕve found your breath.Ó

ÒÑ It was quite a mistake-auntÕstelling you I had a young
man Òalready.Ó-Bathshebawent on. ÒIhavenÕta sweetheartat all
Ñ and I never had one, and I thought that, as times go with wo-
men, it was such a pity to send you away thinking that I had
several.Ó

ÒReallyand truly I am glad to hear that!Ó said Farmer Oak,
smiling one of his long specialsmiles,and blushing with gladness.
He held out his hand to take hers, which, when shehad easedher
sideby pressingit there, was prettily extendedupon her bosom to
still her loud-beating heart. Directly he seizedit sheput it behind
her, so that it slipped through his fingers like an eel.Ó

ÒI have a nice snug little farm.Ó said Gabriel, with half a de-
gree less assurance than when he had seized her hand.

ÒYes; you have.Ó
ÒAman hasadvancedme money to begin with, but still, it will

soon be paid off and though I am only an every-daysort of man, I
havegot on a little sinceI was a boy.ÓGabriel uttered ÔalittleÓ in
a tone to-show her that it was the complacent form of Ôagreat
deal.Óe continued: ÒWhen we be married, I am quite sure I can
work twice as hard as I do now.Ó He went forward and stretched
out his arm again.

Bathshebahad overtaken him at a point besidewhich stood a
low stunted holly bush, now laden with red berries.Seeinghis ad-
vance take the form of an attitude threatening a possible
enclosure,if not compression,of her person, sheedgedoff round
the bush.

ÒWhy, Farmer Oak.Ó she said, over the top, looking at him
with rounded eyes, ÒI never said I was going to marry you.Ó

ÒWell Ñ that is a tale!Ó said Oak, with dismay.ÒTorun after
anybody like this, and then say you donÕt want him!Ó

ÒWhat I meant to tell you was only this.Óshesaid eagerly,and
yet half consciousof the absurdity of the position she had made
for herself Ñ Òthat nobody has got me yet as a sweetheart, in-
steadof my having a dozen, as my aunt said; I hate to be thought
menÕsproperty in that way, though possibly I shall be had some
day. Why, if IÕdwanted you I shouldnÕthave run after you like
this; Ôtwouldhave been the forwardest thing! But there was no
harm in Òhurrying to correct a piece of false news that had been
told you.Ó
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ÒOh, no Ñ no harm at all.Ó But there is such a thing as being
too generousin expressinga judgment impuls- ively, and Oak ad-
ded with a more appreciative senseof all the circumstancesÑ
ÒWell, I am not quite certain it was no harm.Ó

ÒIndeed, I hadnÕt time to think before starting whether I
wanted to marry or not, for youÕd have been gone over the hill.Ó

ÒCome.Ósaid Gabriel, freshening again; Òthink a minute or
two. IÕllwait a while, Miss Everdene.Will you marry me? Do,
Bathsheba. I love you far more than common!Ó

ÒIÕlltry to think.Ó sheobserved,rather more timor- ously; Òif I
can think out of doors; my mind spreads away so.Ó

ÒBut you can give a guess.Ó
ÒThengive me time.ÓBathshebalooked thought- fully into the

distance, away from the direction in which Gabriel stood.
ÒI can make you happy,Ó said he to the back of her head,

across the bush. ÒYou shall have as piano in a year or two Ñ
farmersÕwives are getting to have pianos now Ñ and IÕllpractise
up the flute right well to play with you in the evenings.

ÒYes; I should like that.Ó
ÒAnd have one of those little ten-poundÓ gigs for market Ñ

and nice flowers, and birds Ñ cocks and hens I mean, because
they be useful.Ócontinued Gabriel, feeling balanced between po-
etry and practicality.

ÒI should like it very much.Ó
ÒAnd a frame for cucumbers Ñ like a gentleman and lady.Ó
Yes.
ÒAnd when the wedding was over, weÕdhave it put in the

newspaper list of marriages.Ó ÒDearly I should like that!Ó
ÒAnd the babiesin the births Ñ everyman jack of Ôem!And at

home by the fire, whenever you look up, there I shall be Ñ and
whenever I look up there will be you.Ó

ÒWait wait and donÕtbe improper!Ó Her countenancefell, and
she was silent awhile. He regarded the red berries between them
over and over again, to such an extent, that holly seemedin his
after life to be a cypher signifying a proposal of marriage. Bath-
sheba decisively turned to him. ÒNo;Ó Ôtisno use. she said. ÒI
donÕt want to marry you.Ó

ÒTry.Ó
ÒI have tried hard all the time IÕvebeen thinking; for a mar-

riage would be very nice in one sense.People would talk about
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me, and think I had won my battle, and I should feel triumphant,
and all that, But a husband Ñ Ñ Ñ

ÒWell!Ó
ÒWhy,heÕdalways be there, asyou say;wheneverI looked up,

there heÕd be.Ó
ÒOf coursehe would Ñ I, that is.ÓÒWell,what I meanis that I

shouldnÕtmind being a bride at a wedding, if I could be one
without having a husband. But since a woman canÕtshow off in
that way by herself, I shanÕtmarry Ñ at least yet.ÓÒThatÕsa ter-
rible wooden story.ÓAt this criticism of her statementBathsheba
made an addition to her dignity by a slight sweep away from him.

ÒUpon my heart and soul, I donÕtknow what a maid can say
stupider than that.Ó said Oak. ÒBut dearest.Óhe continued in a
palliative voice, ÒdonÕtbe like it!Ó Oak sigheda deephonest sigh
Ñ none the lessso in that, being like the sigh of a pine plantation,
it was rather noticeable as a disturbance of the atmo- sphere.
ÒWhywonÕtyou haveme?Óhe appealed,creepinground the holly
to reach her side. ÒI cannot.Ó she said, retreating.

ÒButwhy?Óhe persisted,standing still at last in despairof ever
reaching her, and facing over the bush.

ÒBecause I donÕt love you.Ó ÒYes, but Ñ Ñ Ó
She contracted a yawn to an inoffensive smallness,so that it

was hardly ill-mannered at all. ÒI donÕt love you. she said.Ó
ÒBut I love you Ñ and, as for myself, I am content to be

liked.Ó
ÒO Mr. Oak Ñ thatÕsvery fine! YouÕdget to despiseme.Ó

ÒNever.Ósaid Mr Oak, so earnestlythat he seemedto be coming,
by the force of his words, straight through the bush and into her
arms. ÒI shall do one thing in this life Ñ one thing certain Ñ that
is, love you, and long for you, and keep wanting you till I die.Ó
His voice had a genuine pathos now, and his large brown hands
perceptibly trembled.

ÒIt seemsdreadfully wrong not to have you when you feel so
much!Ó she said with a little distress, and looking hopelessly
around for some means of escape from her moral dilemma.
ÒH(ow I wish I hadnÕtrun after you!Ó However she seemedto
have a short cut for getting back to cheerfulness,and set her face
to signify archness.ÒIt wouldnÕtdo, Mr Oak. I want somebodyto
tame me; I am too independent;and you would neverbe able to, I
know.Ó Oak casthis eyesdown the field in a way implying that it
was useless to attempt argument.
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ÒMr. Oak.Ó shesaid, with luminous distinctnessand common
sense,you are better off than I. I havehardly a penny in the world
Ñ I am staying with my aunt for my bare sustenance.I am better
educatedthan you Ñ and I donÕtlove you a bit: thatÕsmy side of
the case.Now yours: you are a farmer just begin- ing; and you
ought in common prudence,if you marry at all (which you should
certainly not think of doing at present) to marry a woman with
money, who would admiration.

ÒThatÕsthe very thing I had beenthinking myself!Óhe naively
said.

Farmer Oak had one-and-a-half Christian character- istics too
many to succeedwith Bathsheba:his humility, and a superfluous
moiety of honesty. Bathshebawas decidedly disconcerted,ÒWell,
then, why did you come and disturb me?Óshe said, almost an-
grily, if not quite, an enlarging red spot rising in each cheek.

ÒI canÕt do what I think would be Ñ would be Ñ ÑÓ
ÒRight?Ó
ÒNo: wise.Ó
ÒYouhavemadean admissionnow, Mr. Oak.Ósheexclaimed,

with even more hauteur, and rocking her head disdainfully.
ÒAfter that, do you think I could marry you? Not if I know it.Ó

He broke in passionately.ÒButdonÕtmistake me like that! Be-
cause I am open enough to own what every man in my shoes
would have thought of, you make your colours come up your
face, and get crabbed with me. That about your not being good
enough for me is nonsense.You speaklike a lady Ñ all the parish
notice it, and your uncle at Weatherbury is, I have heerd, a large
farmer Ñ much larger than ever I shall be. May I call in the even-
ing, or will you walk along with me oÕSundays?I donÕtwant you
to make-up your mind at once, if youÕd rather not.Ó

ÒNo Ñ no Ñ I cannot. DonÕtpressme any more Ñ donÕt.I
donÕt love you Ñ so Ôtwould be ridiculous,Ó he said, with a laugh.

No man likes to see his emotions the sport of a merry-go-
round of skittishness. ÒVery well.Ó said Oak, firmly, with the
bearing of one who was going to give Ôhisdays and nights to Ec-
clesiastes for ever. ÒThen IÕll ask you no more.Ó
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5

DEPARTURE OF
BATHSHEBAÑA PASTORAL

TRAGEDY

THE NEWS which one day reached Gabriel, that Bath- sheba
Everdenehad left the neighbourhood, had an influence upon

him which might have surprised any who never suspectedthat the
more emphatic the renun- ciation the less absolute its character.

It may havebeenobservedthat there is no regula path for getting
out of love asthere is for getting in. Somepeoplelook upon marriage
as a short cut that way, but it has been known to fail. Separation,
which was the meansthat chanceoffered to Gabriel Oak by Bath-
shebaÕsdisappearance though effectual with people of certain
humours is apt to idealisethe removedobject with others Ñ notably
thosewhoseaffection, placid and regular asit may be flows deepand
long. Oak belongedto the even-temperedorder of humanity, and felt
the secretfusion of himself in Bathshebato be burning with a finer
flame now that shewas goneÑ that was all. His incipient friendship
with her aunt-had beennipped by the failure of his suit, and all that
Oak learnt of BathshebaÕsmovements was done indirectly. It ap-
pearedthat shehad gone to a place called Weatherbury, more than
twenty miles off, but in what capacity Ñ whether asa visitor, or per-
manently, he could not discover.

Gabriel had two dogs. George, the elder, exhibited an ebony-
tipped nose, surrounded by a narrow margin of pink flesh, and a
coat marked in random splotchesapproximating in colour to white
and slaty grey; but the grey, after years of sun and rain, had been
scorchedand washedout of the more prominent locks, leaving them
of a reddish-brown, as if the blue component of the grey had faded,
like the indigo from the samekind of colour in TurnerÕspictures. In
substanceit had originally been hair, but long contact with sheep
seemedto be turning it by degreesinto wool of a poor quality and
staple. This dog had originally belonged to a shepherd of inferior
morals and dreadful temper, and the result was that George knew
the exact degreesof condemnation signified by cursing and swearing
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of all descriptions better than the wickedest old man in the neigh-
bourhood. Long experiencehad so precisely taught the animal the
difference betweensuch exclamations as ÒComein!Ó and ÒD Ñ Ñ
ye, come in!Ó that he knew to a hairÕsbreadth the rate of trotting
back from the ewesÕtails that eachcall involved, if a staggererwith
the sheepcrook was to be escaped.Though old, he was clever and
trustworthy still.

The young dog, GeorgeÕsson, might possibly havebeenthe image
of his mother, for there was not much resemblancebetweenhim and
George.He was learn- ing the sheep-keepingbusiness,soasto follow
on at the flock when the other should die, but had got no further
than the rudiments as yet Ñ still finding an insuperabledifficulty in
distinguishing between doing a thing well enough and doing it too
well. Soearnestand yet sowrong-headedwas this young dog (hehad
no, name in particular, and answeredwith perfect readinessto any
pleasant interjection), that if sent behind the flock to help them on,
he did it so thoroughly that he would have chasedthem acrossthe
whole county with the greatestpleasureif not called off or reminded
when to step by the example of old George.

Thus much for the dogs. On the further side of Norcombe Hill
was a chalk-pit, from which chalk had beendrawn for generations,
and spread over adjacent farms. Two hedgesconvergedupon it in
the form of a V, but without quite meeting.The narrow opening left,
which was immediately over the brow of the pit, was protected by a
rough railing.

One night, when Farmer Oak had returned to, his house,believ-
ing there would be no further necessityfor his attendance on the
down, he called asusual to the dogs,previously to shutting them up
in the outhouse till next morning. Only one respondedÑ old Ge-
orge; the other-could not be found, either in the house, lane, or
garden. - Gabriel then rememberedthat he had left the two dogson
the hill eating a dead lamb (a kind of meat he usually kept from
them, exceptwhen other food-ran finished his meal, he went indoors
to the luxury of a bed, which latterly he had only enjoyed on
Sundays.

It was a still, moist night. Just before dawn he was assistedin
waking by the abnormal reverberation of familiar music. To the
shepherd,the note of the sheepÕchronic sound that only makesitself
noticed by ceasingeverdistant, that all is well in the fold. In the sol-
emn This exceptional ringing may be causedin two ways Ñ by the
rapid feedingof the sheepbearing the bell, aswhen the flock breaks
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into new pasture, which gives it an intermittent rapidity, or by the
sheepstarting off in a run, when the sound hasa regular palpitation.
The experiencedear of Oak knew the sound he now heard to be
caused by the running of the flock with great velocity.

He jumped out of bed, dressed,tore down the lane through a
foggy dawn, and ascendedthe hill. The forward ewes were kept
apart from thoseamong which the fall of lambs would be later, there
being two hundred of the latter classin GabrielÕsflock. Thesetwo
hundred seemedto have absolutely vanished from the hill. There
were the fifty with their lambs, enclosedat the other end as he had
left them, but the rest, forming the bulk of the flock, were nowhere.
Gabriel called at the top of his voice the shepherdÕs call.

ÒOvey, ovey, ovey!Ó
Not a single bleat. He went to the hedge Ñ a gap had been

broken through it, and in the gap were the footprints of the sheep.
Rather surprised to find them break fenceat this season,yet putting
it down instantly to their great fondness for ivy in winter-time, of
which a great deal grew in the plantation, he followed through the
hedge.They were not in the plantation. He called again: the valleys
and farthest hills resounded as when the sailors invoked the lost
Hylas on the Mysian shore; but no sheep.He passedthrough the
treesand along the ridge of the hill. On the extreme summit, where
the endsof the two converginghedgesof which we havespokenwere
stopped short by meeting the brow of the chalk-pit, he saw the
younger dog standing against the sky Ñ dark and motionlessasNa-
poleon at St. Helena.

A horrible conviction darted through Oak. With a sensationof
bodily faintness he advanced: at one point the rails were broken
through, and there he saw the footprints of his ewes.The dog came
up, licked his hand, and madesignsimplying that he expectedsome
great reward for signal servicesrendered.Oak looked over the pre-
cipice. The ewes lay dead and dying at its foot Ñ a heap of two
hundred mangled carcasses,representingin their condition just now
at least two hundred more.

Oak was an intensely humane man: indeed, his humanity often
tore in pieces any politic intentions of his which bordered on
strategy, and carried him on as by gravitation. A shadow in his life
had always beenthat his flock endedin mutton Ñ that a day came
and found every shepherdan arrant traitor to his defenselesssheep.
His first feeling now was one of pity for the untimely fate of these
gentle ewes and their unborn lambs.
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It was a secondto remember another phaseof the matter. The
sheepwere not insured. All the savingsof a frugal life had beendis-
persedat a blow; his hopesof being an independentfarmer were laid
low Ñ possibly for ever. GabrielÕsenergies,patience, and industry
had beenso severelytaxed during the yearsof his life betweeneight-
eenand eight-and-twenty, to reachhis presentstageof progressthat
no more seemed to be left in him. He hands.

Stupors,however, do not last for ever,and Farmer Oak recovered
from his. It was as remarkable as it was characteristic that the one
sentence he uttered was in thankfulness: Ñ

ÒThankGod I am not married: what would shehavedone in the
poverty now coming upon me!ÓOak raisedhis head,and wondering
what hecould do listlesslysurveyedthe scene.By the outer margin of
the Pit was an oval pond, and over it hung the attenuatedskeletonof
a chrome-yellow moon which had only a few days to last Ñ the
morning star dogging her on the left hand. The pool glittered like a
deadmanÕseye,and as the world awoke a breezeblew, shaking and
elongating the reflection of the moon without breaking it, and turn-
ing the image of the star to a phosphoric streak upon the water. All
this Oak saw and remembered.

As far ascould be learnt it appearedthat the poor young dog, still
under the impression that sincehe was kept for running after sheep,
the more he ran after them the better, had at the end of his meal off
the dead lamb, which may have given him additional energy and
spirits, collectedall the ewesinto a corner, driven the timid creatures
through the hedge,acrossthe upper field, and by main force of wor-
rying had given them momentum enoughto break down a portion of
the rotten railing, and so hurled them over the edge.GeorgeÕsson
had done his work so thoroughly that he was consideredtoo good a
workman to live, and was, in fact, taken and tragically shot at twelve
oÕclockthat same day Ñ another instance of the untoward fate
which sooften attendsdogsand other philosopherswho follow out a
train of reasoningto its logical conclusion,and attempt perfectly con-
sistent conduct in a world made up so largely of compromise.

GabrielÕsfarm had beenstockedby a dealerÑ on the strength of
OakÕspromising look and characterÑ who was receivinga percent-
agefrom the farmer till such time as the advanceshould be cleared
off Oak found- that the value of stock, plant, and implementswhich
were really his own would be about sufficient to pay his debts, leav-
ing himself a free man with the clothes he stood up in, and nothing
more.
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6

THE FAIRÑTHE
JOURNEYÑTHE FIRE

TWO MONTHS passedaway. We are brought on to a day in
February, on which was held the yearly statute or hiring fair

in the county-town of Casterbridge.At one end of the streetstood
from two to three hundred blithe and hearty labourers waiting
upon Chance Ñ all men of the stamp to whom labour suggests
nothing worse than a wrestle with gravitation, and pleasurenoth-
ing better than a renunciation of the same among these, carters
and waggonerswere distinguished by having a pieceof whip-cord
twisted round their hats; thatchers wore a fragment of woven
straw; shepherdsheld their sheep-crooksin their hands; and thus
the situation required was known to the hirers at a glance.

In the crowd was an athletic young fellow of some- what su-
perior appearance to the rest Ñ in fact, his superiority was
marked enough to lead several ruddy peasants standing by to
speakto him inquiringly, as to a farmer, and to use`SirÓas a fin-
ishing word. His answer always was,

ÒI am looking for a place myself Ñ a bailiffÕs.Do Ye know of
anybody who wants one?ÓGabriel was paler now. His eyeswere
more medi- tative, and his expression was more sad. He had
passedthrough an ordeal of wretchednesswhich had given him
more than it had taken away. He had sunk from his modesteleva-
tion as pastoral king into the very slime-pits of Siddim; but there
was left to him a digni- fied calm he had neverbefore known, and
that indiffer- enceto fate which, though it often makesa villain of
a man, is the basisof his sublimity when it doesnot. And thus the
abasement had been exaltation, and the loss gain.

In the morning a regiment of cavalry had left the town, and a
sergeantand his party had been beating up for recruits through
the four streets.As the end of the day drew on, and he found him-
self not hired, Gabriel almost wished that he had joined them, and
gone off to servehis country. Weary of standing in the market-
place,and not much minding the kind of work he turned his hand
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to, he decidedto offer himself in someother capacity than that of
bailiff.

All the farmers seemedto be wanting shepherds.Sheep-tending
was GabrielÕsspeciality. Turning down an obscurestreet and en-
tering an obscurer lane, he went up to a smithÕs shop.

ÒHow long would it take you to make a shepherdÕs crook?Ó
ÒTwenty minutes.Ó
ÒHow much?Ó
ÒTwo shillings.Ó
He sat on a benchand the crook was made,a stembeing given

him into the bargain.
He then went to a ready-made clothes shop, the owner of

which had a large rural connection. As the crook had absorbed
most of GabrielÕsmoney, he attempted, and carried out, an ex-
change of his overcoat for a shepherdÕs regulation smock-frock.

This transaction having been completed, he again hurried off
to the centre of the town, and stood on the kerb of the pavement,
as a shepherd,crook in hand. Now that Oak had turned himself
into a shepherd, it seemedthat bailifs were most in demand.
However, two or three farmers noticed him and drew near. Dia-
logues followed, more or lessin the subjoined for: Ñ

ÒWhere do you come from?Ó
ÒNorcombe.Ó
ThatÕs a long way.
ÒFifteen miles.Ó
ÒWhoÕs farm were you upon last?Ó ÒMy own.Ó
This reply invariably operated like a rumour of cholera. The

inquiring farmer would edgeaway and shakehis head dubiously.
Gabriel, like his dog, was too good to be trustworthy,. and he
never made advance beyond this point.

It is safer to acceptany chancethat offers itself, and extempor-
ize a procedure to fit it, than to get a good shepherd,but had laid
himself out for anything in the whole cycle of labour that was re-
quired in the fair. It grew dusk. Somemerry men were whistling
and singing by the corn-exchange.GabrielÕshand, which had lain
for some time idle in his smock-frock pocket, touched his flute
which he carried there. Here was an opportunity for putting his
dearly bought wisdom into practice.

He drew out his flute and beganto play ÒJockeyto the FairÓin
the style of a man who had never known momentÕssorrow. Oak
could pipe with Arcadian sweetnessand the sound of the well-
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known notes cheeredhis own heart as well as those of the loun-
gers.He played on with spirit, and in half an hour had earned in
pence what was a small fortune to a destitute man.

By making inquiries he learnt that there was another fair at
Shottsford the next day.

ÒHow far is Shottsford?Ó
ÒTen miles tÕother side of Weatherbury.Ó
Weatherbury! It was where Bathshebahad gone two months

before. This information was like coming from night into noon.
ÒHow far is it to Weatherbury?Ó ÒFive or six miles.Ó
Bathsheba had probably left Weatherbury long before this

time, but the placehad enough interest attaching to it to lead Oak
to chooseShottsford fair ashis next field of inquiry, becauseit lay
in the Weatherbury quarter. Moreover, the Weatherbury folk
were by no meansuninteresting intrinsically. If report spoke truly
they were as hardy, merry, thriving, wicked a set as any in the
whole county. Oak resolved to sleepat Weatherbury Ñ that Ñ
night on his way to Shottsford, and struck out at once Ñ into the
Ñ high road which had beenrecommendedas the direct route to
the village in question.

The road stretched through water-meadows traversed by little
brooks, whose quivering surfaces were braided along their
centres, and folded into creasesat the sides; or, where the flow
was more rapid, the stream was pied with spots of white froth,
which rode on in undisturbed serenity. On the higher levels the
dead and dry carcassesof leaves tapped the ground as they
bowled along helter- skelter upon the shouldersof the wind, and
little birds in the hedgeswere rustling their feathers and tucking
themselvesin comfortably for the night, retaining their places if
Oak kept moving, but flying away if he stopped to look at them.
He passedby Yalbury-Wood where the game-birdswere rising to
their roosts, and heard the crack-voiced cock-pheasantsÒcu-uck,
cuck,Ó and the wheezy whistle of the hens.

By the time he had walked three or four miles every shapein
the-landscapehad assumeda uniform hue of blackness.He des-
cended Yalbury Hill and could just discern ahead of him a
waggon, drawn up under a great over-hanging tree by the
roadside.

On coming close,he found there were no horsesattached to it,
the spot being apparently quite deserted.The waggon, from its
position, seemedto have been left there for the night, for beyond
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about half a truss of hay which was heapedin the bottom, it was
quite empty. Gabriel sat down on the shafts of the vehicle and
con- sideredhis position. He calculated that he had walked a very
fair proportion of the journey; and having beenon foot sinceday-
break, he felt tempted to lie down upon the hay in the waggon
instead of pushing on to the village of Weatherbury, and having
to pay for a lodging. Eating his las slicesof bread and ham, and
drinking from the bottle of cider he had taken the precaution to
bring with him, he got into the lonely waggon. Here he spread
half of the hay as a bed, and, as well as he could in the darkness,
pulled the other half over him by way of bed-clothes, covering
himself entirely, and feeling, physically, as comfortable as ever he
had been in his life. Inward melancholy it was impossible for a
man like Oak, introspective far beyond his neighbours, to banish
quite, whilst conning the present. untoward page of his history.
So, thinking of his misfortunes, amorous and pastoral he fell
asleep,shepherdsenjoying, in common with sailors, the privilege
of being able to summon the god instead of having to wait for
him.

On somewhat suddenly awaking after a sleepof whose length
he had no idea, Oak found that the waggon was in motion. He
was being carried along the road at a rate rather considerablefor
a vehiclewithout springs,and under circumstancesof physical un-
easiness,his head being dandled up and down on the bed of the
waggon like a kettledrum-stick. He then dis- tinguished voices in
conversation, coming from the forpart of the waggon. His con-
cern at this dilemma (which would have beenalarm, had he been
a thriving man; but Ñ misfortune is a fine opiate to personal ter-
ror) led him to peercautiously from the hay, and the first sight he
beheld was the stars above him. CharlesÕsWain was getting to-
wards a right anglewith the Polestar, and Gabriel concluded that
it must be about nine oÕclockÑ in other words, that he had slept
two hours.

This small astronomical calculation was made without any
positive effort, and whilst he was stealthily turning to discover, if
possible, into whose hands he had fallen. Two figures were dimly
visible in front, sitting with their legsoutside the waggon, one of
whom was driving. Gabriel soon found that this was the waggon-
er, and it appeared they had come from Casterbridge fair, like
himself.

A conversation was in progress, which continued thus: Ñ
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ÒBeasÔtwill,sheÕsa fine handsomebody as farÕslooks be con-
cerned. But thatÕsonly the skin of the woman, and thesedandy
cattle be as-proud as a lucifer in their insides.Ó

ÒAy Ñ so Ôado seem,Billy Smallbury Ñ so Ôado seem.ÓThis
utterancewas very shaky by nature, and more so by circumstance,
the jolting of the waggon not being- without its effect upon the
speakerÕs larynx. It came from the man who held the reins.

