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简　介

这部小说于1874年首次出版，立即畅销。故事发生在静谧的英国乡村的田野上、农场里。当时，人们收获靠手工，车靠马拉，他们的生活随着季节的变化而起伏。

当然，那安静的乡村世界早已成为过去，但是，那支配着人们生活的激情却丝毫未变。春去秋来，循环往复，爱却一如既往，猛烈地、不可阻挡地燃烧着。

美丽的芭丝谢芭·伊芙丁自己拥有农场，没有必要嫁人。但是，她无法永远阻挡爱情。那位牧人盖伯瑞尔·奥克，他对芭丝谢芭的默默的爱稳定持久；那位农场主伯德伍德，他人至中年，严肃庄重，从未尝过爱情滋味；那位托伊中士，他红色戎装，英俊年轻……芭丝谢芭虽然自信、独立，但是，爱的猛烈、爱的激情，她要学的东西还很多很多。





托马斯·哈代（1840—1928）是英格兰最伟大的小说家之一，他的大部分作品，包括《远离尘嚣》，背景都是其位于英格兰南海岸的家乡——多塞特郡。
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Gabriel Oak falls in love

Gabriel Oak was a sensible man of good character, who had been brought up by his father as a shepherd, and then managed to save enough money to rent his own farm on Norcombe Hill, in Dorset. He was twenty-eight, a tall, well-built man, who did not seem, however, to think his appearance was very important.

One winter morning he was in one of his fields on the side of Norcombe Hill. Looking over his gate, Gabriel could see a yellow cart, loaded with furniture and plants, coming up the road. Right on top of the pile sat a handsome young woman. As Gabriel was watching, the cart stopped at the top of the hill, and the driver climbed down to go back and fetch something that had fallen off.

The girl sat quietly in the sunshine for a few minutes. Then she picked up a parcel lying next to her, and looked round to see if the driver was coming back. There was no sign of him. She unwrapped the parcel, and took out the mirror it contained. The sun shone on her lovely face and hair. Although it was December, she looked almost summery, sitting there in her bright red jacket with the fresh green plants around her. She looked at herself in the mirror and smiled, thinking that only the birds could see her. But behind the gate Gabriel Oak was watching too.

'She must be rather vain,' he thought. 'She doesn't need to look in that mirror at all!'

As the girl smiled and blushed at herself, she seemed to be dreaming, dreaming perhaps of men's hearts won and lost. When she heard the driver's footsteps, she packed the mirror away. The cart moved on downhill to the toll-gate. Gabriel followed on foot. As he came closer he could hear the driver arguing with the gatekeeper.

'My mistress's niece, that's her on top of the furniture, is not going to pay you the extra two pence,' said the driver. 'She says she's offered you quite enough already.'

'Well, if she doesn't pay the toll, your mistress's niece can't pass through the gate,' replied the gatekeeper.

Gabriel thought that two pence did not seem worth bothering about, so he stepped forward. 'Here,' he said, handing the coins to the gatekeeper, 'let the young woman pass.'

The girl in the red jacket looked carelessly down at Gabriel, and told her man to drive on, without even thanking the farmer. Gabriel and the gatekeeper watched the cart move away. 'That's a lovely young woman,' said the gatekeeper.

'But she has her faults,' answered Gabriel.

'True, farmer.'

'And the greatest of them is what it always is with women.'

'Wanting to win the argument every time? Oh, you're right.'

'No, her great fault is that she's vain.'

A few days later, at nearly midnight on the longest night of the year, Gabriel Oak could be heard playing his flute on Norcombe Hill. The sky was so clear and the stars so visible that the earth could almost be seen turning. In that cold, hard air the sweet notes of the flute rang out. The music came from a little hut on wheels, standing in the corner of a field. Shepherds' huts like this are used as a shelter during the winter and spring, when shepherds have to stay out all night in the fields, looking after very young lambs.