ÒSheÕs a very vain feymell Ñ so Ôtis said here and there.Ó
ÒAh, now. If so be Ôtislike that, I canÕtlook her in the face.

Lord, no: not I Ñ heh-heh-heh! Such a shy man as I be!Ó
ÒYesÑ sheÕsvery vain. ÔTissaid that every night at going to

bed she looks in the glass to put on her night- cap properly.Ó
ÒAnd not a married woman. Oh, the world!Ó
ÒAnd Ôacan play the peanner, so Ôtissaid. Can play so clever

that Ôacan make a psalm tune sound as well as the merriest loose
song a man can wish for.Ó ÒDÕyetell oÕt!A happy time for us,
and I feel quite a new man! And how do she play?Ó

ÒThat I donÕt know, Master Poorgrass.Ó
On hearing these and other similar remarks, a wild thought

flashed into GabrielÕsmind that they might be speaking of Bath-
sheba. There were, however, no ground for retaining such a
supposition, for the waggon, though going in the direction of
Weatherbury, might be going beyond it, and the woman alluded
to seemedto be the mistressof some estate.They were now ap-
parently close upon Weatherbury and not to alarm the speakers
unnecessarily, Gabriel slipped out of the waggon unseen. He
turned to an opening in the hedge,which he found to be a gate,
and mounting thereon, he sat meditating whether to seeka cheap
lodging in the village, or to ensurea cheaperone by lying under
somehay or corn-stack. The crunching jangle of the waggon died
upon his ear. He was about to walk on, when he noticed on his
left hand an unusual light Ñ appearing about half a mile distant.
Oak watched it, and the glow increased. Something was on fire.

Gabriel again mounted the gate,and, leaping down on the oth-
er side upon what he found to be ploughed soil, made acrossthe
field in the exact direction of the fire. The blaze, enlarging in a
double ratio by his approach and its own increase,showedhim as
he drew nearer the outlines of ricks besideit, lighted up to great
distinctness.A rick-yard was the sourceof the fire. His weary face
now began to be painted over with a rich orange glow, and the
whole front of his smock- frock and gaiters was covered with a
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dancing shadow pattern of thorn-twigs Ñ the light reaching him
through a leaflessintervening hedgeÑ and the metallic curve of
his sheep-crookshonesilver-bright in the sameabound- ing rays.
He cameup to the boundary fence,and stood to regain breath. It
seemed as if the spot was unoccupied by a living soul.

The fire was issuing from a long straw-stack, which was so far
gone as to preclude a possibility of saving it. A rick burns differ-
ently from a house. As the wind blows the fire inwards, the
portion in flames completely disappears like melting sugar, and
the outline is lost to the eye.However, a hay or a wheat-rick, well
put together, will resist combustion for a length of time, if it be-
gins on the outside.

This before GabrielÕseyeswas a- rick of straw, loosely put to-
gether, and the flames darted into it with lightning swiftness. It
glowed on the windward side, rising and falling in intensity, like
the coal of a cigar. Then a superincumbent bundle rolled down,
with a whisking noise; flames elongated, and bent themselves
about with a quiet roar, but no crackle. Banks of smoke went off
horizontally at the back like passing clouds, and behind these
burned hidden pyres, illuminating the semi-transparent sheet of
smoke to a lustrous yellow uniformity. Individual straws in the
foreground were consumed in a creeping movement of ruddy
heat, as if they were knots of red worms, and above shone ima-
ginary fiery faces, tongues hanging from lips, glaring eyes, and
other impish forms, from which at intervals sparks flew in clusters
like birds from a nest, Oak suddenly ceasedfrom being a mere
spectator by discovering the caseto be more serious than he had
at first imagined. A scroll of smoke blew aside and revealed to
him a wheat-rick in startling juxtaposition with the decayingone,
and behind this a seriesof others, composing the main corn pro-
duceof the farm; so that insteadof the straw-stack standing, ashe
had imagined comparatively isolated, there was a regular connec-
tion between it and the remaining stacks of the group.

Gabriel leapt over the hedge,and saw that he was not alone.
The first man he cameto was running about in a great hurry, as if
his thoughts were several yards in advance of his body, which
they could never drag on fast enough.

ÒO, man Ñ fire, fire! A good master and a. bad servant is fire,
fire! Ñ I mane a bad servant and a good master O, Mark Clark
Ñ come! And you, Billy Smallbury Ñ and you, Maryann Money
Ñ and you, Jan Coggan, and Matthew there!ÓOther figures now
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appeared behind this shouting man and among the smoke, and
Gabriel found that, far from being alone he was in a great com-
pany Ñ whose shadows danced merrily up and down, timed by
the jigging of the flames, and not at all by their ownersÕmove-
ments.The assemblageÑ belonging to that classof societywhich
castsits thoughts into the form of feeling, and its feelingsinto the
form of commotion Ñ set to work with a remarkable confusion
of purpose.

ÒStop the draught under the wheat-rick!Ó cried Gabriel to
those nearest to him. The corn stood on stone staddles, and
between these, tongues of yellow hue from the burning straw
licked and darted playfully. If the fire once got under this stack,
all would be lost.

ÒGet a tarpaulin Ñ quick!Ó said Gabriel. A rick-cloth was
brought, and they hung it like a curtain acrossthe channel. The
flames immediately ceasedto go under the bottom of the corn-
stack, and stood up vertical.

ÒStandhere with a bucket of water and keep the cloth wet.Ó
said Gabriel again.

The flames,now driven upwards, beganto attack the anglesof
the huge roof covering the wheat-stack.

ÒA ladder.Ó cried Gabriel.
ÒThe ladder was against the straw-rick and is burnt to a

cinder.Ósaid a spectre-likeform in the smoke. Oak seizedthe cut
endsof the sheaves,as if he were going to engagein the operation
of Òreed-drawing,Óand digging in his feet, and occasionally stick-
ing in the stem of his sheep-crook,he clambered up the beetling
face. He at once sat astride the very apex, and began with his
crook to beat off the fiery fragments which had lodged thereon,
shouting to the others to get him a bough and a ladder, and some
water.

Billy Smallbury Ñ one of the men who had been on the wag-
gon Ñ by this time had found a ladder, which Mark Clark
ascended,holding on besideOak upon the thatch. The smoke at
this corner was stifling, and Clark, a nimble fellow, having been
handed a bucket of water, bathed OakÕsface and sprinkled him
generally, whilst Gabriel, now with a long beech-bough in one
hand, in addition to his crook in the other, kept sweeping the
stack and dislodging all fiery particles. On the ground the groups
of villagers were still occupied in doing all they could to keep
down the conflagration, which was not much. They were all
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tinged orange, and backed up by shadows of varying pattern.
Round the corner of the largest stack, out of the direct rays of the
fire, stood a pony, bearing a young woman on its back. By her
side was another woman, on foot. Thesetwo seemedto keep at a
distance from the fire, that the horse might not become restive.

ÒHeÕsa shepherd.Ósaid the woman on foot. ÒYesÑ he is. See
how his crook shinesas he beatsthe rick with it. And his smock-
frock is burnt in two holes, I declare! A fine young shepherdhe is
too, maÕam.ÓÒWhoseshepherd is he?Ósaid the equestrian in a
clear voice.

ÒDonÕtknow, maÕam.ÓÒDonÕtany of the others know?Ó
ÒNobody at all Ñ IÕve asked Ôem. Quite a stranger, they say.Ó

The young woman on the pony rode out from the shadeand
looked anxiously around.

ÒDo you think the barn is safe?Ó she said.
ÒDÕyethink the barn is safe,JanCoggan?Ósaid the secondwo-

man, passing on the question to the nearest man in that direction.
ÒSafe-now Ñ leastwise I think so. If this rick had gone the

barn would have followed. ÔTis-that bold shepherdup there that
havedone the most good Ñ he sitting on the top oÕrick, whizzing
his great long-arms about like a windmill.Ó

ÒHe does work hard.Ó said the young woman on horseback,
looking up at Gabriel through her thick woollen veil. ÒI wish he
was shepherd here. DonÕt any of you know his name.Ó

ÒNever heard the manÕsname in my life, or seed his form
afore.Ó

The fire began to get worsted, and GabrielÕselevatedposition
being no longer required of him, he made as if to descend.

ÒMaryann.Ó said the girl on horseback, Ògo to him as he
comesdown, and say that the farmer wishesto thank him for the
great servicehe has done.ÓMaryann stalked off towards the rick
and met Oak at the foot of the ladder. She delivered her message.

ÒWhere is your master the farmer?Óasked Gabriel, kindling
with the idea of getting employment that seemedto strike him
now.

ÒTisnÕta master; Ôtis a mistress, shepherd.Ó ÒA woman
farmer?Ó

ÒAy,ÔabÕlieve,and a rich one too!Ó said a by- stander.ÒLately
Ôacamehere from a distance.Took on her uncleÕsfarm, who died
suddenly. Used to measurehis money in half-pint cups. They say
now that sheÕvebusiness in every bank in Casterbridge, and
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thinks no more of playing pitch-and-toss sovereignthan you and
I, do pitch-halfpenny Ñ not a bit in the world, shepherd.Ó

ÒThatÕsshe,back there upon the pony.Ósaid Mary- ann. ÒwiÕ
her face a-covered up in that black cloth with holes in it.Ó

Oak, his features smudged, grimy, and undiscoverable from
the smoke and heat, his smock-frock burnt-into holes and drip-
ping with water, the ash stem of his sheep- crook charred six
inches shorter, advansed with the humility stern adversity had
thrust upon him up to the slight female form in the saddle.He lif-
ted his hat with respect,and not without gallantry: stepping close
to her hanging feet he said in a hesitating voice, Ñ ÒDo you hap-
pen to want a shepherd, maÕam?ÓShe lifted the wool veil tied
round her face,and looked all astonishment.Gabriel and his cold-
hearteddarling, BathshebaEverdene,were face to face.Bathsheba
did not speak, and he mechanically repeated in an abashedand
sad voice, Ñ

ÒDo you want a shepherd, maÕam?Ó

FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD

40



7

RECOGNITIONÑA TIMID GIRL

BATHSHEBA withdrew into the shade.Shescarcelyknew wheth-
er most to be amusedat the singularity of the meeting, or to be

concernedat its awkwardness.There was room for a little pity, also
for a very little exultation: the former at his position, the latter at her
own. Embarrassedshewas not, and sheÓrememberedGabrielÕsde-
claration of love to her at Norcombe only to think she had nearly
forgotten it.

ÒYes,Óshe murmured, putting on an air of dignity, and turning
again to him with a little warmth of cheek;ÒI do want a shepherd.
But Ñ ÑÓ

ÒHeÕs the very man, maÕam.Ó said one of the villagers, quietly.
Conviction breeds conviction. ÒAy, that Ôais.Ó said a second,

decisively.
ÒTheman, truly!Ó said a third, with heartiness.ÒHeÕsall there!Ó

said number four, fervidly. Then will you tell him to speak to the
bailiff, said Bathsheba.

All was practical again now. A summereveand lonelinesswould
have been necessaryto give the meeting its proper fulness of ro-
mance. the palpitation within his breast at discovering that this
Ashtoreth of strange report was only a modification of Venus the
well-known and admired, retired with him to talk over the necessary
preliminaries of hiring.

The fire before them wastedaway. ÒMen.Ósaid Bathsheba,Òyou
shall take a little refreshmentafter this extra work. Will you cometo
the house?Ó

ÒWecould knock in a bit and a drop a good deal freer, Miss, if so
be yeÕd send it to WarrenÕs Malthouse,Ó replied the spokesman.

Bathshebathen rode off into the darkness,and the men straggled
on to the village in twos and threesÑ Oak and the bailiff being left
by the rick alone.

ÒAnd now.Ó said the bailiff, finally, Òall is settled, I think, about
your coming, and I am going home-along. Good-night to ye,
shepherd.Ó
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ÒCan you get me a lodging?Ó inquired Gabriel.
ÒThat I canÕt,indeed,Óhe said, moving past Oak as a Christian

edgespast an offertory-plate when he doesnot mean to contribute.
ÒIf you follow on the road till you come to WarrenÕsMalthouse,
where they are all goneto havetheir snapof victuals, I daresaysome
of Ôemwill tell you of a place. Good-night to ye, shepherd.ÓThe
bailiff who showed this nervous dread of loving his neighbour as
himself, went up the hill, and Oak walked on to the village, still as-
tonished at the ren- counter with Bathsheba,glad of his nearnessto
her, and perplexedat the rapidity with which the unpractisedgirl of
Norcombe had developedinto the supervisingand cool woman here.
But somewomen only require an emerg-ency to make them fit for
one.

Obliged, to some extent, to forgo dreaming in order to find the
way, he reachedthe churchyard, and passedround it under the wall
where several ancient trees grew.

There was a wide margin of grassalong here,and GabrielÕsfoot-
stepswere deadenedby its softness,evenat this indurating period of
the year. When abreastof a trunk which appearedto be the oldest of
the old, he became aware that a figure was standing behind it.

Gabriel did not pausein his walk, and in another moment heacci-
dentally kicked a loose stone. The noise was enough to disturb the
motionless stranger, who started and assumed a careless position.

It was a slim girl, rather thinly clad.
ÒGood-night to you.Ó said Gabriel, heartily.
ÒGood-night.Ó said the girl to Gabriel.
The voice was unexpectedlyattractive; it was Òthelow and dulcet

note suggestive of romance,Ó common in descriptions, rare in
experience.

ÒIÕllthank you to tell me if IÕmin the way for WarrenÕsMalt-
house?Ó Gabriel resumed, primarily to gain the information,
indirectly to getmore of the music.ÒQuiteright. ItÕsat the bottom of
the hill. And do you know Ñ ÑÓ The girl hesitatedand then went
on again. ÒDo you know how late they keep open the BuckÕsHead
Inn?ÓSheseemedto be won by GabrielÕsheartiness,as Gabriel had
been won by her modulations.

ÒIdonÕtknow where the BuckÕsHead is, or anything about it. Do
you think of going there to-night?ÓÒYesÑ ÑÓ The woman again
paused.There was no necessityfor any continuance of speech,and
the fact that she did add more seemedto proceed from an uncon-
scious desire to show unconcern by making a remark, which is

FAR FROM THE MADDING CROWD

42



noticeablein the ingenuouswhen they areacting by stealth.ÒYouare
not a Weatherbury man?Ó she said, timorously.

ÒIam not. I am the new shepherdÑ just arrived.ÓÒOnly a shep-
herd Ñ and you seem almost a farmer by your ways.Ó

ÒOnly a shepherd.ÓGabriel repeated,in a dull cadenceof finality.
His thoughts were directed to the past, his eyesto the feet of the girl;
and for the first time he saw lying there a bundle of somesort. She
may have perceivedthe direction of his face, for shesaid coaxingly,
Ñ

ÒYouwonÕtsayanything in the parish about having seenmehere,
will you Ñ at least,not for a day or two?ÓÒIwonÕtif you wish me
not to.Ó said Oak. ÒThank you, indeed.Óthe other replied.ÒI am
rather poor, and I donÕtwant people to know anything about me.Ó
Then she was silent and shivered.

ÒYou ought to have a cloak on such a cold night,Ó Gabriel ob-
served.ÒIwould adviseÔeeto get indoors.ÓÒOno! Would you mind
going on and leaving me?I thank you much for what you have told
me.ÓÒI will go on.Óhe said; adding hesitatingly, Ñ ÒSinceyou are
not very well off, perhapsyou would acceptthis trifle from me. It is
only a shilling, but it is all I have to spare.Ó

ÒYes,I will take it.Ósaid the stranger,gratefully. Sheextendedher
hand; Gabriel his. In feeling for eachotherÕspalm in the gloom be-
fore the money could be passed,a minute incident occurred which
told much. GabrielÕsfingers alighted on the young womanÕswrist. It
was beating with a throb of tragic intensity. He had frequently felt
the samequick, hard beat in the femoral artery of Ñ his lambs when
overdriven. It suggesteda consumption too great of a vitality which,
to judge from her figure and stature, was already too little.

ÒWhat is the matter?Ó
ÒNothing.Ó
ÒBut there is?Ó
ÒNo, no, no! Let your having seen me be a secret!Ó
ÒVery well; I will. Good-night, again.Ó
ÒGood-night.Ó
The young girl remainedmotionlessby the tree, and Gabriel des-

cendedinto the village of Weatherbury, or Lower Longpuddle as it
was sometimescalled. He fancied that he had felt himself in the pen-
umbra of a very deepsadnesswhen touching that slight and fragile
creature. But wisdom lies in moderating mere impres- sions, and
Gabriel endeavoured to think little of this.
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8

THE MALTHOUSEÑTHE
CHATÑNEWS

WARRENÕSMalthouse was enclosed by an old wall in-
wrapped with ivy, and though not much of the exterior

was visible at this hour, the character and purposesof the build-
ing were clearly enough shown by its outline upon the sky. From
the walls an overhangingthatched roof slopedup to a point in the
centre, upon which rose a small wooden lantern, fitted with
louvre-boards on all the four sides, and from these openings a
mist was dimly perceivedto be escapinginto the night air. There
was no window in front; but a squarehole in the door was glazed
with a single pane, through which red, comfortable rays now
stretchedout upon the ivied wall in front. Voiceswere to be heard
inside.

OakÕshand skimmed the surface of the door with fingers ex-
tended to an Elymas-the-Somererpattern, till he found a leathern
strap, which he pulled. This lifted a wooden latch, and the door
swung open.

The room inside was lighted only by the, ruddy glow from the
kiln mouth, which shoneover ,the floor with the streaming, hori-
zontality of the setting sun, and threw upwards the shadowsof all
facial irregularities in those assembled around. The stone-flag
floor was worn into a path from the doorway to the kiln, and into
undula- tions everywhere. A curved settle of unplaned oak
stretchedalong one side, and in a remote corner was a small bed
and bedstead,the owner and frequent occupier of which was the
maltster.

This aged man was now sitting opposite the fire, his frosty
white hair and beard overgrowing his gnarled figure like the grey
mossand lichen upon a leaflessapple-tree.He wore breechesand
the laced-up shoescalled ankle-jacks; he kept his eyesfixed upon
the fire.

GabrielÕsnose was greeted by an atmosphere laden with the
sweetsmell of new malt. The conversation (which seemedto have
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been concerning the origin of the fire) immediately ceased,and
every one ocularly criticised him to the degreeexpressedby con-
tracting the flesh of their foreheads and looking at him with
narrowed eye- lids, as if he had been a light too strong for their
sight. Several exclaimed meditatively, after this operation had
been completed: Ñ

ÒOh, Ôtisthe new shepherd,ÔabÕlieve.ÓÒWethought we heard
a hand pawing about the door for the bobbin, but werenÕtsure
Ôtwerenot a dead leaf blowed across.Ósaid another. ÒComein,
shepherd;sure ye be welcome, though we donÕtknow yer name.Ó
ÒGabriel Oak, thatÕs my name, neighbours.Ó

The ancient maltster sitting in the midst turned up this Ñ his
turning being as the turning of a rusty crane.

ÒThatÕsnever Gable OakÕsgrandson over at Nor- combe Ñ
never!Ó he said, as a formula expressive of surprise, which
nobody was supposed to take literallyÕ.

ÒMy father and my grandfather were old men of the name of
Gabriel.Ó said the shepherd, placidly.

ÒThought I knowed the manÕsface as I seedhim on the rick!
Ñ thought I did! And where be ye trading oÕt to now, shepherd?Ó

ÒIÕm thinking of biding here.Ó said Mr. Oak.
ÒKnowed yer grandfather for years and years!Ócontinued the

maltster, the words coming forth of their own accord as if the
momentum previously imparted had been sufficient.

ÒAh Ñ and did you!Ó
ÒKnowed yer grandmother.Ó
ÒAnd her too!Ó
ÒLikewiseknowed yer father when he was a child. Why, my

boy Jacobthere and your father were sworn brothers Ñ that they
were sureÑ werenÕtye, Jacob?ÓÒAy,sure.Ósaid his son, a young
man about sixty- five, with a semi-bald head and one tooth in the
left centre of his upper jaw, which made much of itself by stand-
ing prominent, like a milestone in a bank. ÒBut ÔtwasJoe had
most to do with him. However, my son William must have
knowed the very man afore us Ñ didnÕtye, Billy, afore ye left
Norcombe?Ó

ÒNo, ÔtwasAndrew.Ósaid JacobÕsson Billy, a child of forty, or
thereabouts,who manifestedthe peculiarity of possessinga cheer-
ful soul in a gloomy body, and whose whiskers were assuminga
chinchilla shade here and there.
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ÒI can mind Andrew.Ó said Oak, Òasbeing a man in the place
when I was quite a child.Ó

ÒAyÑ the other day I and my youngestdaughter, Liddy, were
over at my grandsonÕschristening.Ó continued Billy. ÒWe were
talking about this very family, and Ôtwasonly last Purification
Day in this very world, when the use-moneyis gied away to the
second-bestpoor folk, you know, shepherd,and I can mind the
day becausethey all had to traypse up to the vestry Ñ yes, this
very manÕs family.Ó

ÒCome,shepherd,and drink. ÔTisgapeand swaller with us Ñ
a drap of sommit, but not of much account.Ósaid the maltster, re-
moving from the fire his eyes, which were vermilion-red and
bleared by gazing into it for so many years. ÒTakeup the God-
forgive- me, Jacob. See if Ôtis warm, Jacob.Ó

Jacob stooped to the God-forgive-me, which was a two-
handled tall mug standing in the ashes,cracked and charred with
heat: it was rather furred with ex- traneous matter about the out-
side,especiallyin the crevicesof the handles,the innermost curves
of which may not have seendaylight for severalyears by reason
of this encrustation thereon Ñ formed of ashesaccident-ally wet-
ted with cider and baked hard; but to the mind of any sensible
drinker the cup was no worse for that, being incontestably clean
on the inside and about the rim. It may be observedthat such a
classof mug is called a God-forgive-me in Weatherbury and its vi-
cinity for uncertain reasons;probably becauseits size makes any
given toper feel ashamedof himself when he seesits bottom in
drinking it empty.

Jacob, on receiving the order to see if the liquor was warm
enough, placidly dipped his forefinger into it by way of thermo-
meter, and having pronounced it nearly of the proper degree,
raised the cup and very civilly attempted to dust someof the ashes
from the bottom with the skirt of his smock-frock, becauseShep-
herd Oak was a stranger.

ÒA clane cup for the shepherd.Ó said the maltster
commandingly.

ÒNo Ñ not at all,Ósaid Gabriel, in a reproving tone of consid-
erateness.ÒI never fuss about dirt in its pure state, and when I
know what sort it is.ÓTaking the mug he drank an inch or more
from the depth of its contents,and duly passedit to the next man.
wouldnÕtthink of giving such trouble to neighbours in washing
up when thereÕsso much work to be done in the world already.Ó
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continued Oak in a moister tone, after recovering from the stop-
page of breath which is occasioned by pulls at large mugs.

ÒA right sensible man.Ó said Jacob.
ÒTrue,true; it canÕtbe gainsaid!Óobserveda brisk young man

Ñ Mark Clark by name, a genial and pleasantgentleman,whom
to meet anywhere in your travels was to know, to know was to
drink with, and to drink with was, unfortunately, to pay for.

ÒAnd hereÕsa mouthful of bread and bacon that misÕesshave
sent, shepherd.The cider will go down better with a bit of victu-
als. DonÕtye chaw quite close,shepherd,for I let the bacon fall in
the road outside as I was bringing it along, and may be Ôtisrather
gritty. There, Ôtisclane dirt; and we all know what that is, as you
say, and you bainÕt a particular man we see, shepherd.Ó

ÒTrue, true Ñ not at all.Ó said the friendly Oak. ÒDonÕtlet
your teeth quite meet,and you wonÕtfeel the sandinessat all. Ah!
Ôtis wonderful what can be done by contrivance!Ó

ÒMy own mind exactly, neighbour.Ó
ÒAh, heÕshis grandferÕsown grandson! Ñ his grandfer were

just such a nice unparticular man!Ó said the maltster. ÒDrink,
Henry Fray Ñ drink.Ó magnanimously said Jan Coggan, a person
who held Saint-Simonian notions of share and share alike where
liquor was concerned,as the vesselshowed signs of approaching
him in its gradual revolution among them.

Having at this moment reachedthe end of a wistful gazeinto
mid-air, Henry did not refuse.He was a man of more than middle
age,with eyebrowshigh up in his forehead,who laid it down that
the law of the world was bad, with a long-suffering look through
his listeners at the world alluded to, as it presenteditself to his
imagination. He always signedhis name ÒHeneryÓÑ strenuously
insisting upon that spelling, and if any passingschoolmasterven-
tured to remark that the second ÒeÓwas superfluous and old-
fashioned, he receivedthe reply that ÒH-e-n-e-r-yÓwas the name
he was christenedand the name he would stick to Ñ in the tone
of one to whom orthographical differences were matters which
had a great deal to do with personal character. Mr. Jan Coggan,
who had passedthe cup to Henery, was a crimson man with a
spacious countenance, and private glimmer in his eye, whose
name had appearedon the marriage register of Weatherbury and
neighbour- ing parishesasbestman and chief witness in countless
unions of the previous twenty years;he also very frequently filled
the post of head godfather in baptisms of the subtly-jovial kind.

THOMAS HARDY

47



ÒCome,Mark Clark Ñ come. TherÕsplenty more in the bar-
rel.Ó said Jan.

ÒAy Ñ that I will, Ôtismy only doctor.Ó replied Mr. Clark,
who, twenty yearsyounger than JanCoggan, revolved in the same
orbit. He secretedmirth on all occasionsfor special dischargeat
popular parties. ÒWhy, JosephPoorgrass,ye hanÕthad a drop!Ó
said Mr. Coggan to a self-conscious man in the background,
thrusting the cup towards him. ÒSucha modest man as he is!Ó
said Jacob Smallbury. ÒWhy, yeÕvehardly had strength of eye
enoughto look in our young misÕessÕsface,so I hear, Joseph?ÓAll
looked at JosephPoorgrasswith pitying reproach. ÒNo Ñ IÕve
hardly looked at her at all.Ó simpered Joseph,reducing his body
smaller whilst talking, apparently from a meek senseof undue
prominence. ÒAnd when I seed her, Ôtwasnothing but blushes
with me!Ó

ÒPoor feller.Ó said Mr. Clark.
ÒTis a curious nature for a man.Ó said Jan Coggan. ÒYes.Ó

continued JosephPoorgrassÑ his shyness,which was so painful
as a defect, filling him with a mild complacencynow that it was
regardedas an interesting study. ÒTwereblush, blush, blush with
me every minute of the time, when she was speaking to me.Ó

ÒIbelieveye, JosephPoorgrass,for we all know ye to be a very
bashful man.Ó

ÒTisaÕawkward gift for a man, poor soul.Ósaid the maltster.
ÒAnd ye have suffered from it a long time, we know.Ó

ÒAy ever since I was a boy. Yes Ñ mother was concernedto
her heart about it Ñ yes. But twas all nought.Ó

ÒDid ye ever go into the world to try and stop it, Joseph
Poorgrass?Ó

ÒOh ay, tried all sorts oÕcompany. They took me to Greenhill
Fair, and into a great gay jerry-go-nimble show, where there were
women-folk riding round Ñ standing upon horses, with hardly
anything on but their smocks;but it didnÕtcure me a morsel. And
then I was put errand-man at the WomenÕsSkittle Alley at the
back of the TailorÕsArms in Casterbridge.ÔTwasa horrible sinful
situation, and a very curious place for a good man. I had to stand
and look baÕdypeople in the face from morning till night; but
Ôtwasno use Ñ I was just as-bad as ever after all. Blusheshev
been in the family for generations.There, Ôtisa happy pro- vid-
ence that I be no worse.Ó

ÒTrue.Ósaid Jacob Smallbury, deepening his thoughts to a
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profounder view of the subject. ÒTisa thought to look at, that ye
might have beenworse; but evenas you be, Ôtisa very bad afflic-
tion for Ôee,Joseph.For ye see,shepherd,though Ôtisvery well for
a woman, dang it all, Ôtisawkward for a man like him, poor
feller?Ó

ÒTis Ñ Ôtis.Ósaid Gabriel, recovering from a medita- tion.
ÒYes, very awkward for the man.Ó

ÒAy, and heÕsvery timid, too.Ó observedJan Coggan. ÒOnce
he had beenworking late at Yalbury Bottom, and had had a drap
of drink, and lost his way as he was coming home-along through
Yalbury Wood, didnÕt ye, Master Poorgrass?Ó

ÒNo, no, no; not that story!Ó expostulated the modest man,
forcing a laugh to bury his concern.

ÒÑ Ñ And so Ôalost himself quite.Ó continued Mr Coggan,
with an impassive face, implying that a true narrative, like time
and tide, must run its courseand would respectno man. ÒAnd as
he was coming along in the middle of the night, much afeared,
and not able to find his way out of the treesnohow, Ôacried out,
ÒMan-a-lost! man-a-lost!ÓA owl in a tree happenedto be crying
ÒWhoo-whoo-whoo!Óas owls do, you know, shepherdÓ(Gabriel
nodded), Òand Joseph,all in a tremble, said, JosephPoorgrass,of
Weatherbury, sir!Ó

ÒNo, no, now Ñ thatÕstoo much!Ósaid the timid man, becom-
ing a man of brazen courage all of a sudden.

ÒI didnÕtsay sir. IÕlltike my oath I didnÕtsay Ò JosephPoor-
grass oÕWeatherbury, sir.Ó No, no; whatÕsright is right, and I
neversaid sir to the bird, knowing very well that no man of a gen-
tlemanÕsrank would be hollering there at that time oÕnight.Ó
JosephPoor- grassof Weatherbury,ÒÑ thatÕsevery word I said,
and I shouldnÕthaÕsaid that if ÔthadnÕtbeen for Keeper DayÕs
metheglinÉThere, Ôtwas a merciful thing it ended where it did.Ó

The question of which was right being tacitly waived by the
company, Jan went on meditatively: Ñ ÒAnd heÕsthe fearfullest
man, bainÕt ye, Joseph? Ay, another time ye were lost by
Lambing-Down Gate, werenÕt ye, Joseph?Ó

ÒI was.Óreplied Poorgrass,as if there were some conditions
too seriousevenfor modesty to remember itself under, this being
one.

ÒYes;that were the middle of the night, too. The gate would
not open, try how he would, and knowing there was the DevilÕs
hand in it, he kneeled down.Ó ÒAy.Ó said Joseph, acquiring
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confidence from the warmth of the fire, the cider, and a percep-
tion of the narrative capabilities of the experiencealluded to. ÒMy
heart died within me, that time; but I kneeleddown and said the
LordÕsPrayer, and then the Belie right through, and then the Ten
Commandments, in earnest prayer. But no, the gate wouldnÕt
open; and then I went on with Dearly Beloved Brethren, and,
thinks I, this makes four, and Ôtisall I know out of book, and if
this donÕtdo it nothing will, and IÕma lost man. Well, when I got
to Saying After Me, I rose from my knees and found the gate
would open Ñ yes, neighbours, the gate opened the same as
ever.Ó

A meditation on the obvious inference was indulged in by all,
and during its continuanceeachdirected his vision into the ashpit,
which glowed like a desert in the tropics under a vertical sun,
shaping their eyeslong and liny, partly becauseof the light, partly
from the depth of the subject discussed.

Gabriel broke the silence.ÒWhat sort of a place is this to live
at, and what sort of a misÕessis she to work under?ÓGabrielÕs
bosom thrilled gently ashe thus slipped under the notice of the as-
sembly the inner- most subject of his heart.

We dÕknow little of her Ñ nothing. Sheonly showed herself a
few days ago. Her uncle was took bad, and the doctor was called
with his world-wide skill; but he couldnÕtsavethe man. As I take
it, sheÕs going to keep on the farm.

ÒThatÕsabout the shapeoÕt,ÔabÕlieve.Ósaid Jan uncle was a
very fair sort of man. Did ye know en, be under Ôemas under one
here and there. Her uncle was a very fair sort of man. Did ye
know Ôen, shepherd Ñ a bachelor-man?Ó

ÒNot at all.Ó
ÒI used to go to his housea-courting my first wife, Charlotte,

who was his dairymaid. Well, a very good- hearted man were
Farmer Everdene,and I being a respectableyoung fellow was al-
lowed to call and seeher and drink asmuch ale as I liked, but not
to carry away any Ñ outside my skin I mane of course.Ó

ÒAy, ay, Jan Coggan; we know yer meaning.Ó
ÒAnd so you seeÔtwasbeautiful ale, and I wished to value his

kindnessas much as I could, and not to be so ill-mannered as to
drink only a thimbleful, which would have been insulting the
manÕs generosity Ñ Ñ Ó

ÒTrue, Master Coggan, Ôtwould so.Ó corroborated Mark
Clark.
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ÒÑ Ñ And so I usedto eat a lot of salt fish afore going, and
then by the time I got there I were as dry as a lime-basket Ñ so
thorough dry that that ale would slip down Ñ ah, Ôtwouldslip
down sweet! Happy times! heavenly times! Such lovely drunks as
I used to have at that house! You can mind, Jacob?You used to
go wiÕ me sometimes.Ó

ÒI can Ñ I can.Ósaid Jacob. ÒThat one, too, that we had at
BuckÕs Head on a White Monday was a pretty tipple.Ó

ÒTwas.But for a wet of the better class,that brought you no
nearer to the horned man than you were afore you begun, there
was none like those in Farmer EverdeneÕskitchen. Not a single
damn allowed; no, not a bare poor one, evenat the most cheerful
moment when all were blindest, though the good old word of sin
thrown in here and there at such times is a great relief to a merry
soul.Ó

ÒTrue.Ósaid the maltster. ÒNater requires her swearing at the
regular times, or sheÕsnot herself; and unholy exclamations is a
necessity of life.Ó

ÒButCharlotte.Ó continued Coggan Ñ Ònot a word of the sort
would Charlotte allow, nor the smallest item of taking in
vainÉAy, poor Charlotte, I wonder if shehad the good fortune to
get into Heaven when Ôadied! But Ôawas never much in luckÕs
way, and perhaps Ôa went downwards after all, poor soul.Ó

ÒAnd did any of you know Miss EverdeneÕs-fatherand moth-
er?Óinquired the shepherd,who found somedifficulty in keeping
the conversation in the desired channel.

ÒI knew them a little.Ó said Jacob Smallbury; Òbut they were
townsfolk, and didnÕt live here. TheyÕvebeen dead for years.
Father, what sort of people were misÕessÕ father and mother?Ó

ÒWell.Ósaid the maltster, ÒhewasnÕtmuch to look at; but she
was a lovely woman. He was fond enough of her as his
sweetheart.Ó

ÒUsedto kiss her scoresand long-hundreds o times, so Ôtwas
said.Ó observed Coggan.

ÒHe was very proud of her, too, when they were married, as
IÕve been told.Ó said the maltster.

ÒAy.Ósaid Coggan. ÒHeadmired her so much that he usedto
light the candle three time a night to look at her.Ó

ÒBoundlesslove; I shouldnÕthave supposedit in the universe!Ó
murmered Joseph Poorgrass, who habitually spoke on a large
scale in his moral reflections.
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ÒWell, to be sure.Ó said Gabriel.
ÒOh, Ôtistrue enough. I knowed the man and woman both

well. Levi EverdeneÑ that was the manÕsname, sure. ÒMan.Ó
saith I in my hurry, but he were of a higher circle of life than that
Ñ Ôawas a gentleman-tailor really, worth scoresof pounds. And
he became a very celebrated bankrupt two or three times.Ó

ÒOh, I thought he was quite a common man!Ó said Joseph.
ÒO no, no! That man failed for heapsof money; hundreds in

gold and silver.Ó
The maltster being rather short of breath, Mr. Coggan, after

absently scrutinising a coal which had fallen among the ashes,
took up the narrative, with a private twirl of his eye: Ñ

ÒWell, now, youÕdhardly believeit, but that man Ñ husbands
alive, after a while. Understand?ÔadidnÕtwant to be fickle, but he
couldnÕthelp it. The poor feller were faithful and true enough to
her in his wish, but his heart would rove, do what he would. He
spoke to me in real tribulation about it once. ÒCoggan,Óhe said,
ÒI could never wish for a handsomer woman than IÕvegot, but
feeling sheÕsticketed as my lawful wife, I canÕthelp my wicked
heart wandering, do what I will.Ó But at last I believehe cured it
by making her take off her wedding-ring and calling her by her
maiden name as they sat together after the shop was shut, and so
Ôawould get to fancy she was only his sweetheart,and not mar-
ried to him at all. And as soon as he could thoroughly fancy he
was doing wrong and committing the seventh,Ôagot to like her as
well as ever, and they lived on a perfect picture of mutel love.Ó

ÒWell,Ôtwasa most ungodly remedy.Ómurmured JosephPoor-
grass; Òbut we ought to feel deep cheerful- ness that a happy
Providencekept it from being any worse. You see,he might have
gone the bad road and given his eyesto unlawfulness entirely Ñ
yes, gross un- lawfulness, so to say it.Ó

ÒYou see.Ósaid Billy Smallbury, ÒThe manÕswill was to do
right, sure enough, but his heart didnÕt chime in.Ó

ÒHe got so much better, that he was quite godly in his later
years, wasnÕthe, Jan?Ósaid JosephPoor- grass.ÒHe got himself
confirmed over again in a more serious way, and took to saying
ÒAmenÓalmost as loud as the clerk, and he liked to copy com-
forting verses from the tombstones. He used, too, to hold the
money- plate at Let Your Light so Shine, and stand godfather to
poor little come-by-chancechildren; and he kept a missionary box
upon his table to nab folks unawares when they called; yes, and
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he would-box the charity- boysÕears, if they laughed in church,
till they could hardly stand upright, and do other deedsof piety
natural to the saintly inclined.

ÒAy, at that time he thought of nothing but high things.Óad-
ded Billy Smallbury. One day Parson Thirdly met him and said,
ÒGood-Morning, Mister Everdene;Ôtisa fine day!Ó ÒAmenÓsaid
Everdene, quite absent- like, thinking only of religion when he
seed a parson-

ÒTheirdaughter was not at all a pretty chile at that time.Ósaid
Henery Fray. ÒNevershould have. thought sheÕdhave growed up
such a handsome body as she is.Ó

ÒTis to be hoped her temper is as good as her face.Ó
ÒWell, yes;but the baily will havemost to do with the business

and ourselves. Ah!Ó Henery gazed into the ashpit, and smiled
volumes of ironical knowledge.

A queer Christian, like the DevilÕs head in a cowl,
ÒHe is.Ósaid Henery, implying that irony must ceaseat a cer-

tain point. ÒBetweenwe two, man and man, I believe that man
would as soon tell a lie Sundays as working-days Ñ that I do so.Ó

ÒGood faith, you do talk!Ó said Gabriel.
ÒTrue enough.Ósaid the man of bitter moods, looking round

upon the company with the antithetic laughter that comesfrom a
keener appreciation of the miseriesof life than ordinary men are
capableof. ÒAh, thereÕspeopleof one sort, and peopleof another,
but that man

Ñ bless your souls!Ó
Gabriel thought fit to changethe subject. ÒYou must be a very

aged man, malter, to have sons growed mild and ancientÓ he
remarked.

ÒFatherÕsso old that ÔacanÕtmind his age,can ye, father?Óin-
terposed Jacob. ÒAnd he growled terrible crooked too, latelyÓ
Jacob continued, surveying his fatherÕsfigure, which was rather
more bowed than his own. ÒReallyone may say that father there
is three-double.Ó

ÒCrooked folk will last a long while.Ó said the maltster,
grimly, and not in the best humour.

Shepherdwould like to hear the pedigreeof yer life, father Ñ
wouldnÕt ye, shepherd?

ÒAy that I should.Ósaid Gabriel with the heartinessof a man
who had longed to hear it for severalmonths. ÒWhat may your
age be, malter?Ó
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The maltster clearedhis throat in an exaggeratedform for em-
phasis,and elongating his gazeto the remotestpoint of the ashpit!
said, in the slow speechjustifiable when the importance of a sub-
ject is so generally felt that any mannerism must be tolerated in
getting at it, ÒWell, I donÕtmind the year I were born in, but per-
haps I can reckon up the places IÕvelived at, and so get it that
way. I bode at Upper Long- puddle acrossthereÓ(nodding to the
north) Òtill I were eleven.I bode sevenat KingsbereÓ(nodding to
the east) Òwhere I took to malting. I went therefrom to Nor-
combe, and malted there two-and-twenty years, and- two-and-
twenty years I was there turnip-hoeing and harvesting. Ah, I
knowed that old place, Norcombe, yearsafore you were thought
of, Master OakÓ (Oak smiled sincerebelief in the fact). ÒThenI
malted at Dur- nover four year, and four year turnip-hoeing; and
I was fourteen times eleven months at Millpond St. JudeÕsÕ
(nodding north-west-by-north). ÒOld Twills wouldnÕthire me for
more than eleven months at a time, to keep me from being
chargeableto the parish if so be I was disabled. Then I was three
year at Mellstock, and IÕvebeen here one-and-thirty year come
Candlemas. How much is that?Ó

ÒHundred and seventeen.Óchuckled another old gentleman,
given to mental arithmetic and little con- versation, who had
hitherto sat unobserved in a corner.

ÒWell, then, thatÕs my age.Ó said the maltster, em- phatically.
ÒO no, father!Ó said Jacob. ÒYour turnip-hoeing were in the

summer and your malting in the winter of the sameyears,and ye
donÕt ought to count-both halves father.Ó

ÒChokÓit all! I lived through the summers,didnÕtI? ThatÕsmy
question. I suppose yeÕll say next I be no age at all to speak of?

ÒSure we shanÕt.Ó said Gabriel, soothingly.
ÒYebe a very old agedperson,malter.ÓattestedJanmust have

a wonderful talented constitution to be able to live so long,
mustnÕthe, neighbours?

ÒTrue, true; ye must, malter, wonderful,Ó said the meeting
unanimously.

The maltster, being know pacified, was evengenerousenough
to voluntarily disparage in a slight degree the virtue of having
lived a great many years, by mentioning that the cup they were
drinking out of was three years older than he.

While the cup was being examined, the end of Gabriel OakÕs
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flute becamevisible over his smock-frock I seedyou blowing into
a great flute by now at Caster- bridge?Ó

ÒYou did.Ó said Gabriel, blushing faintly. ÒIÕvebeen in great
trouble, neighbours, and was driven to it. take it careless-like,
shepherd and your time will come tired?Ó

ÒNeither drum nor trumpet have I heard since Christmas.Ó
said Jan Coggan. ÒCome, raise a tune, Master Oak!Ó

ÒThat I will.Ó said Gabriel, pulling out his flute and putting it
together. ÒA poor tool, neighbours; but such as I can do ye shall
have and welcome.ÓOak then struck up ÒJockeyto the Fair.Ó
and played that sparkling melody three times through accenting
the notes in the third round in a most artistic and lively manner
by bending his body in small jerks and tapping with his foot to
beat time.

ÒHecan blow the flute very well Ñ that Ôacan.Ósaid a young
married man, who having no individuality worth mentioning was
known as ÒSusanTallÕshusband.ÓHe continued, ÒIÕdas lief as
not be able to blow into a flute as well-as that.Ó

ÒHeÕsa clever man, and Ôtisa true comfort for us to have such
a shepherd.Ómurmured JosephPoorgrass,in a soft cadence.ÒWe
ought to feel full oÕthanksgiving that heÕsnot a player of baÕdy
songsÔinsteadof thesemerry tunes; for Ôtwouldhave beenjust as
easy for God to have made the shepherd a loose low man Ñ a
man of iniquity, so to speakit Ñ aswhat he is. Yes, for our wives
and daughters sakes we should feel real thanks giving.

ÒTrue,true, Ñ real thanksgiving!Ódashedin Mark Clark con-
clusively, not feeling it to be of any conse-quenceto his opinion
that he had only heard about a word and three-quartersof what
Joseph had said.

ÒYes.Óadded Joseph,beginning to feel like a man in the Bible;
Òfor evil do thrive so in thesetimes that ye may be as much de-
ceived in the cleanestshaved and whitest shirted man as in the
raggedest tramp upon the turnpike, if I may term it so.Ó

ÒAy, I can mind yer face now, shepherd.Ósaid Henery Fray,
criticising Gabriel with misty eyesas he entered upon his second
tune. ÒYesÑ now I seeÔeeblowing into the flute I know Ôeeto be
the same man I see play at Casterbridge, for yer mouth were
scrimped up and yer eyesa-staring out like a strangled manÕsÑ
just as they be now.Ó

ÒTisa pity that playing the flute should make a man look such
a scarecrow.ÓobservedMr. Mark Clark, with additional criticism
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of GabrielÕscountenance,the latter person jerking out, with the
ghastly grimace required by the instrument, the chorus of ÒDame
Durden!

I hope you donÕtmind that young manÕsbad mannersin nam-
ing your features?Ó whispered Joseph to Gabriel.

ÒNot at all.Ó said Mr. Oak.
ÒForby nature ye be a very handsomeman, shepherd.Ócontin-

ued Joseph Poorgrass, with winning sauvity.
ÒAy, that ye be, shepard.Ó said the company.
ÒThank you very much.Ósaid Oak, in the modest tone good

manners demanded, thinking, however, that he would never let
Bathshebaseehim playing the flute; in this severeshowing a dis-
cretion equal to that related to its sagaciousinventress,the divine
Minerva herself.

ÒAh,when I and my wife were married at Norcombe Church.Ó
said the old maltster, not pleasedat finding himself left out of the
subject Òwewere called the handsomestcouple in the neighbour-
hood Ñ everybody said so.Ó

ÒDangedif ye bainÕtaltered now, malter.Ó said a voice with
the vigour natural to the enunciation of a remark- ably evident
truism. It came from the old man in the background, whose of-
fensivenessand spiteful ways were barely atoned for by the
occasional chuckle he con- tributed to general laughs.

ÒO no, no.Ó said Gabriel.
ÒDonÕtye play no more shepherdÓsaid SusanTallÕshusband,

the young married man who had spoken once before. ÒI must be
moving and when thereÕstunes going on I seem as if hung in
wires. If I thought after IÕdleft that music was still playing, and I
not there, I should be quite melancholy-like.Ó

ÒWhatÕsyer hurry then, Laban?Óinquired Coggan. ÒYou used
to bide as late as the latest.Ó

ÒWell, ye see,neighbours, I was lately married to a woman,
and sheÕsmy vocation now, and so ye seeÑ ÑÓ The young man
hated lamely.

ÒNew Lords new laws, as the saying is, I suppose,Óremarked
Coggan.

ÒAy, ÔabÕlieveÑ ha, ha!Ósaid SusanTallÕshusband, in a tone
intended to imply his habitual reception of jokes without minding
them at all. The young man then wished them good-night and
withdrew.

Henery Fray was the first to follow. Then Gabriel arose and
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went off with Jan Coggan, who had offered him a lodging. A few
minutes later, when the remaining ones were on their legs and
about to depart, Fray cameback again in a hurry. Flourishing his
finger ominously he threw a gaze teeming with tidings just Ñ
where his eye alighted by accident, which happened to be in
Joseph PoorgrassÕs face.

ÒO Ñ whatÕsthe matter, whatÕsthe matter, Henery?Ósaid
Joseph, starting back.

ÒWhatÕs a-brewing, Henrey?Ó asked Jacob and Mark Clark.
ÒBaily PennywaysÑ Baily PennywaysÑ I said so; yes, I said

so!Ó
ÒWhat, found out stealing anything?Ó
ÒStealingit is. The news is, that after Miss Everdenegot home

shewent out again to seeall was safe,assheusually do, and com-
ing in found Baily Pennywayscreeping down the granary steps
with half a a bushel of barley. Shefleed at him like a cat Ñ never
such a tomboy as she is Ñ of course I speak with closed doors?Ó

ÒYou do Ñ you do, Henery.Ó
ÒShefleed at him, and, to cut a long story short, he owned to

having carried off five sack altogether, upon her promising not to
persecutehim. Well, heÕsturned out neck and crop, and my ques-
tion is, whoÕs going to be baily now?Ó

The question was such a profound one that Henery was ob-
liged to drink there and then from the large cup till the bottom
was distinctly visible inside. Beforehe had replacedit on the table,
in came the young man, SusanTallÕshusband, in a still greater
hurry.

ÒHave ye heard the news thatÕs all over parish?Ó
ÒAbout Baily Pennyways?Ó
ÒBut besides that?Ó
ÒNo Ñ not a morsel of it!Ó they replied, looking into the very

midst of Laban Tall as if to meet his words half-way down his
throat.

ÒWhat a night of horrors!Ó murmured Joseph Poor- grass,
waving his hands spasmodically. ÒIÕvehad the news-bell ringing
in my left ear quite bad enoughfor a murder, and IÕveseena mag-
pie all alone!Ó

ÒFannyRobin Ñ Miss everdeneÕsyoungestservant Ñ canÕtbe
found. TheyÕvebeenwanting to lock up the door thesetwo hours,
but sheisnÕtcome in. And they donÕtknow what to do about go-
ing to hed for fear of locking her out. They wouldnÕt be so
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concernedif shehadnÕtbeennoticed in such low spirits theselast
few days, and Maryann dÕthinkthe beginning of a crownerÕsin-
quest has happened to the poor girl.Ó

ÒO Ñ Ôtisburned Ñ Ôtisburned!Ó came from Joseph Poor-
grassÕs dry lips.

ÒNo Ñ Ôtis drowned!Ó said Tall.
ÒOr Ôtisher fatherÕsrazor!Ó suggestedBilly Smallbury, with a

vivid sense of detail.
ÒWellÑ Miss Everdenewants to speakto one or two of us be-

fore we go to bed. What with this trouble about the baily, and
now about the girl, misÕess is almost wild.Ó

They all hastenedup the lane to the farmhouse, excepting the
old maltster, whom neither news, fire, rain, nor thunder could
draw from his hole. There, as the others footsteps died away he
sat down again and continued gazing as usual into the furnace
with his red, bleared eyes.

From the bedroom window above their heads Bath- shebaÕs
headand shoulders,robed in mystic white, were dimly seenexten-
ded into the air.

ÒAre any of my men among you?Ó she said anxiously.
ÒYes, maÕam, several.Ó said Susan TallÕs husband.
ÒTomorrow morning I wish two or three of you to make in-

quiries in the villages round if they have seensuch a person as
Fanny Robin. Do it quietly; there is no reason for alarm as yet.
She must have left whilst we were all at the fire.Ó

ÒI beg yer pardon, but had she any young man court- ing her
in the parish, maÕam?Ó asked Jacob Smallbury.

ÒI donÕt know.Ó said Bathsheba.
ÒIÕvenever heard of any such thing, maÕam.Ósaid two or

three.
ÒIt is hardly likely, either.Ócontinued Bathsheba.ÒForany lov-

er of hers might have come to the house if he had been a
respectablelad. The most mysterious matter connectedwith her
absenceÑ indeed, the only thing which givesme seriousalarm Ñ
is that shewas seento go out of the houseby Maryann with only
her indoor working gown on Ñ not even a bonnet.Ó

ÒAndyou mean,maÕam,excusingmy words, that a young wo-
man would hardly go to seeher young man without dressingup.Ó
said Jacob, turning his mental vision upon past experiences.
ÒThatÕs true Ñ she would not, maÕam.Ó

ÒShehad, I think, a bundle, though I couldnÕtseevery well.Ó
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said a female voice from another window, which seemedthat of
Maryann. ÒBut she had no young man about here. Hers lives in
Casterbridge, and I believe heÕs a soldier.Ó

ÒDo you know his name?Ó Bathsheba said.
ÒNo, mistress; she was very close about it.Ó
ÒPerhapsI might be able to find out if I went to Casterbridge

barracks.Ó said William Smallbury.
ÒVerywell; if shedoesnÕtreturn tomorrow, mind you go there

and try to discover which man it is, and seehim. I feel more re-
sponsible than I should if she had had any friends or relations
alive. I do hope shehas come to no harm through a man of that
kindÉ And then thereÕsthis disgraceful affair of the bailiff Ñ but
I canÕt speak of him now.Ó

Bathshebahad so many reasonsfor uneasinessthat it seemed
shedid not think it worth while to dwell upon any particular one.
ÒDo as I told you, thenÓ she said in conclusion, closing the
casement.

ÒAy, ay, mistress; we will.Ó they replied, and moved away.
That night at CogganÕs,Gabriel Oak, beneath the screen of

closedeyelids,was busy with fancies,and full of movement, like a
river flowing rapidly under its ice. Night had always beenthe time
at which he saw Bath- shebamost vividly, and through the slow
hours of shadow he tenderly regardedher image now. It is rarely
that the pleasuresof the imagination will compen- sate for the
pain of sleeplessness,but they possibly did with Oak to-night, for
the delight of merely seeingher effacedfor the time his perception
of the great differ- ence between seeing and possessing.

He also thought of Plans for fetching his few utensils and
books from Norcombe. The Young ManÕsBest Companion, The
FarrierÕsSureGuide, The Veterinary Surgeon,ParadiseLost, The
PilgrimÕs Progress, Robinson Crusoe, AshÕs Dictionary, the
WalkingameÕsArithmetic, constituted his library; and though a
limited series,it was one from which he had acquired more sound
informa- tion by diligent perusal than many a man of opportunit-
ies has done from a furlong of laden shelves.
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9

THE HOMESTEADÑA
VISITORÑHALF-CONFIDENCES

BY DAYLIGHT, the Bower of OakÕsnew-found mistress,Bath-
shebaEverdene,presenteditself as a hoary build- ing, of the

early stageof ClassicRenaissanceasregardsits architecture, and of
Ôaproportion which told at a glance that, as is so frequently the
case,it had oncebeenthe memorial hall upon a small estatearound
it, now altogether effacedas a distinct property, and mergedin the
vast tract of a non-resident landlord, which com- prised several
such modest demesnes.

Fluted pilasters, worked from the solid stone, decorated its
front, and above the roof the chimneyswere panelledor columnar,
somecopedgableswith finials and like featuresstill retaining traces
of their Gothic extraction. Soft Brown mosses,like faded velveteen,
formed cushionsupon the stonetiling, and tufts of the houseleekor
sengreensprouted from the eavesof the low surrounding buildings.
A gravel walk leading from the door to the road in front was en-
crusted at the sideswith more moss Ñ here it was a silver-green
variety, the nut-brown of the gravel being visible to the width of
only a foot or two in the centre.This circum- stance,and the gener-
ally sleepy air of the whole prospect here, together with the
animated and contrasting state of the reversefacade, suggestedto
the imagination that on the adaptation of the building for farming
purposesthe vital principleÓ of the househad turned round inside
its body to face the other way. Reversalsof this kind, strange de-
formities, tremendous paralyses,are often seento be inflicted by
trade upon edificesÑ either individual or in the aggregateasstreets
and towns Ñ which were originally planned for pleasure alone.

Lively voices were heard this morning in the upper rooms, the
main staircaseto which was of hard oak, the balusters, heavy as
bed-posts,being turned and moulded in the quaint fashion of their
century, the handrail asstout asa parapet-top, and the stairs them-
selvescon- tinually twisting round like a person trying to look over
his shoulder. Going up, the floors abovewere found to havea very
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irregular surface,rising to ridges,sinking into valley; and being just
then uncarpeted,the faceof the boards was seento be eateninto in-
numerable the opening and shutting of every door a tremble
followed every bustling movement, and a creak accom- panied a
walker about the house like a spirit, wherever- he went.

In the room from which the conversation proceeded,Bathsheba
and her servant-companion, Liddy Small- bury were to be dis-
covered sitting upon the floor, and sorting a complication of
papers,books, bottles, and rubbish spreadout thereon Ñ remnants
from the house- hold stores of the late occupier. Liddy, the malt-
sterÕsgreat-granddaughter, was about BathshebaÕsequal in age,
and her face was a prominent advertisementof the featuresÕmight
have lacked in form was amply made up for by perfection of hue,
which at this winter-time was the softenedruddinesson a surfaceof
high rotundity and, like the presentationsof those great colourists,
it was a face which kept well back from the boundary between
comelinessand the ideal. Though elastic in nature shewas lessdar-
ing than Bathsheba,and occa- sionally showed some earnestness,
which consisted half of genuine feeling, and half of mannerliness
superadded by way of duty.

Through a partly-opened door the noise of a scrubbing- brush
led up to the charwoman, Maryann Money, a person who for a
facehad a circular disc, furrowed lessby agethan by long gazesof
perplexity at distant objects. To think of her was to get good-hu-
moured; to speak of her was to raise the image of a dried
Normandy pippin.

ÒStopyour scrubbing a moment.Ósaid Bathshebathrough the
door to her. ÒI hear something.Ó

Maryann suspended the brush.
The tramp of a horsewas apparent, approaching the front of the

building. The pacesslackened,turned in at the wicket, and, what
was most unusual, cameup the mossypath closeto the door. The
door was tapped with the end of a crop or stick.

ÒWhat impertinence!Ósaid Liddy, in a low voice. ÒTo ride up
the footpath like that! Why didnÕthe stop at the gate?Lord! ÔTisa
gentleman! I see the top of his hat.Ó

ÒBe quiet!Ó said Bathsheba.
The further expression of LiddyÕsconcern was con- tinued by

aspect instead of narrative.
ÒWhy doesnÕtMrs. Coggan go to the door?Ó Bath- sheba

continued.
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Rat-tat-tat-tat, resounded more decisively from Bath- shebaÕs
oak.

ÒMaryann, you go!Ó said she, fluttering under the onset of a
crowd of romantic possibilities.

ÒO maÕam Ñ see, hereÕs a mess!Ó
The argument was unanswerable after a glance at Maryann.
ÒLiddy Ñ you must.Ó said Bathsheba.
Liddy held up her hands and arms, coated with dust from the

rubbish they were sorting, and looked implor- ingly at her mistress.
ÒThereÑ Mrs. Coggan is going!Ósaid Bathsheba,exhaling her

relief in the form of a long breath which had lain in her bosom a
minute or more.

The door opened, and a deep voice said Ñ
ÒIs Miss Everdene at home?Ó
ÒIÕllsee,sir.Ósaid Mrs. Coggan,and in a minute appearedin the

room.
ÒDear,what a thirtover place this world is!Ó con- tinued Mrs.

Coggan (a wholesome-looking lady who had a voice for eachclass
of remark according to the emotion involved; who could toss a
pancakeor twirl a mop with the accuracyof pure mathematics,and
who at this moment showed hands shaggy with frag- ments of
dough and arms encrustedwith flour). I am neverup to my elbows,
Miss, in making a pudding but one of two things do happen Ñ
either my nose must needsbegin tickling, and I canÕtlive without
scratching

A womanÕsdressbeing a part of her countenance,and any dis-
order in the one being of the samenature with a malformation or
wound in the other, Bathsheba said at once Ñ

ÒI canÕt see him in this state. Whatever shall I do?Ó
Not-at-homes were hardly naturalized in Weatherbury farm-

houses,so Liddy suggestedÑ ÒSayyouÕrea fright with dust, and
canÕt come down.Ó

ÒYes Ñ that sounds very well.Ó said Mrs. Coggan, critically.
ÒSay I canÕt see him Ñ that will do.Ó
Mrs. Coggan went downstairs, and returned the answer as re-

quested, adding, however, on her own responsibility, ÒMiss is
dusting bottles, sir, and is quite a object Ñ thatÕs why Ôtis.Ó

ÒOh,very well.Ósaid the deepvoice. Indifferently. ÒAll I wanted
to ask was, if anything had been heard of Fanny Robin?Ó

ÒNothing, sir Ñ but we may know to-night. William Smallbury
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is goneto Casterbridge,where her young man lives, as is supposed,
and the other men be inquir- ing about everywhere.Ó

The horseÕstramp then recommencedand -retreated, and the
door closed.

ÒWho is Mr. Boldwood?Ó said Bathsheba.
ÒA gentleman-farmer at Little Weatherbury.Ó
ÒMarried?Ó
ÒNo, miss.Ó
ÒHow old is he?Ó
ÒForty, I should say Ñ very handsomeÑ rather stern- looking

Ñ and rich.Ó
ÒWhata bother this dusting is! I am always in someunfortunate

plight or other,Ó Bathshebasaid, complainingly. ÒWhy should he
inquire about Fanny?Ó

ÒOh, because,as she had no friends in her childhood, he took
her and put her to school, and got her her place here under your
uncle. HeÕs a very kind man that way, but Lord Ñ there!Ó

ÒWhat?Ó
ÒNeverwas such a hopelessman for a woman! HeÕsbeencour-

ted by sixesand sevensÑ all the girls, gentle and simple, for miles
round, have tried him. JanePerkinsworked at him for two months
like a slave,and the two Miss Taylors spent a year upon him, and
he cost Farmer IvesÕsdaughter nights of tears and twenty poundsÕ
worth of new clothes; but Lord Ñ the money might as well have
been thrown out of the window.

A little boy cameup at this moment and looked in upon them.
This child was one of the Cogganswho, with the Smallburys,were
as common among the families of this district as the Avons and
Derwents among our rivers. He always had a loosenedtooth or a
cut finger to show to particular friends, which he did with an air of
being thereby elevatedabove the common herd of afflictionless hu-
manity Ñ to which exhibition of congratulation as well as pity.

ÒIÕvegot a pen-nee!Ó said Master Coggan in a scanning
measure.

ÒWell Ñ who gave it you, Teddy?Ó said Liddy.
ÒMis-terr Bold-wood! He gave it to me for opening the gate.Ó
ÒWhat did he say?Ó
ÒHe said ÒWhereare you going, my little man?ÓÓand I said,

ÒTo Miss EverdeneÕsplease,Óand he said, ÒSheis a staid woman,
isnÕt she, my little man?Ó and I said, ÒYes.Ó

ÒYou naughty child! What did you say that for?Ó
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ÒCause he gave me the penny!Ó
ÒWhat a pucker everything is in!Ó said Bathsheba,disconten-

tedly when the child had gone. ÒGetaway, thing! You ought to be
married by this time, and not here troubling me!Ó

ÒAy, mistress Ñ so I did. But what between the poor men I
wonÕthave,and the rich men who wonÕthaveme, I stand asa pel-
icon in the wilderness!Ó

ÒDid anybody everwant to marry you miss?ÓLiddy ventured to
ask when they were again alone. ÒLots of

Òem, i daresay.?Ó
Bathshebapaused,as if about to refusea reply, but the tempta-

tion to say yes,since it was really in her power was irresistible by
aspiring virginity, in spite of her spleenat having beenpublished as
old.

ÒA man wanted to once.Óshe said, in a highly experi- enced
tone and the image of Gabriel Oak, as the farmer, rose before her.

ÒHow nice it must seem!Ósaid Liddy, with the fixed featuresof
mental realization. ÒAnd you wouldnÕt have him?Ó

ÒHe wasnÕt quite good enough for me.Ó
How sweet to be able to disdain, when most of us are glad to

say,ÒThankyou!ÓI seemI hear it. ÒNo, sir Ñ IÕmyour better.Óor
ÒKissmy foot, sir; my face is for mouths of consequence.ÓAnd did
you love him, miss?

ÒOh, no. But I rather liked him.Ó
ÒDo you now?Ó
ÒOf course not Ñ what footsteps are those I hear?Ó
Liddy looked from a back window into the courtyard behind,

which was now getting low-toned and dim with the earliest films of
night. A crooked file of men was approaching the back door. The
whole string of trailing individuals advancedin the completestbal-
anceof inten- tion, like the remarkable creaturesknown as Chain
Salpae,which, distinctly organized in other respects,have one will
common to a whole family. Some were, as usual, in snow-white
smock-frocks of Russia duck, and some in whitey-brown ones of
drabbet Ñ marked on the wrists, breasts,backs, and sleeveswith
honeycomb-work. Two or three women in pattens brought up the
rear.

ÒThePhilistinesbe upon us.Ósaid Liddy, making her nosewhite
against the glass.

ÒOh, very well. Maryann, go down and keep them in the kit-
chen till I am dressed, and then show them in to me in the hall.Ó
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HALF-AN-HOUR LATER
BATHSHEBA, IN FINISHED

DRESS

AND FOLLOWED by Liddy, enteredthe upper end of the old
hall to find that her men had all deposited themselveson a

long form and a settle at the lower extremity. Shesat down at a
table and opened the time-book, pen in her hand, with a canvas
money-bagbesideher. From this shepoured a small heap of coin.
Liddy chosea position at her elbow and beganto sew, sometimes
pausing and looking round, or with the air of a privileged person,
taking up one of the half-sovereignslying before her and survey-
ing it merely as a work of art, while strictly preventing her
countenance from expressing any wish to possess it as money.

ÒNow before I begin, men.Ósaid Bathsheba,ÒI have two mat-
ters to speak of. The first is that the bailiff is dismissed for
thieving, and that I have formed a resolu- tion to have no bailiff
at all, but to manage everything with my own head and hands.Ó

The men breathed an audible breath of amazement.
ÒThe next matter is, have you heard anything of Fanny?Ó
Nothing, maÕam.
ÒHave you done anything?Ó
ÒI met Farmer Boldwood.Ó said JacobSmallbury, ÒandI went

with him and two of his men, and dragged New- mill Pond, but
we found nothing.Ó

ÒAndthe new shepherdhavebeento BuckÕsHead, by Yalbury,
thinking she had gone there, but nobody had seed her.Ó said
Laban Tall.

ÒHasnÕt William Smallbury been to Casterbridge?Ó
ÒYes,maÕam,but heÕsnot yet come home. He promised to be

back by six.Ó
ÒIt wants a quarter to six at present.Ósaid Bathsheba,looking

at her watch. I daresayheÕllbe in directly. Well, now thenÓÑ she
looked into the book Ñ ÒJoseph Poorgrass, are you there?Ó

ÒYes, sir Ñ maÕam I mane.Ó said the person addressed.
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ÒI be the personal name of Poorgrass.Ó
ÒAnd what are you?Ó
ÒNothing in my own eye. In the eyeof other people Ñ well, I

donÕt say it; though public thought will out.Ó
ÒWhat do you do on the farm?Ó
ÒI do do carting things all the year, and in seedtime I shoots

the rooks and sparrows, and helps at pig-killing, sir.Ó
ÒHow much to you?Ó
ÒPleasenine and ninepenceand a good halfpenny where Ôtwas

a bad one, sir Ñ maÕam I mane.Ó
ÒQuite correct. Now here are ten shillings in addi- tion as a

small present, as I am a new comer.Ó
Bathshebablushed slightly at the senseof being generous in

public, and Henery Fray, who had drawn up towards her chair,
lifted his eyebrows and fingers to expressamazementon a small
scale.

ÒHow much do I owe you Ñ that man in the corner Ñ whatÕs
your name?Ó continued Bathsheba.

ÒMatthew Moon, maÕam.Ósaid a singular framework of
clothes with nothing of any consequenceinside them, which ad-
vancedwith the toes in no definite direction forwards, but turned
in or out as they chanced to swing.

ÒMatthew Mark, did you say?Ñ speakout Ñ I shall not hurt
you.Ó inquired the young farmer, kindly.

ÒMatthew Moon memÓsaid Henery Fray, correct- ingly, from
behind her chair, to which point he had edged himself.

ÒMatthew Moon.Ó murmured Bathsheba, turning her bright
eyesto the book. ÒTen and twopence halfpenny is the sum put
down to you, I see?Ó

ÒYes,misÕess.Ósaid Matthew, as the rustle of wind among
dead leaves.

ÒHereit is and ten shillings. Now -the next Ñ Andrew Randle,
you are a new man, I hear. How come you to leave your last
farm?Ó

ÒP-p-p-p-p-pl-pl-pl-pl-l-l-l-l-ease, maÕam,p-p-p-p-pl-pl- pl-pl-
please, maÕam-pleaseÕm-pleaseÕm Ñ ÑÓ

ÒAÕsa stammering man, mem.Ósaid Henery Fray in an under-
tone, and they turned him away becausethe only time he everdid
speakplain he said his soul was his own, and other iniquities, to
the squire. ÒA can cuss, mem, as well as you or I, but ÔacanÕt
speak a common speech to save his life.Ó
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ÒAndrew Randle, hereÕsyours Ñ finish thanking me in a day
or two. TemperanceMiller Ñ oh, hereÕsanother, SobernessÑ
both women I suppose?Ó

ÒYesÕm. Here we be, Ôa bÕlieve.Ó was echoed in shrill unison.
ÒWhat have you been doing?Ó
ÒTendingthrashing-machineand wimbling haybonds,and say-

ing ÒHoosh!Óto the cocks and hens when they go upon your
seedsand planting Early Flourballs and ThompsonÕsWonderfuls
with a dibble.Ó

ÒYes Ñ I see. Are they satisfactory women?Ó she inquired
softly of Henery Fray.

ÒO mem Ñ donÕtask me! Yielding women?Óas scarlet a pair
as ever was! groaned Henery under his breath.

Sit down.
ÒWho, mem?Ó
ÒSit down,Ó
JosephPoorgrass,in the background twitched, and his lips be-

came dry with fear of some terrible conse- quences,as he saw
Bathsheba summarily speaking, and Henery slinking off to a
corner.

ÒNow the next. Laban Tall, youÕll stay on working for me?Ó
ÒFor you or anybody that pays me well, maÕam,Óreplied the

young married man.
ÒTrue Ñ the man must live!Ó said a woman in the back

quarter, who had just entered with clicking pattens.
ÒWhat woman is that?Ó Bathsheba asked.
ÒI be his lawful wife!Ó continued the voice with greater prom-

inence of manner and tone. This lady called herself five-and-
twenty, looked thirty, passedas thirty-five, and was forty. She
was a woman who never, like somenewly married, showed con-
jugal tenderness in public, perhaps because she had none to show.

ÒOh, you are.Ósaid Bathsheba.ÒWell, Laban, will you stay
on?Ó

ÒYes, heÕll stay, maÕam!Ósaid again the shrill tongue of
LabanÕs lawful wife.

ÒWell, he can speak for himself, I suppose.Ó
ÒO Lord, not he, maÕam!A simple tool. Well enough, but a

poor gawkhammer mortal.Ó the wife replied.
ÒHeh-heh-heh!Ólaughed the married man with a hideous ef-

fort of appreciation, for he was as irrepressibly good-humoured
under ghastly snubs as a parliamentary candidate on the hustings.
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The names remaining were called in the same manner.
ÒNow I think I have done with you.Ó said Bathsheba,closing

the book and shaking back a stray twine of hair. ÒHasWilliam
Smallbury returned?Ó

ÒNo, maÕam.Ó
ÒThe new shepherd will want a man under him,Ó suggested

Henery Fray, trying to make himself official again by a sideway
approach towards her chair.

ÒOhÑ he will. Who can he have?ÓÒYoungCain Ball is a very
good lad.Ó Henery said, Òand Shepherd Oak donÕt mind his
youth?Óhe added, turning with an apologetic smile to the shep-
herd, who had just appearedon the scene,and was now leaning
against the doorpost with his arms folded.

ÒNo, I donÕt mind that.Ó said Gabriel.
ÒHow did Cain come by such a name?Ó asked Bathsheba.
ÒOhyou see,mem, his pore mother, not being a Scripture-read

woman made a mistake at his christening, thinking ÔtwasAbel
killed Cain, and called en Cain, but Ôtwastoo late, for the name
could never be got rid of in the parish. ÔTisvery unfortunate for
the boy.Ó

ÒIt is rather unfortunate.Ó
ÒYes.However, we soften it down asmuch aswe can, and call

him Cainey. Ah, pore widow-woman! she cried her heart out
about it almost. Shewas brought up by a very heathenfather and
mother, who never sent her to church or school, and it shows
how the sins of the parents are visited upon the children, mem.Ó

Mr. Fray here drew up his features to the mild degreeof mel-
ancholy required when the persons involved in the given
misfortune do not belong to your own family.

ÒVery well then, Cainey Ball to be under-shepherdAnd you
quite understand your duties? Ñ you I mean, Gabriel Oak?Ó

ÒQuite well, I thank you Miss Everdene.Ósaid Shepard Oak
from the doorpost. ÒIf I donÕt,IÕll inquire.Ó Gabriel was rather
staggeredby the remark- able coolnessof her manner. Certainly
nobody without previous information would have dreamt that
Oak and the handsomewoman before whom he stood had ever
been other than strangers.But perhaps her air was the inevitable
result of the social rise which had advancedher from a cottage to
a large house and fields. The case is not unexampled in high
places.When, in the writings of the later poets, Joveand his fam-
ily are found to have moved from their cramped quarters on the
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peak of Olympus into the wide sky above it, their words show a
proportionate increaseof arrogance and reserve.Footsteps were
heard in the passage,combining in their character the qualities
both of weight and measure, rather at the expense of velocity.

(All.) ÒHereÕs Billy Smallbury come from Caster- bridge.Ó
ÒAnd whatÕsthe news?Ósaid Bathsheba, as William, after

marching to the middle of the hall, took a hand- kerchief from his
hat and wiped his forehead from its centre to its remoter
boundaries.

ÒI should have been sooner, miss.Óhe said, Òif it hadnÕtbeen
for the weather.ÓHe then stamped with each foot severely,and
on looking down his boots were perceived to be clogged with
snow.

ÒCome at last, is it?Ó said Henery.
ÒWell, what about Fanny?Ó said Bathsheba.
ÒWell, maÕam,in round numbers, sheÕsrun away with the sol-

diers.Ó said William.
ÒNo; not a steadygirl like Fanny!ÓÒIÕlltell ye all particulars.

When I got to Caster, bridge Barracks, they said, ÒThe Eleventh
Dragoon- Guards be gone away, and new troops have come.Ó
The Eleventh left last week for Melchester and onwards. The
Route came from Government like a thief in the night, as is his
nature to, and afore the Eleventhknew it almost, they were on the
march. They passed near here.Ó

Gabriel had listened with interest. ÒI saw them go,Ó he said.
ÒYes.Ócontinued William,Òthey pranced down the street play-

ing ÒTheGirl I Left Behind Me.Ó so Ôtissaid, in glorious notes of
triumph. Every looker-onÕsinside shook with the blows of the
great drum to his deepestvitals, and there was not a dry eye
throughout the town among the public-house people and the
name- less women!Ó

ÒBut theyÕre not gone to any war?Ó
ÒNo, maÕam;but they be gone to take the placesof them who

may, which is very close connected. And so I said to myself,
FannyÕsyoung man was one of the regiment, and sheÕsgone after
him. There, maÕam, thatÕs it in black and white.Ó

Gabriel remained musing and said nothing, for he was in
doubt.

ÒWell, we are not likely to know more to-night, at any rate.Ó
said Bathsheba.ÒButone of you had better run acrossto Farmer
BoldwoodÕs and tell him that much.Ó
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She then rose; but before retiring, addresseda few words to
them with a pretty dignity, to which her mourning dressadded a
soberness that was hardly to be found in the words themselves.

ÒNow mind, you havea mistressinsteadof a master I donÕtyet
know my powers or my talents in farming; but I shall do my best,
and if you serveme well, so shall I serveyou. DonÕtany unfair
ones among you (if there are any such, but I hope not) suppose
that because IÕm a woman I donÕt understand the difference
between bad goings-on and good.Ó

(All.) ÒNom!Ó
(Liddy.) ÒExcellent well said.Ó
I shall be up before you are awake; I shall be afield before you

are up; and I shall have breakfasted before you are afield. In
short, I shall astonish you all.

(All.) ÒYesÕm!Ó
ÒAnd so good-night.Ó
(All.) ÒGood-night, maÕam.Ó
Then this small-thesmothete stepped from the table, and

surgedout of the hall, her black silk dresslicking up a few straws
and dragging them along with a scratch- ing noise upon the floor.
biddy, elevating her feelings to the occasion from a senseof
grandeur, floated off behind Bathshebawith a milder dignity not
entirely free from travesty, and the door was closed.
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11

OUTSIDE THE
BARRACKSÑSNOWÑA

MEETING

FOR DREARINESS nothing could surpass a prospect in the
outskirts of a certain town and military station, many miles

north of Weatherbury, at a later hour on this samesnowy evening
Ñ if that may be called a prospect of which the chief constituent
was darkness. It was a night when sorrow may come to the
brightest without causing any great senseof incongruity: when,
with impressible persons, love becomes solicitous- ness, hope
sinks to misgiving, and faith to hope: when the exercise of
memory doesnot stir feelingsof regret at opportunities for ambi-
tion that have been passedby, and anticipation does not prompt
to enterprise. The scenewas a public path, bordered on the left
hand by a river, behind which rose a high wall. On the right was
a tract of land, partly meadowÕandpartly moor, reaching, at its
remote verge, to a wide undulating uplan.

The changesof the seasonsare lessobtrusive on spots of this
kind than amid woodland scenery.Still, to a closeobserver, they
are just as perceptible; the difference is that their media of mani-
festation are lesstrite and familiar than such well-known onesas
the bursting of the buds or the fall of the leaf. Many are not so
stealthy and gradual as we may be apt to imagine in considering
the generaltorpidity of a moor or waste.Winter, in coming to the
country hereabout, advanced in well-marked stages, wherein
might have been successivelyobserved the retreat of the snakes,
the transformation of the ferns, the filling of the pools, a rising of
fogs, the embrowning by frost, the collapse of the fungi, and an
obliteration by snow. This climax of the serieshad been reached
to-night on the aforesaidmoor, and for the first time in the season
its irregularities were forms without features; suggestiveof any-
thing, proclaiming nothing, and without more character than that
of being the limit of somethingelseÑ the lowest layer of a firma-
ment of snow. From this chaotic skyful of crowding flakes the
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meadand moor momentarily receivedadditional clothing, only to
appear momentarily more naked thereby. The vast arch of cloud
abovewas strangely low, and formed as it were the roof of a large
dark cavern,gradually sinking in upon its floor; for the instinctive
thought was that the snow lining the heavensand that encrusting
the earth would soon unite into one masswithout any intervening
stratum of air at all.

We turn our attention to the left-hand characteristics; which
were flatness in respect of the river, verticality in respect of the
wall behind it, and darknessas to both. Thesefeatures made up
the mass. If anything could be darker than the sky, it was the
wall, and if any thing could be gloomier than the wall it was the
river beneath. The indistinct summit of the facade was notched
and pronged by chimneyshere and there, and upon its face were
faintly signified the oblong shapesof windows, though only in the
upper part. Below, down to the waterÕsedge, the flat was un-
broken by hole or projection.

An indescribable successionof dull blows, perplexing in their
regularity, sent their sound- with difficulty through the fluffy at-
mosphere. It was a neighbouring clock striking ten The bell was
in the open air, and being overlaid with severalinchesof muffling
snow, had lost its voice for the time. About this hour the snow
abated: ten flakes fell where twenty had fallen, then one had the
room of ten. Not long after a form moved by the brink of the
river.

By its outline upon the colourlessbackground, a closeobserver
might haveseenthat it was small. This was all that was positively
discoverable, though it seemed human.

The shapewent slowly along, but without much exertion, for
the snow, though sudden, was not as yet more than two inches
deep. At this time some words were spoken aloud: Ñ

ÒOne. Two. Three. Four. Five.Ó
Betweeneach utterance the little shapeadvancedabout half a

dozen yards. It was evident now that the windows high in the
wall were being counted. The word ÒFiveÓrepresentedthe fifth
window from the end of the wall.

Here the spot stopped, and dwindled smaller. The figure was
stooping. Then a morsel of snow flew acrossthe river towards the
fifth window. It smackedagainst the wall at a point severalyards
from its mark. The throw was the idea of a man conjoined with
the execution of a woman. No man who had ever seen bird,
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rabbit, or squirrel in his childhood, could possibly have thrown
with such utter imbecility as was shown here. Another attempt,
and another; till by degreesthe wall must have becomepimpled
with the adhering lumps of snow At last one fragment struck the
fifth window.

The river would have been; seen by day to be of that deep
smooth sort which racesmiddle and sideswith the samegliding
precision, any irregularities of speedbeing immediately corrected
by a small whirl- pool. Nothing was heard in reply to the signal
but the gurgle and cluck of one of these invisible wheels Ñ to-
gether with a few small sounds which a sad man would have
called moans, and a happy man laughter Ñ causedby the flap-
ping of the waters against trifling objects in other parts of the
stream. The window was struck again in the same manner. Then a
noise was heard, apparently produced by the opening of the win-
dow. This was followed by a voice from the same quarter.

ÒWhoÕs there?Ó
The tones were masculine,and not those of surprise. The high

wall being that of a barrack, and marriage being looked upon
with disfavour in the army, assigna- tions and communications
had probably beenmadeacrossthe river before tonight. ÒIsit Ser-
geant Troy?Ó said the blurred spot in the snow, tremulously.

This person was so much like a mere shade upon the earth,
and the other speaker so much a part of the building, that one
would have said the wall was holding a conversation with the
snow. ÒYes.Ócame suspiciously from the shadow.ÒWhatgirl are
you?Ó ÒO, Frank Ñ donÕt you know me?Ó said the spot.

ÒYour wife, Fanny Robin.Ó
ÒFanny!Ósaid the wall, in utter astonishment.ÒYes.Ósaid the

girl, with a half-suppressed gasp of emotion.
There was something in the womanÕstone which is not that of

the wife, and there was a mannerin the man which is rarely a hus-
bandÕs. The dialogue went on: ÒHow did you come here?Ó

ÒI askedwhich was your window. Forgive me!ÓÒI did not ex-
pect you to-night. Indeed, I did not think you would come at all.
It was a wonder you found me here. I am orderly to-morrow.Ó

ÒYou said I was to come.Ó
ÒWell Ñ I said that you might.Ó
ÒYes, I mean that I might. You are glad to see me, Frank?Ó
ÒO yes Ñ of course.Ó
ÒCan you Ñ come to me!Ó
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My dear Fan, no! The bugle hassounded,the barrack gatesare
closed, and I have no leave. We are all of us as good as in the
county gaol till to-morrow morning.Ó

ÒThenI shanÕtseeyou till then!ÓThe words- were in a falter-
ing tone of disappointment. ÒHow did you get here from
Weatherbury?ÓÒI walked Ñ somepart of the way Ñ the rest by
the carriers.Ó

ÒI am surprised.Ó
ÒYes Ñ so am I. And Frank, when will it be?Ó
ÒWhat?Ó
ÒThat you promised.Ó
ÒI donÕt quite recollect.Ó
ÒOYou do! DonÕtspeaklike that. It weighsme to the earth. It

makes me say what ought to be said first by you.Ó
ÒNever mind Ñ say it.Ó
ÒO, must I? Ñ it is, when shall we be married, Frank?Ó
Oh, I Ò see. Well Ñ you have to get proper clothes.Ó
ÒI have money. Will it be by banns or license?ÓÒBanns,I

should think.Ó
ÒAnd we live in two parishes.Ó
ÒDo we? What then?Ó
ÒMy lodgings are in St. MaryÕs,and this is not. So they will

have to be published in both.Ó
ÒIs that the law?Ó
ÒYes.O Frank Ñ you think me forward, I am afraid! DonÕt,

dear Frank Ñ will you Ñ for I love you so. And you said lots of
times you would marry me, and and Ñ I Ñ I Ñ I Ñ ÑÓ

ÒDonÕt cry, now! It is foolish. If i said so, of course I will.Ó
ÒAnd shall I put up the banns in my parish, and will you in

yours?Ó
ÒYesÓ
ÒTo-morrow?Ó
ÒNot tomorrow. WeÕll settle in a few days.Ó
ÒYou have the permission of the officers?Ó
ÒNo, not yet.Ó
ÒO Ñ how is it? You said you almost had before you left

Casterbridge.Ó
ÒThefact is, I forgot to ask. Your coming like this IÕllgo away

now. Will you -morroy is so sudden and unexpected.Ó
ÒYesÑ yes Ñ it is. It was wrong of me to worry you. IÕllgo

away now. Will you come and see me to-morrow, at Mrs.
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TwillsÕs,in North Street? I donÕtlike to come to the Barracks.
There are bad women about, and they think me one.Ó

ÒQuite,so. IÕll come to you, my dean Good-night.Ó ÒGood-
night, Frank Ñ good-night!Ó

And the noise was again heard of a window closing The little
spot moved away. When shepassedthe corner a subduedexclam-
ation was heard inside the wall.

ÒHo Ñ ho Ñ SergeantÑ ho Ñ ho!Ó An expostulation fol-
lowed, but it was indistinct; and it becamelost amid a low peal of
laughter, which was hardly distinguishable from the gurgle of the
tiny whirlpools outside.
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12

FARMERSÑA RULEÑIN
EXCEPTION

THE FIRST public evidenceof BathshebaÕsdecision to be a
farmer in her own person and by proxy no more was her ap-

pearance the following market-day in. the cornmarket at
Casterbridge.

The low though extensivehall, supported by beamsand pillars,
and latterly dignified by-the name of Corn Ex- change, was
thronged with hot men who talked among eachother in twos and
threes, the speakerof the minute looking sidewaysinto his audit-
orÕsface and concentrating his argument by a contraction of one
eyelid during de- livery. The greaternumber carried in their hands
ground-ash saplings, using them partly as walking-sticks and
partly for poking up pigs, sheep, neighbours with their backs
turned, and restful things in general, which seemedto require
such treatment in the course of their peregrinations. During con-
versationseachsubjectedhis sapling to great varieties of usageÑ
bending it round his back, forming anÓarchof it betweenhis two
hands, overweighting it on the ground till it reached nearly a
semicircle; or perhaps it was hastily tucked under the arm whilst
the sample-bagwas pulled forth and a hand- ful of corn poured
into the palm, which, after criticism, was flung upon the floor, an
issueof eventsperfectly well known to half-a-dozen acute town-
bred fowls which had asusual crept into the building unobserved,
and waited the fulfilment of their anticipations with a high-
stretched neck and oblique eye.

Among theseheavy yeomena feminine figure glided, the single
one of her sex that the room contained. Shewas prettily and even
daintily dressed.She moved between them as a chaise between
carts, was heard after them as a romance after sermons,was felt
among them like a breezeamong furnaces. It had required a little
determination Ñ far more than she had at first imagined Ñ to
take up a position here, for at her first entry the lumbering
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dialogues had ceased,nearly every face had been turned towards
her, and those that were already turned rigidly fixed there.

Two or three only of the farmers were personally known to
Bathsheba,and to theseshehad made her way. But if shewas to
be the practical woman shehad intended to show herself,business
must be carried on, introductions or none, and sheultimately ac-
quired con- fidence enough to speak and reply boldly to men
merely known to her by hearsay.Bathshebatoo had her sample-
bags,and by degreesadopted the professional pour into the hand
Ñ holding up the grains in her narrow palm for inspection, in
perfect Casterbridge manner. Something in the exact arch of her
upper unbroken row of teeth, and in the keenly pointed cornersof
her red mouth when, with parted lips, she somewhat defiantly
turned up her faceto arguea point with a tall man, suggestedthat
there was potentiality enough in that lithe slip of humanity for
alarming exploits of sex, and daring enough to carry them out.
But her eyeshad a softnessÑ invariably a softnessÑ which, had
they not beendark, would have seemedmistiness;as they were, it
lowered an expression that might have been piercing to simple
clearness,Strangeto say of a woman in full bloom and vigor, she
always allowed her interlocutors to finish their state-mentsbefore
rejoining with hers. In arguing on prices, he held to her own
firmly, as was natural in a dealer, and reducedtheirs persistently,
as was inevitable in a oman. But there was an elasticity in her
firmness which removed it from obstinacy, as there was a naivete
in her cheapeningwhich saved it from meanness.Those of the
farmers with whom she had no dealings by far the greater part)
were continually asking each other, ÒWho is she?ÓThe reply
would be Ñ ÒFarmerEverdeneÕsniece;took on Weatherbury Up-
per Farm; turned away the baily, and swearssheÕlldo everything
herself.Ó

The other man would then shake his head. ÒYes,Ôtisa pity
sheÕsso headstrong.Óthe first would say. ÒBut we ought to be
proud of her here Ñ she lightens up the old place. ÔTissuch a
shapelymaid, however, that sheÕllsoon get picked up.Ó It would
be ungallant to suggestthat the novelty of her engagementin such
an occupation had almost as much to do with the magnetism as
had the beauty of her face and movements.However, the interest
was general, and this SaturdayÕsdebut in the forum, whatever it
may havebeento Bathshebaas the buying and selling farmer, was
unquestionably a triumph to her as the maiden. Indeed, the
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sensationwas so pronounced that her instinct on two or three oc-
casionswas merely to walk as a queen among thesegods of the
fallow, like a little sister of a little Jove, and to neglect closing
prices altogether.

The numerous evidencesof-her power to attract were only
thrown into greater relief by a marked exception. Women seemto
have eyesin their ribbons for such matters as these. Bathsheba,
without looking within a right angle of him, was consciousof a
black sheep among the flock.

It perplexedher first. If there had beena respect-able minority
on either side, the casewould have beenmost natural. If nobody
had regarded her, she would have Ñ taken the matter indiffer-
ently Ñ suchcaseshad occurred. If everybody, this man included,
shewould have taken it as a matter of courseÑ people had done
so before. But the smallness of the exception made the mystery.

Shesoon knew thus much of the recusantÕsappear- ance. He
was a gentlemanly man, with full and distinctly outlined Roman
features, the prominences of which glowed in the sun with a
bronze-like richnessof tone. He was erect in attitude, and quiet in
demeanour. One characteristic pre-eminently marked him Ñ
dignity.

Apparently he had some time ago reached that entrance to
middle age at which a manÕsaspectnaturally ceasesto alter for
the term of a dozen yearsor so; and, artificially, a womanÕtdoes
likewise. Thirty-five and fifty were his limits of variation Ñ he
might have been either, or anywhere between the two.

It may be said that married men of forty are usually ready and
generousenough to fling passingglancesat any specimenof mod-
erate beauty they may discern by the way. Probably, as with
personsplaying whist for love, the consciousnessof a certain im-
munity under any circumstances from that worst possible
ultimate, the having to pay, makesthem unduly speculative.Bath-
shebawas convinced that this unmoved personwas not a married
man.

When marketing was over, she rushed off to Liddy, who was
waiting for her Ñ besidethe yellowing in which they had driven
to town. The horse was put in, and on they trotted BathshebaÕs
sugar, tea, and drapery parcelsbeing packed behind, and express-
ing in some indescribable manner, by their colour, shape, and
generallineaments,that they were that young lady- farmerÕsprop-
erty, and the grocerÕs and drapers no more.
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ÒIÕvebeen through it, Liddy, and it is over. I shanÕtmind it
again, for they will all havegrown accustomedto seeingme there;
but this morning it was as bad as being married Ñ eyesevery-
where!Ó ÒI knowed it would. be.ÓLiddy said ÒMen be such a
terrible class of society to look at a body.Ó ÒBut there was one
man who had more sensethan to waste his time upon me.ÓThe
information was put in this form that Liddy might not for a mo-
ment suppose her mistress was at all piqued. ÒA very good-
looking man.Ó she continued, Òupright; about forty, I should
think. Do you know at all who he could be?ÓLiddy couldnÕt
think.

ÒCanÕt you guess at all?Ó said Bathsheba with some
disappointment.

I havenÕta notion; besides,Ôtisno difference, sincehe took less
notice of you than any of the rest. Now, if heÕdtaken more, it
would have mattered a great deal.ÕBathshebawas suffering from
the reversefeeling just then, and they bowled along in silence.A
low carriage, bowling along still more rapidly behind a horse of
un- impeachablebreed, overtook and passedthem. ÒWhy, there
he is!Ó she said.

Liddy looked. ÒThat! ThatÕsFarmer Boldwood Ñ of course
Ôtis Ñ the man you couldnÕt see the other day when he called.Ó

ÒOh,Farmer Boldwood.Ómurmured Bathsheba,and looked at
him ashe outstripped them. The farmer had never turned his head
once, but with eyesfixed on the most advancedpoint along the
road, passedas uncon- sciously and abstractedly as if Bathsheba
and her charms were thin air.

ÒHeÕsan interesting man Ñ donÕt you think so?Ó she
remarked.

ÒO yes, very. Everybody owns it.Ó replied Liddy. ÒI wonder
why he is so wrapt up and indifferent, and seeminglyso far away
from all he seesaround him,Ó ÒIt is said Ñ but not known for
certain Ñ that he met with some bitter disappointment when he
was a young man and merry. A woman jilted him, they say.Ó
ÒPeoplealways say that Ñ and we know very well women
scarcelyever jilt men; Ôtisthe men who jilt us. I expect it is simply
his nature to be so reserved.ÓÒSimplyhis nature Ñ I expect so,
miss Ñ nothing else in the world.Ó

ÒStill, Ôtismore romantic to think he has been servedcruelly,
poor thingÕ!Perhaps,after all, he has! I ÒDependupon it he has.
O yes, miss, he has! feel he must have.Ó
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ÒHowever, we are very apt to think extremesof people. I Ñ
shouldnÕtwonder after all if it wasnÕta little of both Ñ just
between the two Ñ rather cruelly used and rather reserved.Ó

ÒO dear no, miss Ñ I canÕt think it between the two!Ó
ÒThatÕs most likely.Ó
ÒWell, yes, so it is. I am convinced it is most likely. You may

Ñ take my word, miss, that thatÕs whatÕs the matter with him.Ó
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13

SORTES SANCTORUMÑTHE
VALENTINE

IT WAS Sundayafternoon in the farmhouse,on the thirteenth of
February. Dinner being over, Bathsheba,for want of a better

companion, had asked Liddy to come and sit with her. The
mouldy pile was dreary in winter-time before the candles were
lighted and the shutters closed; the atmosphere of the place
seemedas old as the walls; every nook behind the furniture had a
temperatureof its own, for the fire was not kindled in this part of
the houseearly in the day; and BathshebaÕsnew piano, which was
an old one in other annals, looked particularly sloping and out of
level on the warped floor before night threw a shadeover its less
prominent anglesand hid the unpleasantness.Liddy, like a little
brook, though shallow, was always rippling; her presencehad not
so much weight as to task thought, and yet enough to exercise it.

On the table lay an old quarto Bible, bound in leather. Liddy
looking at it said, Ñ ÒDid you ever find out, miss, who you are
going to marry by meansof the Bible and key?, DonÕtbe so fool-
ish, Liddy. As if such things could be.Ó

ÒWell, thereÕsa good deal in it, all the same.ÓÒNonsense,
child.Ó

ÒAnd it makesyour heart beat fearful. Somebelievein it; some
donÕt; I do.Ó

ÒVery well, letÕstry it.Ó said Bathsheba,bounding from her
seat with that total disregard of consistency which can be in-
dulged in towards a dependent, and entering into the spirit of
divination at once. ÒGo and get the front door key.Ó

Liddy fetched it. ÒI wish it wasnÕtSunday.Óshe said, on re-
turning.ÒPerhapsÔtiswrong.Ó ÒWhatÕsright week days is right
Sundays.Óreplied her mistressin a tone which was a proof in it-
self. The book was opened Ñ the leaves,drab with age, being
quite worn away at much-read versesby the fore fingers of un-
practised readers in former days, where they were moved along
under the line as an aid to the vision. The special verse in the
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Book of Ruth was sought out by Bathsheba, and the sublime
words met her eye.They slightly thrilled and abashedher. It was
Wisdom in the abstract facing Folly in the concrete. Folly in the
concreteblushed,persistedin her intention, and placed the key on
-the book. A rusty patch immediately upon the verse,causedby
previous pressureof an iron substancethereon, told that this was
not the first time the old volume had been used for the purpose.
ÒNow keepsteady,and be silent.Ósaid Bathsheba.The Ôversewas
repeated; the book turned round; Bathsheba blushed guiltily.

ÒWho did you try?Ó said Liddy curiously. ÒI shall not tell
you.Ó

ÒDid you notice Mr. BoldwoodÕsdoings in church this morn-
ing, miss?ÓLiddycontinued, adumbrating by the remark the track
her thoughts had taken. ÒNo, indeed.Ósaid Bathsheba,with se-
rene indifference ÒHis pew is exactly opposite yours, miss.ÓÒI
know it.Ó

ÒAndyou did not seehis goingson!,ÓCertainly I did not, I tell
you. Liddy assumeda smaller physiognomy, and shut her lips
decisively.

This move was unexpected, and proportionately dis concert-
ing. ÒWhat did he do?ÓBathshebasaid perforce. DidnÕtturn his
head to look at you once all the service.

ÒWhy should he?Óagain demanded her mistress, wearing a
nettled look. I didnÕtask him to. ÒOh no. But everybody elsewas
noticing you; and it was odd he didnÕt.There, Ôtislike him. Rich
and gentlemanly, what does he care?ÓBathshebadropped into a
silenceintended to ex- pressthat she had opinions on the matter
too abstrusefor LiddyÕscomprehension,rather than that shehad
nothing to say.

ÒDearme Ñ I had nearly forgotten the valentine I bought yes-
terday.Ósheexclaimedat length. ÒValentine!who for, miss?Ósaid
Liddy. ÒFarmer Boldwood?Ó It was the single name among all
possiblewrong onesthat just at this moment seemedto Bathsheba
more pertinent than the right. ÒWell, no. It is only for little Teddy
Coggan. have promised him something, and this will be a pretty
surprise for him. Liddy, you may as well bring me my desk and
IÕlldirect it at once.ÓBathshebatook from her desk a gorgeously
illumin- ated and embosseddesignin post-octavo, which had been
bought on the previous market-day at the chief stationerÕsin Cas-
terbridge. In the centre was a small oval enclosure; this was left
blank, that the sendermight insert tender words more appropriate
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to the special occasion than any generalities by a printer could
possibly be.

ÒHereÕsa place for writing.Ó said Bathsheba. ÒWhat shall I
put?Ó

Something of this sort, I should thinkÕ, returned Liddy
promptly: Ñ

The rose is red,
The violet blue,
CarnationÕs sweet, And so are you.Ó
ÒYes,that shall be it. It just suits itself to a chubby- facedchild

like him.Ó said Bathsheba. She inserted the words in a small
though legible handwriting; enclosedthe sheetin an envelope,and
dipped her pen for the direction.

ÒWhat fun it would be to send it to the stupid old Boldwood,
and how he would wonder!Ó said the irrepressible Liddy, lifting
her eyebrows, and indulging in an awful mirth on the verge of
fear as shethought of the moral and social magnitude of the man
contem- plated.

Bathshebapausedto regard the idea at full length. BoldwoodÕs
had begunto be a troublesomeimageÑ a speciesof Daniel in her
kingdom who persisted in kneeling eastward when reason and
common sensesaid that he might just as well follow suit with the
rest, and afford her the official glance of admiration which cost
nothing at all. Shewas far from being seriously concernedabout
his nonconformity. Still, it was faintly depressingthat the most
dignified and valuable man in the parish should withhold his eyes,
and that a girl like Liddy should talk about it. SoLiddyÕsidea was
at first rather harassing than piquant. ÒNo, I wonÕtdo that. He
wouldnÕt see any humour in it.Ó

ÒHeÕdworry to death.Ósaid the persistent Liddy. ÒReally, I
donÕtcare particularly to send it to Teddy.Ó remarked her mis-
tress. ÒHeÕsrather a naughty child sometimes.ÓÒYesÑ that he
is.Ó ÒLetÕstoss as men do.Ó said Bathsheba, idly. ÒNow then,
head, Boldwood; tail, Teddy. No, we wonÕt toss money on a
Sunday that would be tempting the devil indeed.Ó

ÒTossthis hymn-book; there canÕtbe no sinfulness in that,
miss.Ó

ÒVery well. Open, Boldwood Ñ shut, Teddy. No; itÕsmore
likely to fall open. Open, Teddy Ñ shut, Boldwood.Ó

The book went fluttering in the air and came down shut.
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Bathsheba,a small yawn upon her mouth, took the pen, and
with off-hand serenity directed the missive to Boldwood.

ÒNow light a candle, Liddy. Which sealshall we use?HereÕsa
unicornÕshead Ñ thereÕsnothing in that. WhatÕsthis? Ñ two
dovesÑ no. It ought to be somethingextraordinary, ought it not,
Liddy? HereÕsone with a motto Ñ I remember it is some funny
one, but I canÕtread it. WeÕlltry this, and if it doesnÕtdo weÕll
have another.Ó A large red seal was duly affixed. Bathsheba
looked closely at the hot wax to discover the words. ÒCapital!Ó
she exclaimed, throwing down the letter frolicsomely. ÕTwould
upset the solemnity of a parson The sameevening the letter was
sent,and was duly returned to Weatherbury again in the morning.
Of love asa spectacleBathshebahad a fair knowledge; but of love
subjectively she knew nothing.
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14

EFFECT OF THE
LETTERÑSUNRISE

AT DUSK, on the eveningof St. ValentineÕsDay, Bold- wood
sat down to supper as usual, by a beaming fire of agedlogs.

Upon the mantel-shelf before him was a time-piece, surmounted
by a spreadeagle,and upon the eagleÕswings was the letter Bath-
sheba had sent. Here the bachelorÕsgaze was continually
fastening itself, till the large red sealbecameas a blot of blood on
the retina of his eye;and ashe ate and drank he still read in fancy
the words thereon, although they were too remote for his sight Ñ
ÒMARRY ME.Ó

The pert injunction was like those crystal substanceswhich,
colourless themselves,assume the tone of objects about them.
Here, in the quiet of BoldwoodÕsparlour, where everything that
,was not grave was extraneous, and where the atmosphere was
that of a Puritan Sunday lasting all the week, the letter and its
dictum changedÓtheir tenor from the thoughtlessnessof their ori-
gin to a deepsolemnity, imbibed from their accessoriesnow. Since
the receipt of the missive in the morning, Boldwood had felt the
symmetry of his existenceto be slowly getting distorted in the dir-
ection of an ideal passion. The disturbance was as the first
floating weed to Columbus Ñ the eontemptibly little suggesting
possibilities of the infinitely great. The letter must have had an
origin and a motive. That the latter was of the smallestmagnitude
com- patible with its existenceat all, Boldwood, of course, did
not know. And such an explanation did not strike him as a pos-
sibility even. It is foreign to a mystified condition of mind to
realize of the mystifier that the processesof approving a course
suggestedby circumstance,and of striking out a course from in-
ner impulse, would look the same in the result. The vast
differencebetweenstarting a train of events,and direct- ing into a
particular groove a seriesalready started, is rarely apparent to the
person confounded by the issue.

When Boldwood went to bed he placed the valen- tine in the
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corner of the looking-glass.He was consciousof its presence,even
when his back was turned upon it. It was the first time in Bold-
woodÕslife that suchan eventhad occurred. The samefascination
that causedhim to think it an act which had a deliberate motive
prevented him from regarding it as an impertinence. He looked
again at the direction. The mysterious influencesof night invested
the writing with the presenceof the unknown writer. SomebodyÕs
some womanÕsÑ hand had travelled softly over the paper bear-
ing his name; her unrevealedeyeshad watched every curve as she
formed it; her brain had seenhim in imagination the while. Why
should shehave imagined him? Her mouth Ñ were the lips red or
pale, plump or creased?Ñ had curved itself to a certain expres-
sion as the pen went on Ñ the corners had moved with all their
natural tremulousness:what had been the expression?The vision
of the woman writing, as a supplementto the words written, had
no individuality. Shewas a misty shape,and well she might be,
considering that her original was at that moment sound asleep
and oblivious of all love and letter-writing under the sky.
WheneverBoldwood dozed shetook a form, and com- paratively
ceasedto be a vision: when he awoke there was the letter justify-
ing the dream. The moon shoneto-night, and its light was not of
a customary kind. His window admitted only a reflection of its
rays, and the pale sheenhad that reverseddirection which snow
gives, coming upward and lighting up his ceiling in an unnatural
way, casting shadows in strange places,and putting lights where
shadows had used to be.

The substanceof the epistlehad occupiedhim but little in com-
parison with the fact of its arrival. He suddenly wondered if
anything more might be found in the envelopethan what he had
withdrawn. He jumped out of bed in the weird light, took the let-
ter, pulled out the flimsy sheet,shook the envelopeÑ searchedit.
Nothing more was there. Boldwood looked, as he had a hundred
times the precedingday, at the insistent red seal:ÒMarry me.Óhe
said aloud. The solemn and reservedyeoman again closedthe let-
ter, and stuck it in the frame of the glass. In doing so he caught
sight of his reflectedfeatures,wan in expression,and insubstantial
in form. He saw how closely compressedwas his mouth, and that
his eyeswere wide-spreadand vacant. Feelinguneasyand dis- sat-
isfied with himself for this nervous excitability, he returned to
bed.

Then the dawn drew on. The full power of the clear heaven
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was not equal to that of a cloudy sky at noon, when Boldwood
arose and dressedhimself. He descendedthe stairs and went out
towards the gate of a field to the east, leaning over which he
paused and looked around.

It was one of the usual slow sunrisesof this time of the year,
and the sky, pure violet in the zenith, was leaden to the north-
ward, and murky to the east, where, over the snowy down or
ewe-leaseon Weatherbury Upper Farm, and apparently resting
upon the ridge, the only half of the sun yet visible burnt rayless,
like a red and flamelessfire shining over a white hearthstone.The
whole effect resembled a sunset as childhood resembles age.

In other directions, the fields and sky were so much of one col-
our by the snow, that it was difficult in a hasty glance to tell
whereaboutsthe horizon occurred; and in general there was here,
too, that before-mentioned preternatural inversion of light and
shadewhich attends the prospectwhen the garish brightnesscom-
monly in the sky is found on the earth, and the shadesof earth are
in the sky. Over the west hung the wasting moon, now dull and
greenish-yellow,like tarnished brass.Boldwood was listlessly not-
ing how the frost had hardened and glazed the surface of the
snow, till it shone in the red eastern light wit-h the polish of
marble; how, in someportions of the slope, withered grass-bents,
encasedin icicles,bristled through the smooth wan coverlet in the
twisted and curved shapesof old Venetian glass; and how the
footprints of a few birds, which had hopped over the snow whilst
it lay in the state of a soft fleece,were now frozen to a short per-
ma- nency. A half-muffled noise of light wheels interrupted him.
Boldwood turned back into the road. It was the mail-cart Ñ a
crazy, two-wheeled vehicle, hardly heavy enough to resist a puff
of wind. The driver held out a letter. Boldwood seized it and
opened it, ex- pecting another anonymous one Ñ so greatly are
peopleÕsideas of probability a mere sensethat precedentwill re-
peat itself.

ÒI donÕtthink it is for you, sir.Ó said the man, when he saw
BoldwoodÕsaction. ÒThough there is no name I think it is for
your shepherd.ÓBoldwood looked then at the addressÑ To the
New Shepherd,

Weatherbury Farm,
Near Casterbridge.
ÒOh Ñ what a mistake! Ñ it is not mine. Nor is it for my
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shepherd.It is for Miss EverdeneÕs.ÓYou had better take it on to
him Ñ Gabriel Oak Ñ and say I opened it in mistake.

At this moment, on the ridge, up against the blazing sky, a fig-
ure was visible, like the black snuff in the midst of a candle-flame.
Then it moved and beganto bustle about vigorously from placeto
place, carrying squareskeleton masses,which were riddled by the
samerays. A small figure on all fours followed behind. The tall
form was that of Gabriel Oak; the small one that of George; the
articles in courseof transit were hurdles. ÒWait,Ósaid Boldwood.
ThatÕsthe man on the hill. IÕlltake the letter to him myself.ÕTo
Boldwood it was now no longer merely a letter to I another man.
It was an opportunity. Exhibiting a face pregnant with intention,
he enteredthe snowy field. Gabriel, at that minute, descendedthe
hill towards the right. The glow stretched down in this direction
now, and touched the distant roof of WarrenÕsMalthouse whither
the shepherd was apparently bent: Boldwood followed at a
distance.
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15

THE SCARLET and orange light outside the malthouse did
not penetrateto its interior, which was, asusual, lighted by a

rival glow of similar hue, radiating from the hearth. The maltster,
after having lain down in his clothes for a few hours, was now sit-
ting besidea three-leggedtable, breakfasting of bread and bacon.
This was eatenon the platelesssystem,which is performed by pla-
cing a slice of bread upon the table, the meat flat upon the bread,
a mustard plaster upon the meat, and a pinch of salt upon the
whole, then cutting them vertically downwards with a large
pocket-knife till wood is reached, when the severedlamp is im-
paled on the knife, elevated,and sent the proper way of food. The
maltsterÕslack of teeth appeared not to sensibly diminish his
powers as a mill. He had been without them for so many years
that toothlessnesswas felt lessto be a defect than hard gums an
acquisition. Indeed, he seemedto approach the grave as a hyper-
bolic curve approachesa straight line Ñ less directly as he got
nearer, till it was doubtful if he would ever reach it at all. In the
ashpit was a heap of potatoes roasting, and a boiling pipkin of
charred bread, called Òcoffee.Ófor the benefit of whomsoever
should call, for WarrenÕswas a sort of clubhouse. used as an al-
ternative to the in! ÒI say, says I, we get a fine day, and then
down comes a snapper at night.Ó was a remark now suddenly
heard spreading into the malthouse from the door, which had
beenopened the previous moment. The form of Henery Fray ad-
vancedto the fire, stamping the snow from his boots when about
half-way there. The speechand entry had not seemedto be at all
an abrupt begin- ning to the maltster, introductory matter being
often omitted in this neighbourhood, both from word and deed,
and the maltster having the same latitude allowed him, did not
hurry to reply. He picked up a fragment of cheese,by pecking
upon it with his knife, as a butcher picks up skewers.

Henery appeared in a drab kerseymeregreat-coat, buttoned
over his smock-frock, the white skirts of the latter being visible to
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the distanceof about a foot below the coat-tails, which, when you
got usedto the style of dress,looked natural enough,and evenor-
namental Ñ it certainly was comfortable.

Matthew Moon, JosephPoorgrass,and other carters and wag-
goners followed at his heels, with great lanterns dangling from
their hands, which showed that they had just come from the cart-
horse stables, where they had been busily engaged since four
oÕclockthat morning. ÒAnd how is she getting on without a
baily?Ó the maltster inquired.

Henery shook his head, and smiled one of the bitter smiles,
dragging all the flesh of his forehead into a corrugated heap in the
centre.

ÒSheÕllrue it Ñ surely, surely!Ó he said Ò Benjy Pennyways
were not a true man or an honest baily Ñ as big a betrayer as Ju-
das Iscariot himself. But to think she can carrÕon alone!Ó He
allowed his head to swing laterally three or four times in silence.
ÒNever in all my creeping up Ñ never!Ó

This was recognizedby all as the conclusion of some gloomy
speechwhich had been expressedin thought alone during the
shake of the head; Henery meanwhile retained several marks of
despair upon his face, to imply that they would be required for
use again directly he should go on speaking.

ÒAll will be ruined, and ourselvestoo, or thereÕsno meat in
gentlemenÕshouses!Ósaid Mark Clark. ÒA headstrong maid,
thatÕswhat sheis Ñ and wonÕtlisten to no adviceat all. Pride and
vanity have ruined many a cobblerÕsdog. Dear, dear, when I
think oÕit, I sorrows like a man in travel!Ó ÒTrue, Henery, you
do, IÕveheard ye.Ósaid JosephPoorgrassin a voice of thorough
attestation, and with a wire-drawn smile of misery.

ÒTwould do a martel man no harm to have whatÕsunder her
bonnet.Ósaid Billy Smallbury, who had just entered, bearing his
one tooth before him. ÒShecan spaik real language, and must
have some sensesome- where. Do ye foller me?ÓÒI do: but no
baily Ñ I deservedthat place.Ówailed Henery, signifying wasted
genius by gazing blankly at visions of a high destiny apparently
visible to him on Billy SmallburyÕssmock-frock. ÒThere,Ôtwasto
be, I suppose.Your lot is your lot, and Scripture is nothing; for if
you do good you donÕtget rewarded according to your works,
but be cheated in some mean way out of your recompense.Ó

ÒNo, no; I donÕtagreewithÕeethere.Ósaid Mark Clark. GodÕs
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a perfect gentlemanin that respect.ÒGoodworks good pay, so to
speak it.Ó attested Joseph Poorgrass.

A short pauseensued,and as a sort of entrÕacteHenery turned
and blew out the lanterns, which the increaseof daylight rendered
no longer necessaryeven in the malthouse, with its one pane of
glass.ÒI wonder what a farmer-woman can want with a harpsi-
chord, dulcimer, pianner, or whatever Ôtisthey dÕcallit?Ósaid the
maltster. ÒLiddy saith sheÕvea new one.ÓÒGot a pianner?ÓÒAy.
Seemsher old uncleÕsthings were not good enoughfor her. SheÕve
bought all but everything new. ThereÕsheavy chairs for the stout,
weak and wiry ones for the slender; great watches, getting on to
the sizeof clocks, to stand upon the chimbley-piece.ÓPictures,for
the most part wonderful frames. ÒAnd long horse-hair settlesfor
the drunk, with horse- hair pillows at eachend.Ósaid Mr. Clark.
ÒLikewiselooking-glassesfor the pretty, and lying books for the
wicked.Ó

firm loud tread was now heard stamping outside; the door was
opened about six inches, and somebody on the other side ex-
claimed Ñ ÒNeighbours, have ye got room for a few new-born
lambs?ÓAy, sure, shepherd.Ósaid the conclave. The door was
flung back till it kicked the wall and trembled from top to bottom
with the blow. Mr. Oak appeared in the entry with a steaming
face, hay- bands wound about his ankles to keep out the snow, a
leather strap round his waist outside the smock-frock, and look-
ing altogether an epitome of the worldÕshealth and vigour. Four
lambs hung in various embarrassingattitudes over his shoulders,
and the dog George, whom Gabriel had contrived to fetch from
Norcombe, stalked solemnly behind.

ÒWell, ShepherdOak, and howÕslambing this year, if I mid
say it?Ó inquired JosephPoorgrass.ÒTerrible trying,Ó said Oak.
ÒIÕvebeen wet through twice a-day, either in snow or rain, this
last fortnight. Cainy and I havenÕttined our eyesto-night.Ó ÒA
good few twins, too, I hear?ÓÒToo many by half. Yes; Ôtisa very
queer lambing this year. We shanÕthave done by Lady Day.Ó
ÒAnd last year Ôtwerall over by SexajessamineSunday.ÓJoseph
remarked.

ÒBringon the rest Cain.Ósaid Gabriel, Òand then run back to
the ewes. IÕll follow you soon.Ó Cainy Ball Ñ a cheery-faced
young lad, with a small circular orifice by way of mouth, ad-
vanced and deposited two others, and retired as he was bidden.
Oak lowered the lambs from their unnatural elevation, wrapped
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them in hay, and placed them round the fire. ÒWeÕveno lambing-
hut here, as I usedto have at Norcombe.Ósaid Gabriel, Òand Ôtis
such a plague to bring the weakly onesto a house. If ÔtwasnÕtfor
your place here, malter, I donÕtknow what I should do! this keen
weather. And how is it with you to-day, malter?ÓÒOh, neither
sick nor sorry, shepherd, but no younger.Ó

ÒAy Ñ I understand.Ó
ÒSitdown, ShepherdOak,Ócontinued the ancient man of malt.

ÒAndhow was the old placeat Norcombe, when ye went for your
dog? I should like to see the old familiar spot; but faith, I
shouldnÕtÕ know a soul there now.Ó

ÒI supposeyou wouldnÕt.ÔTisaltered very much.ÓÒIs it true
that Dicky HillÕswooden cider-houseis pulled down?ÓÒO yesÑ
years ago, and DickyÕscottage just above it.Ó Well, to be sure!,
ÒYes;and TompkinsÕsold apple-tree is rooted that used to bear
two hogsheads of cider; and no help from other trees.Ó

ÒRooted?Ñ you donÕtsay it! Ah! stirring times we live in Ñ
stirring times.ÓAnd you can mind the old well that usedto be in
the middle of the place?ThatÕsturned into a solid iron pump with
a large stone trough, and all complete. ÒDear, dear Ñ how the
face of nations alter, and what we live to seenowadays! Yes Ñ
and Ôtisthe same here. TheyÕvebeen talking but now of the
misÕessÕs strange doings.Ó

ÒWhat have you been saying about her?Ó inquired Oak,
sharply turning to the rest, and getting very warm.

ÒThesemiddle-aged men have been pulling her over the coals
for pride and vanity.Ó said Mark Clark; Òbut I say, let her have
rope enough. Blessher pretty face shouldnÕtI like to do so Ñ
upon her cherry lips!Ó The gallant Mark Clark here made a pecu-
liar and well known sound with his own.

ÒMark.Ó said Gabriel, sternly, Ònow you mind this! none of
that dalliance-talk Ñ that smack-and-coddle style of yours Ñ
about Miss Everdene. I donÕt allow it. Do you hear? Ó

ÒWith all my heart, as IÕvegot no chance.Óreplied Mr. Clark,
cordially. ÒI suppose youÕvebeen speaking against her?Ó said
Oak, turning to Joseph Poorgrass with a very grim look.

ÒNo, no Ñ not a word I Ñ Ôtisa real joyful thing that sheÕsno
worse, thatÕswhat I say.Ósaid Joseph, trembling and blushing
with terror. ÒMatthew just said Ñ ÑÓ ÒMatthew Moon, what
have you beensaying?ÓaskedOak. ÒI?Why ye know I wouldnÕt
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harm a worm Ñ no, not one underground worm?Ósaid Matthew
Moon, looking very uneasy.

ÒWell, somebody has Ñ and look here, neighbours.ÓGabriel,
though one of the quietest and most gentle men on earth, rose to
the occasion, with martial promptness and vigour. ÒThatÕsmy
fist.ÓHere he placedhis fist, rather smaller in sizethan a common
loaf, in the mathemarical centre of the maltsterÕslittle table, and
with it gavea bump or two thereon, as if to ensurethat their eyes
all thoroughly took in the idea of fistinessbefore he went further.
ÒNow Ñ the first man in the parish that I hear prophesying bad
of our mistress,whyÓ(here the fist was raisedand let fall asTÕhor
might have done with his hammer in assayingit) Ñ ÒheÕllsmell
and taste that Ñ or IÕma Dutchman.ÓAll earnestlyexpressedby
their features that their minds did not wander to Holland for a
moment on account of this statement,but were deploring the dif-
ference which gave rise to the figure; and Mark Clark cried
ÒHear,hear; just what I should haÕsaid.ÓThe dog Georgelooked
up at the sametime after the shepherdÕsmenace,and though he
understood English but imperfectly, began to growl.

ÒNow, donÕtye take on so, shepherd, and sit down!Ó said
Henery, with a deprecatingpeacefulnessequal to anything of the
kind in Christianity.

ÒWe hear that ye be a extraordinary good and clever man,
shepherd.Ósaid JosephPoorgrasswith considerableanxiety from
behind the maltsterÕsbed- steadwhither he had retired for safety.
ÒTisa great thing to be clever, IÕmsure.Óhe added,making move-
ments associatedwith statesof mind rather than body; Òwewish
we were, donÕtwe, neighbours?ÓÒAy, that we do, sure.Ósaid
Matthew Moon, with a small anxious laugh towards Oak, to
show how very friendly disposed he was likewise.

ÒWhoÕs been telling you IÕm clever?Ó said Oak.
ÒTis blowed about from pillar to post quite common,Ó said

Matthew. ÒWehear that ye can tell the time aswell by the starsas
we can by the sun and moon, shepherd.Ó

ÒYes,I can do a little that way.Ósaid Gabriel, asa man of me-
dium sentimentson the subject.namesupon their waggonsalmost
like copper-plate, with beautiful flourishes, and great long tails. A
excellent fine thing for ye to be such a clever man, shepherd.
JosephPoorgrassused to prent to Farmer JamesEverdeneÕswag-
gonsbefore you came,and Ôacould nevermind which way to turn
the JÕsand EÕsÑ could ye, Joseph?ÓJosephshook his head to
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expresshow absolute was the fact that he couldnÕt.ÒAnd so you
usedto do Ôemthe wrong way, like this, didnÕtye, Joseph?ÓMat-
thew marked on the dusty floor with his whip-handle.

ÒAnd how Farmer Jameswould cuss, and call thee a fool,
wouldnÕthe, Joseph,when Ôaseedhis name looking so inside-out-
like?Ó continued Matthew Moon with feeling.

ÒAyÑ Ôawould.Ó said Joseph,meekly. ÒBut,you see,I wasnÕt
so much to blame, for them JÕsand EÕsbe such trying sons oÕ
witches for the memory to mind whether they face backward or
forward; and I always had such a forgetful memory, too.Ó

ÒTis a bad afiction for ye, being such a man of calamities in
other ways.Ó

ÒWell, Ôtis;but a happy Providenceordered that it should be
no worse, and I feel my thanks. As to shepherd, there, IÕmsure
misÕessought to havemadeye her baily Ñ sucha fitting man forÕt
as you be.ÓÒI donÕtmind owning that I expectedit.Ó said Oak,
frankly.ÒIndeed, I hoped for the place. At the same time, Miss
Everdenehas a right to be own baily if shechooseÑ and to keep
me down to be a common shepherd only.Ó Oak drew a slow
breath, looked sadly into the bright ashpit, and seemedlost in
thoughts not of the most hopeful hue.

The genial warmth of the fire now began to stimulate the
nearly lifeless lambs to bleat and move their limbs briskly upon
the hay, and to recognizefor the first time the fact that they were
born. Their noise increasedto a chorus of baas,upon which Oak
pulled the milk-can from before the fire, and taking a small tea-
pot from the pocket of his smock-frock, filled it with milk, and
taught those of the helplesscreatures which were not to be re-
stored to their dams how to drink from the spout Ñ a trick they
acquired with astonishing aptitude.

ÒAnd shedonÕteven let ye have the skins of the dead lambs, I
hear?ÓresumedJosephPoorgrass,his eyeslingering on the opera-
tions of Oak with the neces- sary melancholy.

ÒI donÕthave them.Ó said Gabriel. ÒYe be very badly used,
shepherd.ÓhazardedJosephagain, in the hope of getting Oak as
an ally in lamenta- tion after all. ÒI think sheÕstook against ye Ñ
that I do.Ó

ÒO no Ñ not at all.Ó replied Gabriel, hastily, and a sigh es-
capedhim, which the deprivation of lamb skins could hardly have
caused.

Before any further remark had been added a shadedarkened
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the door, and Boldwood entered the malthouse, bestowing upon
each a nod of a quality between friendli- ness and condescension.

ÒAh! Oak, I thought you were here.Óhe said. ÒI met the mail-
cart ten minutes ago, and a letter was put into my hand, which I
opened without reading the address. I believe it is yours. You
must excuse the accident please.Ó

ÒO yesÑ not a bit of difference, Mr. Boldwood Ñ not a bit.Ó
said Gabriel, readily. He had not a corre- spondent on earth, nor
was there a possible letter coming to him whose contents the
whole parish would not have been welcome to persue.

Oak stepped aside, and read the following in an unknown
hand: Ñ

Dear Friend, Ñ

I do not know your name, but l think these few lines will
reach you, which I wrote to thank you for your kindness to
me the night I left Weatherbury in a recklessway. I also re-
turn the money I owe you, which you will excusemy not
keeping as a gift. All has endedwell, and I am happy to say I
am going to be married to the young man who has courted
me for some time Ñ SergeantTroy, of the 11th Dragoon
Guards, now quartered in this town. He would, I know, ob-
ject to my having receivedanything except as a loan, being a
man of great respecta-bility and high honour Ñ indeed, a
nobleman by blood.

I should be much obliged to you if you would keep the con-
tents of this letter a secret for the present, dear friend.

We mean to surprise Weatherbury by coming there soon as
husband and wife, though l blush to state it to one nearly a
stranger. The sergeantgrew up in Weatherbury. Thank- ing
you again for your kindness, I am, your sincere well-wisher,

Fanny Robin

ÒHave you read it, Mr. Boldwood?Ó said Gabriel; Òif not, you
had better do so. I know you are interested in Fanny Robin.Ó

Boldwood read the letter and looked grieved.
ÒFannyÑ poor Fanny! the end she is so confident of has not
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yet come, sheshould rememberÑ and may never come. I seeshe
gives no address.ÓÒWhat sort of a man is this SergeantTroy?Ó
said Gabriel.

ÒHÕmÑ IÕmafraid not one to build much hope upon in sucha
caseas this.Óthe farmer murmured, ÒthoughheÕsa clever fellow,
and up to everything. A slight romance attachesto him, too. His
mother was a French governess,and it seemsthat a secretattach-
ment existed between her and the late Lord Severn. She was
married to a poor medical man, and soon after an infant was
horn; and while money was forthcoming all went on well. Unfor-
tunately for her boy, his best friends died; and he got then a
situation as secondclerk at a lawyerÕsin Casterbridge.He stayed
there for sometime, and might have worked himself into a digni-
fied position of somesort had he not indulged in the wild freak of
enlisting. I have much doubt if ever little Fanny will surprise us in
the way she mentions Ñ very much doubt A silly girl! Ñ silly
girl!Ó

The door was hurriedly burst open again, and in camerunning
Cainy Ball out of breath, his mouth red and open, like the bell of
a penny trumpet, from which he coughed with noisy vigour and
great distension of face. ÒNow, Cain Ball.Ó said Oak, sternly,
Òwhy will you run so fast and lose your breath so? IÕmalways
telling you of it.Ó

ÒOh Ñ I Ñ a puff of mee breath Ñ went Ñ the Ñ wrong
way, please,Mister Oak, and made me cough Ñ hok Ñ hok!Ó
ÒWell Ñ what have you come for?ÓÒIÕverun to tell ye.Ósaid the
junior shepherd,supporting his exhaustedyouthful frame against
the doorpost,Óthat you must comedirectlyÕ.Two more eweshave
twinned Ñ thatÕswhatÕsthe matter, ShepherdOak.Ó ÒOh, thatÕs
it.Ó said Oak, jumping up, and dimissing for the present his
thoughts on poor Fanny. ÒYouare a good boy to run and tell me,
Cain, and you shall smell a large plum pudding some day as a
treat. But, before we go, Cainy, bring the tarpot, and weÕllmark
this lot and have done with Ôem.ÓOak took from his illimitable
pockets a marking iron, dipped it into the pot, and imprintcd on
the buttocks of the infant sheepthe initials of her he delighted to
muse on Ñ ÒB.E..Ówhich signified to all the region round that
henceforth the lambs belonged to Farmer Bathsheba Everdene,
and to no one else. ÒNow, Cainy, shoulder your two, and off
Good morning, Mr. Boldwood.Ó The shepherd lifted the sixteen
large legs and four small bodies he had himself brought, and
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vanished with them in the direction of the lambing field hard by
Ñ their frames being now in a sleekand hopeful state, pleasantly
contrasting with their deathÕs-doorplight of half an hour before.
Boldwood followed him a little way up the field, hesitated, and
turned back. He followed him again with a last resolve,annihilat-
ing return. On approaching the nook in which the fold was
constructed, the farmer drew out-his pocket-book, unfastened-it,
and allowed it to lie open on his hand. A letter was revealedÑ
Bath- shebaÕs.

ÒI was going to ask you, Oak.Ó he said, with unreal careless-
ness,Òif you know whose writing this is? Oak glanced into the
book, and replied instantly, with a flushed face, Ò Miss
EverdeneÕs.ÓOak had coloured simply at the consciousnessof
sounding her name. He now felt a strangely distressing qualm
from a new thought.Ó The letter could of coursebe no other than
anonymous, or the inquiry would not have been necessary.

Boldwood mistook his confusion: sensitivepersonsare always
ready with their ÒIs it I?Ó in preference to objective reasoning.

ÒThe question was perfectly fair.Ó he returned Ñ and there
was something incongruous in the serious earnest- ness with
which he applied himself to an argument on a valentine. ÒYou
know it is always expected that privy inquiries will be made:
thatÕswhere the Ñ fun lies.Ó If the word ÒfunÓ had been
Òtorture.Óit could not have beenuttered with a more constrained
and restlesscountenancethan was BoldwoodÕsthen.ÓSoon part-
ing from Gabriel, the lonely and reserved man returned to his
houseto breakfast Ñ feeling twinges of shameand regret at hav-
ing so far exposed his mood by those fevered questions to a
stranger. He again placed the letter on the mantelpiece, and sat
down to think of the circumstancesattending it by the light of
GabrielÕs information.
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16

ALL SAINTSÕ AND ALL SOULSÕ

ON A WEEK-DAY morning a small congregation, con- sist-
ing mainly of women and girls, rose from its knees in the

mouldy nave of a church called All SaintsÕ,in the distant barrack-
town before mentioned, at the end of a servicewithout a sermon.
They were about to disperse,when a smart footstep, entering the
porch and coming up the central passage,arrestedtheir attention.
The step echoedwith a ring unusual in a church; it was the clink
of spurs. Everybody looked. A young cavalry soldier in a red uni-
form, with the three chevronsof a sergeantupon his sleeve,strode
up the aisle, with an embarrassmentwhich was only the more
marked by the intensevigour of his step, and by the deter- mina-
tion upon his face to show none. A slight flush had mounted his
cheekby the time he had run the gauntlet betweenthesewomen;
but, passingon through the chancel arch, he never pausedtill he
came close to the altar railing. Here for a moment he stood alone.

The officiating curate, who had not yet doffed his surplice, per-
ceivedthe new-comer,and followed him to the communion-space.
He whispered to the soldier, and then beckonedto the clerk, who
in his turn whispered to an elderly woman, apparently his wife,
and they also went up the chancel steps.ÒTis a wedding!Ó mur-
mured some of the women, brightening. ÒLetÕswait!Ó The
majority again sat down.

There was a creaking of machinery behind, and some of the
young onesturned their heads.From the interior face of the west
wall of the tower projected a little canopy with a quarter-jack and
small bell beneath it, the automaton being driven by the same
clock machinery that struck the large bell in the tower. Be- tween
the tower and the church was a close screen,the door of which
was kept shut during services,hiding this grotesque clockwork
from sight. At present, how- ever, the door was open, and the
egressof the jack, the blows on the bell, and the mannikinÕsre-
treat into.the nook again, were visible to many, and audible
through- out the church.
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The jack had struck half-past eleven.
ÒWhereÕs the woman?Ó whispered some of the spectators.
The young sergeantstood still with the abnormal rigidity of

the old pillars around. He faced the south- east,and was as silent
as he was still. The silence grew to be a noticeable thing as the
minutes went on, and nobody else appeared, and not a soul
moved. The rattle of the quarter-jack again from its niche, its
blows for three-quarters, its fussy retreat, were almost painfully
abrupt, and caused many of the congregation to start palpably.

ÒI wonder where the woman is!Ó a voice whispered again.
There began now that slight shifting of feet, that artificial

coughing among several, which betrays a nervous suspense.At
length there was a titter. But the soldier never moved. There he
stood, his face to the south-east,upright as a column, his cap in
his hand. The clock ticked on. The women threw off their
nervousness,and titters and giggling becamemore frequent. Then
camea deadsilence.Every one was waiting for the end. Someper-
sons may have noticed how extraordinarily the striking of
quarters. seemsto quicken the flight of time. It was hardly cred-
ible that the jack had not got wrong with the minutes when the
rattle began again, the puppet emerged, and the four quarters
were struck fitfully as before: One could al- most be positive that
there was a malicious leer upon the hideous creatureÕsface, and a
mischievousdelight in its twitchings. Then, followed the dull and
remote resonanceof the twelve heavy strokes in the tower above.
The women were impressed, and there was no giggle this time.

The clergyman glided into the vestry, and the clerk vanished.
The sergeanthad not yet turned; every woman in the church was
waiting to seehis face, and he appearedto know it. At last he did
turn, and stalked resolutely down the nave,braving them all, with
a compressedlip. Two bowed and toothless old almsmen then
looked at each other and chuckled, innocently enough; but the
sound had a strange weird effect in that place.

Opposite to the church was a pavedsquare,around which sev-
eral overhanging wood buildings of old time cast a picturesque
shade. The young man on leaving the door went to cross the
square, when, in the middle, he met a little woman. The expres-
sion of her face, which had been one of intense anxiety, sank at
the sight of his nearly to terror. ÒWell?Óhe said, in a suppressed
passion, fixedly looking at her.

ÒO, Frank Ñ I made a mistake! Ñ I thought that church with
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the spire was All SaintsÕ,and I was at the door at half-past eleven
to a minute asyou said. waited till a quarter to twelve, and found
then that I was in All SoulsÕ.But I wasnÕtmuch frightened, for I
thought it could be to-morrow as well.Ó ÒYou fool, for so fooling
me! But sayno more.ÓÒShallit be to-morrow, Frank?Ósheasked
blankly. ÒTo-morrow!Ó and he gave vent to a hoarse laugh. ÒI
donÕtgo through that experienceagain for some time, I warrant
you!Ó

ÒButafter all.Ósheexpostulated in a trembling voice, Òthemis-
take was not sucha terrible thing! Now, dear Frank, when shall it
be?ÓÒAh, when? God knows!Ó he said, with a light irony, and
turning from her walked rapidly away.
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17

IN THE MARKET-PLACE

ON SATURDAY Boldwood was in Casterbridgemarket houseas
usual, when the disturber of his dreamsenteredand becamevis-

ible to him. Adam had awakened from his deep sleep,and behold!
there was Eve. The farmer took courage,and for the first time really
looked at her.

Material causesand emotional effectsarenot to bearrangedin reg-
ular equation. The result from capital employed in the production of
any movement of a mental nature is sometimesas tremendousas the
causeitself is absurdly minute. When women are in a freakish mood,
their usual intuition, either from carelessnessor inherent defect,seem-
ingly fails to teach them this, and henceit was that Bathshebawas
fated to be astonished today.

Boldwood looked at her Ñ not slily, critically, or understandingly,
but blankly at gaze,in the way a reaperlooks up at a passingtrain Ñ
as something foreign to his element, and but dimly understood. To
Bold- wood women had beenremote phenomenarather than neces-
sary complementsÑ cometsof suchuncertain aspect,movement,and
permanence,that whether their orbits were asgeometrical,unchange-
able, and assubjectto laws ashis own, or asabsolutely erratic asthey
superficially appeared, he had not deemed it his duty to consider.

He sawher black hair, her correct facial curvesand profile, and the
roundnessof her chin and throat. He saw then the sideof her eyelids,
eyes,and lashes,and the shapeof her ear. Next he noticed her figure,
her skirt, and the very solesof her shoes.Boldwood thought her beau-
tiful, but wondered whether he was right in his thought, for it seemed
impossible that this romance in the flesh, if so sweetas he imagined,
could have beengoing on long without creating a commotion of de-
light among men, and pro- voking more inquiry than Bathshebahad
done, eventhough that was not a little. To the bestof his judge- ment
neither nature nor art could improve this perfect one of an imperfect
many. His heart beganto move within him. Boldwood, it must be re-
membered, though forty years of age, had never before inspecteda
woman with the very centre and force of his glance; they had struck
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upon all his sensesat wide angles.Was shereally beautiful? He could
not assurehimself that his opinion was true evennow. He fur- tively
said to a neighbour, ÒIs Miss Everdene considered handsome?Ó

ÒOyes;shewas a good deal noticed the first time shecame,if you
remember. A very handsome girl indeed.Ó

A man is never more credulous than in receiving favourable opin-
ions on the beautyof a woman heis half, or quite, in love with; a mere
childÕsword on the point has the weight of an R.A.Õs.Boldwood was
satisfied now.

And this charming woman had in effect said to him, ÒMarry me.Ó
Why should shehave done that strangething? BoldwoodÕsblindness
to the difference between approving of what circumstancessuggest,
and originating what they do not suggest,was well matchedby Bath-
shebaÕs insensibility to the possibly great issues of little beginnings.

Shewas at this moment coolly dealing with a dashingyoung farm-
er, adding up accounts with him as indiffer- ently as if his face had
beenthe pagesof a ledger.It was evident that sucha nature ashis had
no attraction for a woman of BathshebaÕstaste. But Boldwood grew
hot down to his handswith an incipient jealousy;he trod for the first
time the threshold of Òtheinjured loverÕshell.ÓHis first impulsewasto
go and thrust himself betweenthem. This could be done, but only in
one way Ñ by asking to seea sample of her corn. Boldwood re-
nounced the idea. He could not make the request; it was debasing
lovelinessto ask it to buy and sell, and jarred with his conceptionsof
her. All this time Bathshebawas consciousof having broken into that
dignified stronghold at last. His eyes,she knew, were following her
everywhere.This wasa triumph; and had it comenaturally, sucha tri-
umph would havebeenthe sweeterto her for this piquing delay.But it
had been brought about by misdirected ingenuity, and she valued it
only asshevalued an artificial flower or a wax fruit. Beinga woman
with somegood sensein reasoningon subjectswherein her heart was
not involved, Bath- shebagenuinely repentedthat a freak which had
owed its existenceas much to Liddy as to herself, should ever have
beenundertaken, to disturb the placidity of a man sherespectedtoo
highly to deliberately tease.Shethat day nearly formed the intention of
begging his pardon on the very next occasion of their meeting. The
worst features of this arrangement were that, if he thought she ri-
diculed him, an apology would in- crease the offence by being
disbelieved;and if he thought shewanted him to woo her, it would
read like additional evidence of her forwardness.
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18

BOLDWOOD IN
MEDITATIONÑREGRET

BOLDWOOD was tenant of what was called Little
Weatherbury Farm, and his person was the nearest ap-

proach to aristocracy that this remoter quarter of the parish could
boast of. Genteelstrangers,whosegod was their town, who might
happen to be compelled to linger about this nook for a day, heard
the sound of light wheels, and prayed to seegood society, to the
degreeof a solitary lord, or squire at the very least, but it was
only Mr. Boldwood going out for the day. They heard the sound
of wheels yet once more, and were re-animated to expectancy:it
was only Mr. Bold- wood coming home again.

His housestood recessedfrom the road, and the stables,which
are to a farm what a fireplace is to a room, were behind, their
lower portions being lost amid bushesof laurel. Inside the blue
door, open half-way down, were to be seenat this time the backs
and tails of half-a-dozen warm and contented horsesstanding in
their stalls; and as thus viewed, they pre- sented alternations of
roan and bay, in shapes like a Moorish arch, the tail being a
streak down the midst of each. Over these, and lost to the eye
gazing in from the outer light, the mouths of the same animals
could be heard busily sustaining the above-named warmth and
plumpnessby quantities of oats and hay. The restlessand shad-
owy figure of a colt wandered about a loose-box at the end,
whilst the steady grind of all the eaterswas occasionally diversi-
fied by the rattle of a rope or the stamp of a foot.

Pacing up and down at the heels of the animals was Farmer
Boldwood himself. This placewas his almonry and cloister in one:
here, after looking to the feeding of his four-footed dependants,
the celibate would walk and meditate of an evening till the
moonÕsrays streamed in through the cobwebbed windows, or
total darkness enveloped the scene.

His square-framed perpendicularity showed more fully now
than in the crowd and bustle of the market-house. In this
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meditative walk his foot met the floor with heeland toe simultan-
eously, and his fine reddish-fleshedface was bent downwards just
enough to render obscure the still mouth and the well-rounded
though rather prominent and broad chin. A few clear and thread-
like horizontal lines were the only interruption to the otherwise
smooth surface of his large forehead.

The phasesof BoldwoodÕslife were ordinary enough, but his
was not an ordinary nature. That stillness, which struck casual
observersmore than anything elsein his character and habit, and
seemedso precisely like the rest of inanition, may have been the
perfect balance of enormous antagonistic forces Ñ positives and
negativesin fine adjustment. His equilibrium disturbed, he was in
extremity at once. If an emotion possessedhim at all, it ruled him;
a feeling not mastering him was entirely latent. Stagnantor rapid,
it was never slow. He was always hit mortally, or he was missed.
He had no light and carelesstouches in his constitu- tion, either
for good or for evil. Stern in the outlines of action, mild in the de-
tails, he was seriousthroughout all. He saw no absurd sidesto the
follies of life, and thus, though not quite companionable in the
eyes of merry men and scoffers, and those to whom all things
show life as a jest, he was not intolerable to the earnestand those
acquainted with grief. Being a man -who read all the dramas of
life seriously, if he failed to pleasewhen they were comedies,there
was no frivolous treat- ment to reproach him for when they
chanced to end tragically.

Bathsheba was far from dreaming that the dark and silent
shapeupon which shehad so carelesslythrown a seedwas a hot-
bed of tropic intensity. Had she known BoldwoodÕsmoods, her
blame would have been fearful, and the stain upon her heart in-
eradicable.Moreover, had sheknown her presentpower for good
or evil over this man, shewould have trembled at her responsibil-
ity. Luckily for her present,unluckily for her future tran- quillity,
her understanding had not yet told her what Boldwood was.
Nobody knew entirely; for though it was possibleto form guesses
concerning his wild capa- bilities from old floodmarks faintly vis-
ible, he had never beenseenat the high tides which causedthem.
Farmer Boldwood came to the stable-door and looked forth
acrossthe level fields. Beyond the first enclosurewas a hedge,and
on the other side of this a meadow belonging to BathshebaÕs farm.

It was now early spring Ñ the time of going to grasswith the
sheep,when they have the first feed of the meadows,before these
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are laid up for mowing. The wind, which had been blowing east
for severalweeks,had veeredto the southward, and the middle of
spring had come abruptly Ñ almost without a beginning. It was
that period in the vernal quarter when we map supposethe Dry-
ads to be waking for the season.The vegetableworld begins to
move and swell and the sapsto rise, till in the completest silence
of lone gardens and trackless plantations, where- everything
seems-help- lessand still after the bond and slaveryof frost, there
are bustlings, strainings, united thrusts, and pulls-all- together, in
comparison with which the powerful tugs of cranesand pulleys in
a noisy city are but pigmy efforts. Boldwood, looking into the dis-
tant meadows, saw there three figures. They were those of Miss
Everdene, Shepherd Oak, and Cainy Ball.

When BathshebaÕsfigure shone upon the farmerÕseyes it
lighted him up as the moon lights up a great tower. A manÕsbody
is as the shell; or the tablet, of his soul, as he is reservedor in-
genuous, overflowing or self-contained. There was a change in
BoldwoodÕsexterior from its former impassibleness;and his face
showed that he was now living outside his defencesfor the first
time, and with a fearful senseof exposure. It is the usual experi-
ence of strong natures when they love.

At last he arrived at a conclusion. It was to go acrossand in-
quire boldly of her.

The insulation of his heart by reserveduring thesemany years,
without a channel of any kind for disposable emotion, had
worked its effect. It has been observed more than once that the
causesof love are chiefly subjective, and Boldwood was a living
testimony to the truth of the proposition. No mother existed to
absorb his devotion, no sister for his tenderness,no idle ties for
sense.He became surcharged with the compound, which was
genuine loverÕs love.

He approachedthe gate of the meadow. Beyond it the ground
was melodious with ripples, and the sky with larks; the low bleat-
ing of the flock mingling with both. Mistress and man were
engagedin the operation of making a lamb Òtake.Ówhich is per-
formed whenever an ewe has lost her own offspring, one of the
twins of another ewe being given her as a substitute. Gabriel had
skinned the dead lamb, and was tying the skin over the body of
the live lamb, in the customary manner, whilst Bathsheba was
holding open a little pen of four hurdles, into which the Mother
and foisted lamb were driven, where they would remain till the
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old sheep conceived an affection for the young one. Bathsheba
looked up at the completion of the manouvre, and saw the farmer
by the gate, where he was overhung by a willow tree in full
bloom. Gabriel, to whom her face was as the uncertain glory of
an April day, was ever regardful of its faintest changes,and in-
stantly discerned thereon the mark of some influence from
without, in the form of a keenly self-consciousreddening.He also
turned and beheldBoldwood. At oneeconnecting thesesignswith
the letter Bold- wood had shown him, Gabriel suspectedher of
some coquettish procedure begun by that means,and carried on
since, he knew not how.

Farmer Boldwood had read the pantomime denoting that they
were aware of his presence,and the perception was as too much
light turned upon his new sensibility. He was still in the road, and
by moving on he hoped that neither would recognizethat he had
originally intended to enter the field. He passedby with an utter
and overwhelming sensation of ignorance, shyness,and doubt.
Perhapsin her manner there were signsthat shewished to seehim
Ñ perhapsnot Ñ he could not read a woman. The cabala of this
erotic philosophy seemedto consist of the subtlest meaningsex-
pressedin misleading ways. Every turn, look, word, and accent
contained a mystery quite distinct from its obvious import, and
not one had ever been pondered by him until now.

As for Bathsheba, she was not deceived into the belief that
Farmer Boldwood had walked by on businessor in idleness.She
collected the probabilities of the case,and concluded that shewas
herself responsible for BoldwoodÕsappearancethere. It troubled
her much to seewhat a great flame a little Wildfire was likely to
kindle. Bathshebawas no schemerfor marriage, nor was she de-
liberately a trifler with the affections of men, and a censorÕs
experienceon seeingan actual flirt after observingher would have
been a feeling of surprise that Bathsheba could be so different
from sucha one, and yet so like what a flirt is supposedto be. She
resolved never again, by look or by sign, to interrupt the steady
flow of this manÕslife. But a resolution to avoid an evil is seldom
framed till the evil is so far advanced as to make avoidance
impossible.
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19

THE SHEEP-WASHINGÑTHE
OFFER

BOLDWOOD did eventually call upon her. She was not at
home. ÒOf course not.Ó he murmured. In con- templating

Bathshebaas a woman, he had forgotten the accidentsof her posi-
tion as an agriculturist Ñ that being as much of a farmer, and as
extensivea farmer, as himself, her probable whereaboutswas out-
of-doors at this time of the year. This, and the other oversights
Boldwood was guilty of, were natural to the mood, and still more
natural to the circumstances.The great aids to idealization in love
were present here: occasional observation of her from a distance,
and the absenceof social intercourse with her Ñ visual familiarity,
oral strangeness.The smaller human elements were kept out of
sight; the pettinessesthat enter so largely into all earthly living and
doing were disguisedby the accidentof lover and loved-onenot be-
ing on visiting terms; and there was hardly awakeneda thought in
Boldwood that sorry household realities appertained to her, or that
she,like all others, had momentsof commonplace,when to be least
plainly seenwas to be most prettily remembered.Thus a mild sort
of apotheosis took place in his fancy, whilst she still lived and
breathed within his own horizon, a troubled creature like himself.

It was the end of May when the farmer determined to be no
longer repulsedby trivialities or distracted by suspense.He had by
this time grown usedto being in love; the passionnow startled him
lessevenwhen it tortured him more, and he felt himself adequateto
the situation. On inquiring for her at her housethey had told him
she was at the sheepwashing, and he went off to seek her there.

The sheep-washingpool was a perfectly circular basin of brick-
work in the meadows, full of the clearestwater. To birds on the
wing its glassysurface,reflecting the light sky, must have beenvis-
ible for miles around as a glistening CyclopsÕeye in a green face.
The grassabout the margin at this seasonwas a sight to remember
long Ñ in a minor sort of way. Its activity in sucking the moisture
from the rich damp sod. was almost a pro- cessobservableby the
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eye. The outskirts of this level water-meadow were diversified by
rounded and hollow pastures, where just now every flower that
was not a buttercup was a daisy. The river slid along noiselesslyas
a shade, the swelling reeds and sedgeforming a flexible palisade
upon its moist brink. To the north of the mead were trees, the
leavesof which were new, soft, and moist, not yet having stiffened
and darkened under summer sun and drought, their colour being
yellow besidea greenÑ greenbesidea yellow. From the recessesof
this knot of foliage the loud notes of three cuckoos were resound-
ing through the still air.

Boldwood went meditating down the slopeswith his eyeson his
boots, which the yellow pollen from the buttercups had bronzed in
artistic gradations. A tribu- tary of the main streamflowed through
the basin of the pool by an inlet and outlet at opposite points of its
diameter. Shepherd Oak, Jan Coggan, Moon, Poor- grass, Cain
Ball, and severalothers were assembledhere,all dripping wet to the
very roots of their hair, and Bathshebawas standing by in a new
riding-habit Ñ the most elegantshehad ever worn Ñ the reins of
her horse being looped over her arm. Flagonsof cider were rolling
about upon the green.The meek sheepwere pushed into the pool
by Cogganand Matthew Moon, who stood by the lower hatch, im-
mersedto their waists; then Gabriel, who stood on the brink, thrust
them under as they swam along, with an instrument like a crutch,
formed for the purpose, and also for assistingthe exhaustedanim-
als when the wool becamesaturated and they beganto sink. They
were let out against the stream,and through the upper opening, all
impurities flowing away below. Cainy Ball and Joseph,who per-
formed this latter operation, were if possible wetter than the rest;
they resembleddolphins under a fountain, every protuberance and
angle of their clothes dribbling forth a small rill.

Boldwood came close and bade her good-morning, with such
constraint that shecould not but think he had steppedacrossto the
washing for its own sake, hoping not to find her there; more, she
fancied his brow severeand his eye slighting. Bathshebaimmedi-
ately contrived to withdraw, and glided along by the river till she
was a stoneÕsthrow off. Sheheard footstepsbrushing the grass,and
had a consciousnessthat love was encircling her like a perfume. In-
steadof turning or waiting, Bathshebawent further among the high
sedges,but Boldwood seemeddetermined, and pressedon till they
were completely past the bend of the river. Here, without being
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seen, they could hear the splashing and shouts of the washers
above.

ÒMiss Everdene!Ó said the farmer.
Shetrembled, turned, and said ÒGoodmorning.Ó His tone was

so utterly removedfrom all shehad expectedasa beginning. It was
lownessand quiet accentuated:an emphasisof deepmeanings,their
form, at the sametime, being scarcelyexpressed.Silencehas some-
times a remarkable power of showing itself asthe disembodiedsoul
of feeling wandering without its carcase,and it is then more im-
pressivethan speech.In the sameway, to say a little is often to tell
more than to say a great deal. Boldwood told everything in that
word.

As the consciousnessexpandson learning that what was fancied
to be the rumble of wheelsis the reverbera-tion of thunder, so did
BathshebaÕs at her intuitive conviction.

ÒI feel Ñ almost too much Ñ to think.Ó he said, with a solemn
simplicity. ÒI have come to speakto you with- out preface.My life
is not my own sinceI have beheld you clearly, Miss EverdeneÑ I
come to make you an offer of marriage.Ó

Bathshebatried to preservean absolutely neutral countenance,
and all the motion shemadewas that of closing lips which had pre-
viously been a little parted. ÒI am now forty-one years old.Ó he
went on. ÒI may have beencalled a confirmed bachelor, and I was
a confirmed bachelor. I had neverany views of myself asa husband
in my earlier days, nor have I made any calculation on the subject
since I have beenolder. But we all change,and my change,in this
matter, came with seeingyou. I have felt lately, more and more,
that my present way of living is bad in every respect.Beyond all
things, I want you asmy wife.ÓÒIfeel, Mr. Boldwood, that though
I respectyou much, I do not feel Ñ what would justify me to Ñ in
accepting your offer.Ó she stammered.This giving back of dignity
for dignity seemedto open the sluicesof feeling that Boldwood had
as yet kept closed.

ÒMy life is a burden without you.Óhe exclaimed, in a low voice.
ÒI want you Ñ I want you to let me say I love you again and
again!Ó

Bathsheba answered nothing, and the mare upon her arm
seemedso impressed that instead of cropping the herbage she
looked up.

ÒI think and hope you care enough for me to listen to what I
have to tell!Ó
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BathshebaÕsmomentary impulse at hearing this was to ask why
he thought that, till she rememberedthat, far from being a con-
ceited assumption on BoldwoodÕspart, it was but the natural
conclusion of seriousreflec- tion basedon deceptivepremisesof her
own offering. ÒI wish I could say courteous flatteries to you.Ó the
farmer continued in an easiertone, Òand put my rugged feeling in-
to a graceful shape:but I have neither power nor patienceto learn
such things. I want you for my wife Ñ so wildly that no other feel-
ing can abide in me; but I should not have spoken out had I not
been led to hope.Ó

The valentine again! O that valentine!Õshe said to herself, but
not a word to him.

ÒIf you can love me say so, Miss Everdene.If not Ñ donÕtsay
no!Ó

ÒMr. Boldwood, it is painful to have to say I am surprised, so
that I donÕtknow how to answeryou with propriety and respectÑ
but am only just able to speakout my feeling Ñ I mean my mean-
ing; that I am afraid I canÕtmarry you, much as I respectyou. You
are too dignified for me to suit you, sir.Ó

ÒBut, Miss Everdene!Ó
ÒIÑ I didnÕtÑ I know I ought never to havedreamt of sending

that valentine Ñ forgive me, sir Ñ it was a wanton thing which no
woman with any self-respectshould have done. If you will only
pardon my thought- lessness,I promise never to Ñ Ñ ÒNo, no, no.
DonÕtsay thoughtlessness!Make me think it was something more
Ñ that it was a sort of prophetic instinct Ñ the beginning of a feel-
ing that you would like me. You torture me to say it was done in
thoughtlessnessÑ I never thought of it in that light, and I canÕten-
dure it. Ah! I wish I knew how to win you! but that I canÕtdo Ñ I
can only ask if I have already got you. If I have not, and it is not
true that you have come unwittingly to me as I have to you, I can
say no more.Ó

ÒIhavenot fallen in love with you, Mr. Boldwood Ñ certainly I
must say that.ÓSheallowed a very small smile to creepfor the first
time over her seriousfacein sayingthis, and the white row of upper
teeth, and keenly- cut lips already noticed, suggestedan idea of
heartless-ness,which was immediately contradicted by the pleasant
eyes.

ÒBut you will just think Ñ in kindness and conde- scension
think Ñ if you cannot bear with me as a husband! I fear I am too
old for you, but believeme I will take more careof you than would
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many a man of your own age. I will protect and cherish you with
all my strength Ñ I will indeed! You shall haveno caresÑ be wor-
ried by no household affairs, and live quite at ease,Miss Everdene.
The dairy superintendenceshall be done by a man Ñ I can afford it
will Ñ you shall neverhaveso much asto look out of doors at hay-
making time, or to think of weather in the harvest. I rather cling; to
the chaise,becauseit is he samemy poor father and mother drove,
but if you donÕtlike it I will sell it, and you shall have a pony-car-
riage of your own. I cannot sayhow far aboveeveryother idea and
object on earth you seemto me Ñ nobody knows Ñ God only
knows Ñ how much you are to me!Ó

BathshebaÕsheart was young, and it swelled with sympathy for
the deep-natured man who spoke so simply.

ÒDonÕtsay it! donÕt!I cannot bear you to feel so much, and me
to feel nothing. And I am afraid they will notice us, Mr. Boldwood.
Will you let the matter rest now? I cannot think collectedly. I did
not know you were going to saythis to me. O, I am wicked to have
made you suffer so!ÓShewas frightened as well as agitated at his
vehemence.

ÒSay then, that you donÕt absolutely refuse. Do not quite
refuse?Ó

ÒI can do nothing. I cannot answer.ÓImay speak to you again
on the subject?Ó

ÒYes.Ó
ÒI may think of you?Ó
ÒYes, I suppose you may think of me.Ó
ÒAnd hope to obtain you?Ó
ÒNo Ñ do not hope! Let us go on.Ó
ÒI will call upon you again to-morrow.Ó
ÒNo Ñ please not. Give me time.Ó
ÒYesÑ I will give you any time.Ó he said earnestly and grate-

fully. ÒI am happier now.Ó
ÒNo Ñ I beg you! DonÕtbe happier if happinessonly comes

from my agreeing. Be neutral, Mr. Bold- wood! I must think.Ó
ÒI will wait.Ó he said.
And then she turned away. Boldwood dropped his gazeto the

ground, and stood long like a man who did not know where he
was. Realities then returned upon him like the pain of a wound re-
ceived in an excitement which eclipses it, and he, too, then went on.
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20

PERPLEXITYÑGRINDING THE
SHEARSÑA QUARREL

H E IS so disinterestedand kind to offer me all that I can de-
sire.Ó Bathsheba mused.

Yet Farmer Boldwood, whether by nature kind or the reverseto
kind, did not exercisekindness, here. The rarest offerings of the
purest loves are but a self- indulgence, and no generosity at all.

Bathsheba,not being the least in love with him, was eventually
able to look calmly at his offer. It was one which many women of
her own station in the neighbour- hood, and not a few of higher
rank, would have been wild to accept and proud to publish. In
everypoint of view, ranging from politic to passionate,it was desir-
able that she, a lonely girl, should marry, and marry this earnest,
well-to-do, and respectedman. He was close to her doors: his
standing was sufficient: his qualities were evensupererogatory.Had
shefelt, which shedid not, any wish whatever for the married state
in the abstract, shecould not reasonablyhaverejectedhim, being a
woman who frequently appealedto her under, standing for deliver-
ance from her whims. Boldwood as a means to marriage was
unexceptionable:sheesteemedand liked him, yet shedid not want
him. It appearsthat ordinary men take wives becausepossessionis
not possible without marriage, and that ordinary women accept
husbands becausemarriage is not possible with, out possession;
with totally differing aims the method is the sameon both sides.
But the understood incentive on the womanÕspart was wanting
here. Besides,Bath- shebaÕsposition as absolute mistressof a farm
and housewas a novel one, and the novelty had not yet begun to
wear off.

But a disquiet filled her which was somewhatto her credit, for it
would have affected few. Beyond the men- tioned reasons with
which she combated her objections, she had a strong feeling that,
having beenthe one who beganthe game,sheought in honesty to
acceptthe conse-quences.Still the reluctanceremained.Shesaid in
the same breath that it would be ungenerous not to marry
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Boldwood, and that shecouldnÕtdo it to saveher life. BathshebaÕs
was an impulsive nature under a delibera- tive aspect.An Elizabeth
in brain and a Mary Stuart in spirit, sheoften performed actions of
the greatesttemerity with a manner of extremediscretion. Many of
her thoughts were perfect syllogisms; unluckily they always re-
mained thoughts. Only a few were irrational assumptions; but,
unfortunately, they were the oneswhich most frequently grew into
deeds.

The next day to that of the declaration she found Gabriel Oak
at the bottom of her garden,grinding his shearsfor the sheep-shear-
ing. All the surrounding cottageswere more or lessscenesof the
sameoperation; the scurr of whetting spread into the sky from all
parts of the village as from an armury previous to a campaign.
Peaceand war kiss each other at their hours of prepara- tion Ñ
sickles, scythes,shears,and pruning-hooks, ranking with swords,
bayonets, and lances, in their common necessity for point and edge.

Cainy Ball turned the handle of GabrielÕsgrindstone, his head
performing a melancholy see-sawup and down with each turn of
the wheel. Oak stood somewhatasEros is representedwhen in the
act of sharpeninghis arrows: his figure slightly bent, the weight of
his body thrown over on the shears,and his head balanced side-
ways, with a critical compressionof the lips and contrac- tion of
the eyelids to crown the attitude.

His mistress came up and looked upon them in silence for a
minute or two; then she said Ñ

Cain, go to the lower meadand catch the bay mare. IÕllturn the
winch of the grindstone. I want to speak to you, Gabriel.

Cain departed, and Bathsheba took the handle. Gabriel had
glanced up in intense surprise, quelled its expression,and looked
down again. Bathshebaturned the winch, and Gabriel applied the
shears.The peculiar motion involved in turning a wheel hasa won-
derful tendency to benumb the mind. It is a sort of attenuated
variety of IxionÕspunishment, and contributes a dismal chapter to
the history of heavy,and the bodyÕscentreof gravity seemsto settle
by degreesin a leaden lump somewherebe- tween the eyebrows
and the crown. Bathshebafelt the unpleasant symptoms after two
or three dozen turns.

ÒWill you turn, Gabriel, and let me hold the shears?Óshesaid.
ÔMyhead is in aÕwhirl,and I canÕttalk. Gabriel turned. Bathsheba
then began, with some awkwardness, allowing her thoughts to

THOMAS HARDY

113



stray occasion-ally from her story to attend to the shears,which re-
quired a little nicety in sharpening.

ÒIwanted to ask you if the men madeany observa-tions on my
going behind the sedge with Mr. Boldwood yesterday?Ó

ÒYes,they did.Ó said Gabriel. ÒYou donÕthold the shearsright,
miss Ñ I knew you wouldnÕt know the way Ñ hold like this.Ó

He relinquished the winch, and inclosing her two hands com-
pletely in his own (taking each as we some- times slap a childÕs
hand in teaching him to write), grasped the shears with her.
ÒIncline the edge so,Ó he said.

Hands and shearswere inclined to suit the words, and held thus
for a peculiarly long time by the in- structor as he spoke.

ÒThatwill do.ÓexclaimedBathsheba.ÒLoosemy hands. I wonÕt
have them held! Turn the winch.Ó Gabriel freed her hands quietly,
retired to his handle, and the grinding went on.

ÒDid the men think it odd?Ó she said again.
ÒOdd was not the idea, miss.Ó
ÒWhat did they say?Ó
ÒThatFarmer BoldwoodÕsnameand your own were likely to be

flung over pulpit together before the year was out.Ó
ÒI thought so by the look of them! Why, thereÕsnothing in it. A

more foolish remark was nevermade,and I want you to contradict
it! thatÕs what I came for.Ó

Gabriel looked incredulous and sad, but between his moments
of incredulity, relieved.

ÒThey must have heard our conversation.Ó she continued.
ÒWell, then, Bathsheba!Ósaid Oak, stopping the handle, and

gazing into her face with astonishment.
ÒMiss Everdene, you mean,Ó she said, with dignity.
ÒI mean this, that if Mr. Boldwood really spoke of marriage, I

bainÕtgoing to tell a story and say he didnÕtto pleaseyou. I have
already tried to please you too much for my own good!Ó

Bathshebaregardedhim with round-eyedperplexity. Shedid not
know whether to pity him for disappointed love of her, or to be
angry with him for having got over it Ñ his tone being ambiguous.

ÒI said I wanted you just to mention that it was not true I was
going to be married to him.Ó shemur- mured, with a slight decline
in her assurance. ÒI can say that to them if you wish, Miss
Everdene.And I could likewise give an opinion to Ôeeon what you
have done.Ó

ÒI daresay.But I donÕtwant your opinion.ÓI supposenot. said
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Gabriel bitterly, and going on with his turning, his words rising and
falling in a regular swell and cadenceashe stoopedor rosewith the
winch, which directed them, according to his position, perpendicu-
larly into the earth, or horizontally along the garden,his eyesbeing
fixed on a leaf upon the ground.

With Bathshebaa hastenedact was a rash act; but, as doesnot
always happen, time gained was prudence insured. It must be ad-
ded, however, that time was very seldomgained.At this period the
single opinion in the parish on herself and her doings that sheval-
ued as sounder than her own was Gabriel OakÕs. And the
outspoken honesty of his character was such- that on any subject
eventhat of her love for, or marriage with, another man, the same
disinter- estednessof opinion might be calculated on, and be had
for the asking. Thoroughly convinced of the impossibility of his
own suit, a high resolve constrained him not to injure that of an-
other. This is a loverÕsmost stoical virtue, as the lack of it is a
loverÕsmost venial sin. Knowing he would reply truly, she asked
the question, painful as shemust have known the sub- ject would
be. Such is the selfishnessof some charm- ing women. Perhapsit
was someexcusefor her thus torturing honesty to her own advant-
age, that shehad absolutely no other sound judgment within easy
reach. ÒWell, what is your opinion of my conduct.Ó she said,
quietly.

ÒThat it is unworthy of any thoughtful, and meek, and comely
woman.Ó

In an instant BathshebaÕsface coloured with the angry crimson
of a danby sunset.But sheforbore to utter this feeling, and the reti-
cenceof her tongue only made the loquacity of her face the more
notice- able.

The next thing Gabriel did was to make a mistake. ÒPerhaps
you donÕtlike the rudenessof my repri- manding you, for I know it
is rudeness; but I thought it would do good.Ó

Sheinstantly replied sarcasticallyÑ ÒOnthe contrary, my opin-
ion of you is so low, that I seein your abusethe praiseof discerning
people!ÓÒI am glad you donÕtmind it, for I said it honestly and
with every serious meaning.Ó

I see.But, unfortunately, when you try not to speak in jest you
are amusing Ñ just as when you wish to avoid seriousnessyou
sometimessaya sensibleword It was a hard hit, but Bathshebahad
unmistakably lost her temper, and on that account Gabriel had
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never in his life kept his own better. He said nothing. She then
broke out Ñ

ÒImay ask, I suppose,where in particular my unworthiness lies?
In my not marrying you, perhaps!ÒNot by any means.Ósaid Gabri-
el quietly. ÒI have long given up thinking of that matter.ÓOr
wishing it, I suppose.Óshesaid; and it was apparent that sheexpec-
ted an unhesitating denial of this supposition. Whatever Gabriel
felt, he coolly echoed her words Ñ ÒOr wishing it either.Ó

A woman may be treated with a bitternesswhich is sweetto her,
and with a rudenesswhich is not offensive. Bathshebawould have
submitted to an indignant chastisementfor her levity had Gabriel
pro- testedthat he was loving her at the sametime; the impetuosity
of passionunrequited is bearable,even if it stings and anathemat-
izes there is a triumph in the humiliation, and a tendernessin the
strife. This was what shehad beenexpecting,and what shehad not
got. To be lectured becausethe lecturer saw her in the cold morning
light of open-shuttered disillusion was exasperating. He had not
finished, either. He continued in a more agitated voice: Ñ

ÒMy opinion is (sinceyou ask it) that you are greatly to blame
for playing pranks upon a man like Mr. Boldwood, merely as a
pastime.Leading on a man you donÕtcarefor is not a praiseworthy
action. And even,Miss Everdene,if you seriously inclined towards
him, you might have let him find it out in someway of true loving-
kindness, and not by sending him a valentineÕsletter.Ó Bathsheba
laid down the shears.

ÒIcannot allow any man to Ñ to criticise my private Conduct!Ó
sheexclaimed. ÒNor will I for a minute. So youÕllpleaseleave the
farm at the end of the week!ÓIt may have beena peculiarity Ñ at
any rate it was a fact Ñ that when Bathshebawas swayed by an
emotion of an earthly sort her lower lip trembled: when by a re-
fined emotion, her upper or heavenward one. Her nether lip
quivered now.

ÒVerywell, so I will.Ó said Gabriel calmly. He had beenheld to
her by a beautiful thread which it pained him to spoil by breaking,
rather than by a chain he could not break. ÒIshould be evenbetter
pleased to go at once.Ó he added.

ÒGoat once then, in HeavenÕsname!Ósaid she,hereyesflashing
at his, though nevermeeting them. ÒDonÕtlet me seeyour faceany
more.ÓÒVerywell, Miss EverdeneÑ so it shall be.ÓAnd he took
his shearsand went away from her in placid dignity, as Moses left
the presence of Pharaoh.
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21

TROUBLES IN THE FOLDÑA
MESSAGE

GABRIEL OAK had ceasedto feed the Weatherbury flock for
about four-and-twenty hours, when on Sunday afternoon

the elderly gentlemen Joseph Poorgrass, Matthew Moon, Fray,
and half-a-dozenothers, camerunning up to the houseof the mis-
tress of the Upper Farm.

ÒWhateveris the matter, men?Óshesaid, meeting them at the
door just as shewas coming out on her way to church, and ceas-
ing in a moment from the close compressionof her two red lips,
with which she had accompanied the exertion of pulling on a
tight glove. ÒSixty!Ó said Joseph Poorgrass.

ÒSeventy!Ó said Moon.
ÒFifty-nine!Ó said Susan TallÕs husband.
ÒÑ Sheep have broke fence.Ó said Fray.
ÒÑ And got into a field of young clover.Ó said Tall.
ÒÑ Young clover!Ó said Moon.
ÒÑ Clover!Ó said Joseph Poorgrass.
ÒAnd they be getting blasted.Ó said Henery Fray.
ÒThat they be.Ó said Joseph.
ÒAnd will all die as dead as nits, if they bainÕtgot out and

cured!Ósaid Tall.
JosephÕscountenancewas drawn into lines and puckers by his

concern. FrayÕsforehead was wrinkled both perpendicularly and
crosswise,after the pattern of a portcullis, expressiveof a double
despair. Laban TallÕslips were thin, and his face were rigid. Mat-
thewÕsjaws sank, and his eyesturned whichever way the strongest
muscle happened to pull them.

ÒYes.Ósaid Joseph,Òand I was sitting at home, looking for
Ephesians,and saysI to myself, ÕTisnothing but Corinthians and
Thessaloniansin this dangedTestament.Ówhen who should come
in but Henery there: ÒJoseph,Óhe said, Òthe sheep have With
Bathshebait was a moment when thought was blasted theirselves
ÑÓ
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With Bathsheba it was a moment when thought was speech
and speechexclamation. Moreover, shehad hardly recoveredher
equanimity since the disturbance which she had suffered from
OakÕs remarks.

ÒThatÕsenough Ñ thatÕsenough! Ñ oh, you fools!Ó shecried,
throwing the parasol and Prayer-book into the passage,and run-
ning out of doors in the direction signified. ÒTo come to me, and
not go and get them out directly! Oh, the stupid numskulls!ÓHer
eyes were at their darkest and brightest now.

BathshebaÕsbeauty belonged rather to the demonian than to
the angelic school, she never looked so well as when she was
angry Ñ and particularly when the effect was heightened by a
rather dashing velvet dress, care- fully put on before a glass.

All the ancient men ran in a jumbled throng after her to the
clover-field, Josephsinking down in the midst when about half-
way, like an individual withering in a world which was more and
more insupportable. Having once received the stimulus that her
presence always gave them they went round among the sheep with
a will. The majority of the afflicted animals were lying down, and
could not be stirred. Thesewere bodily lifted out, and the others
driven into the adjoining field. Here, after the lapse of a few
minutes, severalmore fell down, and lay helplessand livid as the
rest. Bathsheba, with a sad, bursting heart, looked at these
primest specimens of her prime flock as they rolled there Ñ

Swoln with wind and the rank mist they drew. Many of them
foamed at the mouth, their breathing being quick and short,
whilst the bodies of all were fearfully distended.

ÒO, what can I do, what can I do!Ó said Bathsheba,helplessly.
ÒSheepare suchunfortunate animals! Ñ thereÕsalways something
happening to them! I never knew a flock passa year without get-
ting into some scrape or other.Ó

ÒThereÕs only one way of saving them.Ó said Tall.
ÒWhatway? Tell me quick!Ó ÒTheymust be pierced in the side

with a thing made on purpose.Ó
ÒCan you do it? Can I?Ó
ÒNo, maÕam.We canÕt,nor you neither. It must be done in a

particular spot. If ye go to the right or left but an inch you stab
the ewe and kill her. Not even a shepherdcan do it, as a rule.Ó
ÒThen they must die.Ó she said, in a resigned tone.

ÒOnly one man in the neighbourhood knows the way,Ó said
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Joseph, now just come up. ÒHe could cure Ôemall if he were
here.Ó

ÒWho is he? LetÕsget him!Ó ÒShepherdOak,Ó said Matthew.
ÒAh, heÕs a clever man in talents!Ó

ÒAh, that he is so!Ó said Joseph Poorgrass.
ÒTrue Ñ heÕs the man.Ó said Laban Tall.
ÒHow dare you name that man in my presence!Óshe said ex-

citedly. ÒI told you never to allude to him, nor shall you if you
stay with me. Ah!Ó she added, brighten- ing, ÒFarmerBoldwood
knows!Ó ÒO no, maÕamÓsaid Matthew. ÒTwo of his store ewes
got into some vetchestÕotherday, and were just like these. He
sent a man on horseback here post-haste for Gable, and Gable
went and savedÔem,Farmer Boldwood hev got the thing they do
it with. ÔTisa holler pipe, with a sharp pricker inside. IsnÕtit,
Joseph?Ó

ÒAy Ñ a holler pipe.Ó echoed Joseph. ÒThatÕs what Ôtis.Ó
ÒAy, sure Ñ thatÕsthe machine.Óchimed in Henery Fray, re-

flectively, with an Oriental indifference to the flight of time.
ÒWell,Ó burst out Bathsheba, donÕt stand there with your

ÒayesÕand your ÒsuresÕtalking at me! Get somebody to cure the
sheepinstantly! All then stalked or in consternation, to get some-
body as directed, without any idea of who it was to be. In a
minute they had vanished through the gate, and she stood alone
with the dying flock.

ÒNeverwill I sendfor him never!Óshesaid firmly. One of the
ewes here contracted its muscles horribly, extended itself, and
jumped high into the air. The leap was an astonishing one. The
ewe fell heavily, and lay still.

Bathshebawent up to it. The sheepwas dead. ÒO, what shall I
do Ñ what shall I do!Ó sheagain exclaimed, wringing her hands.
ÒI wonÕt send for him.

No, I wonÕt!Ó
The most vigorous expressionof a resolution doesnot always

coincide with the greatestvigour of the resolution itself. It is often
flung out as a sort of prop to support a decaying conviction
which, whilst strong, required no enunciation to prove it so. The
ÒNo, I wonÕtÓof Bathshebameant virtually, ÒI think I must.ÓShe
followed her assistantsthrough the gate, and lifted her hand to
one of them. Laban answered to her signal.

ÒWhere is Oak staying?Ó
ÒAcrossthe valley at Nest Cottage!ÓÒJumpon the bay mare,
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and ride across,and sayhe must return instantly Ñ that I sayso.Ó
Tall scrambled off to the field, and in two minutes was on Poll,
the bay, bare-backed,and with only a halter by way of rein. He
diminished down the hill.

Bathshebawatched. So did all the rest. Tall canteredalong the
bridle-path through Sixteen Acres, Sheeplands,Middle Field The
Flats, CappelÕsPiece,shrank almost to a point, crossedthe bridge,
and ascendedfrom the valley through Springmeadand Whitepits
on the other side.The cottage to which Gabriel had retired before
taking his final departure from the locality was visible as a white
spot on the opposite hill, backed by blue firs. Bathshebawalked
up and down. The men enteredthe field and endeavouredto ease
the anguish of the dumb creatures by rubbing them. Nothing
availed.

Bathshebacontinued walking. The horse was seendescending
the hill, and the wearisomeserieshad to be repeatedin reverseor-
der: Whitepits, Springmead, CappelÕsPiece, The Flats, Middle
Field, Sheeplands,SixteenAcres.Shehoped Tall had had presence
of mind enoughto give the mare up to Gabriel, and return himself
on foot. The rider neared them. It was Tall.

ÒO, what folly!Ó said Bathsheba.
Gabriel was not visible anywhere.
ÒPerhaps he is already gone!Ó she said.
Tall came into the inclosure, and leapt off, his face tragic as

MortonÕsafter the battle of Shrewsbury.ÒWell?Ósaid Bathsheba,
unwilling to believethat her verbal lettre-de-cachetcould possibly
have miscarried. ÒHe saysbeggarsmustnÕtbe choosers.Óreplied
Laban. ÒWhat!Ó said the young farmer, opening her eyes and
drawing in her breath for an outburst. JosephPoorgrassretired a
few stepsbehind a hurdle. ÒHesayshe shall not come unlessyou
request en to come civilly and in a proper manner, as becomes
any Ôwoman begging a favour.Ó

ÒOh, oh, thatÕshis answer! Where does he get his airs? Who
am I, then, to be treated like that? Shall I beg to a man who has
beggedto me?ÓAnother of the flock sprang into the air, and fell
dead.

The men looked grave, as if they suppressedopinion. Bath-
sheba turned aside, her eyesfull of tears. The strait she was in
through pride and shrewishnesscould not be disguisedlonger: she
burst out crying bitterly; they all saw it; and sheattempted no fur-
ther concealment. ÒI wouldnÕtcry about it, miss.Ósaid William
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Small- bury, compassionately.ÒWhy not ask him softer like? IÕm
sure heÕd come then. Gable is a true man in that way.Ó

Bathshebachecked her grief and wiped her eyes.ÒO, it is a
wicked cruelty to me Ñ it is Ñ it is!Ó she murmured. ÒAnd he
drives me to do what I wouldnÕt;yes, he does! Ñ Tall, come in-
doors.ÓAfter this collapse, not very dignified for the head of an
establishment,shewent into the house,Tall at her heels.Here she
sat down and hastily scribbled a note betweenthe small convuls-
ive sobsof convalescencewhich follow a fit of crying asa ground-
swell follows a storm. The note was none the lesspolite for being
written in a hurry. Sheheld it at a distance,was about to fold it,
then added these words at the bottom: Ñ

ÒDo not desert me, Gabriel!Ó Shelooked a little redder in re-
folding it, and closedher lips, as if thereby to suspendtill too late
the action of consciencein examining whether such strategy were
justifiable. The note was despatchedas the messagehad been,and
Bathshebawaited indoors for the result. It was an anxious quarter
of an hour that intervenedbetweenthe messengerÕsdeparture and
the sound of the horseÕstramp again outside. She- could not
watch this time, but, leaning over the old bureau at which shehad
written the letter, closedher eyes,as if to keep out both hope and
fear.

The case, however, was a promising one. Gabriel was not
angry: he was simply neutral, although her first command had
beenso haughty. Such imperiousnesswould have damned a little
lessbeauty; and on the other hand, such beauty would have re-
deemed a little less imperiousness.

She went out when the horse was heard, and looked up. A
mounted figure passedbetweenher and the sky, and drew on to-
wards the field of sheep, the rider turning his face in receding.
Gabriel looked at her. It was a moment when a womanÕseyesand
tongue tell distinctly opposite tales. Bathshebalooked full of grat-
itude, and she said: Ñ

ÒO, Gabriel, how could you serve me so unkindly!Ó Such a
tenderly-shaped reproach for his previous delay was the one
speechin the languagethat he could pardon for not being com-
mendation of his readiness now.

Gabriel murmured a confused reply, and hastened on. She
knew from the look which sentencein her note had brought him.
Bathsheba followed to the field.

Gabriel was already among the turgid, prostrate forms. He had
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flung off his coat, rolled up his shirt-sleeves,and taken from his
pocket the instrument of salvation. It was a small tube or trochar,
with a lance passingdown the inside; and Gabriel beganto useit
with a dexterity that would have graced a hospital surgeon.
Passing his hand over the sheepÕsleft flank, and selecting the
proper point, he punctured the skin and rumen with the lance as
it stood in the tube; then he suddenly withdrew the lance, retain-
ing the tube in its place. A current of air rushed up the tube,
forcible enough to have extinguished a candle held at the orifice.

It has been said that mere easeafter torment is de- light for a
time; and the countenancesof these poor creatures expressedit
now. Forty-nine operations were successfullyperformed. Owing
to the great hurry necessitatedby the far-gone stateof someof the
flock, Gabriel missedhis aim in one case,and in one only Ñ strik-
ing wide of the mark, and inflicting a mortal blow at once upon
the suffering ewe. Four had died; three recoveredwithout an op-
eration. The total number of sheepwhich had thus strayed and
injured themselves so dangerously was fifty-seven.

When the love-led man had ceasedfrom his labours, Bathsheba
cameand looked him in the face. ÒGabriel,will you stay on with
me?Óshe,said, smiling winningly, and not troubling to bring her
lips quite together again at the end, becausethere was going to be
another smile soon.

ÒI will.Ó said Gabriel.
And she smiled on him again.
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22

THE GREAT BARN AND THE
SHEEP-SHEARERS

M EN THIN away to insignificance and oblivion quite as of-
ten by not making the most of good spirits when they have

them asby lacking good spirits when they are indispensable.Gab-
riel lately, for the first time since his prostration by misfortune,
had been independent in thought and vigorous in action to a
marked extent Ñ conditions which, powerlesswithout an oppor-
tunity as an opportunity without them is barren, would have
given him a sure lift upwards when the favourable-con- junction
should have occurred. But this incurable loitering beside Bath-
sheba Everdene stole his time ruinously. The spring tides were
going by without floating him off, and the neap might soon come
which could not.

It was the first day of June,and the sheep-shearingseasoncul-
minated, the landscape, even to the leanest pasture, being all
health and colour. Every green was young, every pore was open,
and every stalk was swollen with racing currents of juice. God
was palpably present in the country, and the devil had gone with
the world to town. Flossy catkins of the later kinds, fern-sprouts
like bishops Ôcroziers,the square-headed moschatel, the odd
cuckoo-pint, Ñ like an apoplectic saint in a niche of malachite, Ñ
snow-white ladiesÕ-smocks,the toothwort, approximating to hu-
man flesh, the enchanterÕsnight- shade, and the black-petaled
doleful-bells, were among the quainter objects of the vegetable
world in and about Weatherbury at this teeming time; and of the
animal, the metamorphosed figures of Mr. Jan Coggan, the
master-shearer;the second and third shearers,who travelled in
the exerciseof their calling, and do not re- quire definition by
name; Henery Fray the fourth shearer,SusanTallÕshusband the
fifth, Joseph Poorgrass the sixth, young Cain Ball as assistant-
shearer, and Gabriel Oak as general supervisor. None of these
were clothed to any extent worth mentioning, each appearing to
have hit in the matter of raiment the decentmean betweena high
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and low casteHindoo. An angularity of lineament, and a fixity of
facial machinery in general,proclaimed that seriouswork was the
order of the day. They shearedin the great barn, called for the
nonce the Shearing-barn, which on ground-plan resembled a
church with transepts.It not only emulated the form of the neigh-
bouring church of the parish, but vied with it in antiquity.
Whether the barn had ever formed one of a group of conventual
buildings nobody seemedto be aware; no trace of such surround-
ings remained. The vast porches at the sides, lofty enough to
admit a waggon laden to its highest with corn in the sheaf, were
spanned by heavy-pointed arches of stone, broadly and boldly
cut, whosevery simplicity was the origin of a grandeur not appar-
ent in erections where more ornament has been attempted. The
dusky, filmed, chestnut roof, braced and tied in by huge collars,
curves, and diagonals, was far nobler in design, becausemore
wealthy in material, than nine-tenths of those in our modern
churches.Along eachside wall was a range of striding buttresses,
throwing deepshadowson the spacesbetween them, which were
perforated by lancet openings,combining in their proportions the
precise requirements both of beauty and ventilation.

One could say about this barn, what could hardly be said of
either the church or the castle,akin to it in ageand style, that the
purpose which had dictated its original erection was the same
with that to which it was still applied. Unlike and superior to
either of those two typical remnants of mediaevalism, the old barn
embodied practices which had suffered no mutila- tion at the
hands of time. Here at least the spirit of the ancient builders was
at one with the spirit of the modern beholder. Standingbefore this
abraded pile, the eye regarded its present usage,the mind-dwelt
upon its past history, with a satisfied senseof functional continu-
ity throughout Ñ a feeling almost of gratitude, and quite of pride,
at the permanenceof the idea which had heaped it up. The fact
that four centurieshad neither proved it to be founded on a mis-
take, inspired any hatred of its purpose, nor given rise to any
reaction that had battered it down, investedthis simple grey effort
of old minds with a repose,if not a grandeur, which a too curious
reflection was apt to disturb in its ecclesiasticaland military com-
peers. For once medievalism and modernism had a common
stand- point. The lanccolate windows, the time-eatenarch- stones
and chamfers,the orientation of the axis, the misty chestnutwork
of the rafters, referred to no exploded fortifying art or worn-out
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