Gabriel's two hundred and fifty sheep were not yet paid for. He knew that, in order to make a success of the farming business, he had to make sure they produced a large number of healthy lambs. So he was determined to spend as many nights as necessary in the fields, to save his lambs from dying of cold or hunger.

The hut was warm and quite comfortable inside. There was a stove, and some bread and beer on a shelf. On each side of the hut was a round hole like a window, which could be closed with a piece of wood. These air-holes were usually kept open when the stove was burning, because too much smoke in a small, airless hut could kill the shepherd.

From time to time the sound of the flute stopped, and Gabriel came out of his hut to check his sheep. Whenever he discovered a half-dead new lamb, he brought the creature into the hut. In front of the stove it soon came back to life, and then he could return it to its mother.

He noticed a light further down the hill. It came from a wooden hut at the edge of a field. He walked down to it and put his eye to a hole in the wood. Inside, two women were feeding a sick cow. One of the women was middle-aged. The other was young and wore a cloak. Gabriel could not see her face.

'I think she'll be all right now, aunt,' said the younger woman. 'I can come and feed her again in the morning. What a pity I lost my hat on the way here!' Just then the girl dropped her cloak, and her long hair fell on to the shoulders of her red jacket. Gabriel recognized the girl of the yellow cart and the mirror, the girl who owed him two pence.

The women left the hut, and Gabriel returned to his sheep.

As the sun was rising the next morning, Gabriel waited outside his hut until he saw the young woman riding up the hill. She was sitting sideways on the horse in the usual lady's position. He suddenly thought of the hat she had lost, searched for it, and found it among some leaves on the ground. He was just going to go up to her to give it back, when the girl did something very strange. Riding under the low branches of a tree, she dropped backwards flat on the horse's back, with her feet on its shoulders. Then, first looking round to make sure no one was watching, she sat up straight again and pulled her dress to her knees, with her legs on either side of the horse. This was obviously easier for riding, but not very ladylike. Gabriel was surprised and amused by her behaviour. He waited until she returned from her aunt's hut, and stepped out into the path in front of her.

'I found a hat,' he said.

'It's mine,' she said. She put it on and smiled. 'It flew away.'

'At one o'clock this morning?'

'Well, yes. I needed my hat this morning. I had to ride to the hut in that field, where there's a sick cow belonging to my aunt.'

'Yes, I know. I saw you.'

'Where?' she asked, horrified.

'Riding all the way up the hill, along the path,' said Gabriel, thinking of her unladylike position on the horse's back.

A deep blush spread from her head to her neck. Gabriel turned sympathetically away, wondering when he dared look at her again. When he turned back, she had gone.

Five mornings and evenings passed. The young woman came regularly to take care of the sick cow, but never spoke to Gabriel. He felt very sorry he had offended her so much by telling her he had seen her when she thought she was alone.

Then, one freezing night, Gabriel returned, exhausted, to his hut. The warm air from the stove made him sleepy, and he forgot to open one of the air-holes before going to sleep. The next thing he knew was that the girl with the lovely face was with him in the hut, holding his head in her arms.

'Whatever is happening?' he asked, only half-conscious.

'Nothing now,' she answered, 'but you could have died in this hut of yours.'

'Yes, I suppose I could,' said Gabriel. He was hoping he could stay there, close to her, for a long time. He wanted to tell her so, but he knew he could not express himself well, so he stayed silent. 'How did you find me?' he asked in the end.

'Oh, I heard your dog scratching at the door, so I came to see what the matter was. I opened the door, and found you unconscious. It must have been the smoke from the stove.'

'I believe you saved my life, Miss—I don't know your name.'

'There's no need to know it. I probably won't see you again.'

'My name is Gabriel Oak.'

'Mine isn't. You sound very proud of your name.'

'Well, it's the only one I shall ever have.'

'I don't like mine.'

'I should think you'll soon get a new one.'

'Well! That's my business, Gabriel Oak.'

'I'm not very clever at talking, miss, but I want to thank you. Come, give me your hand!'

She hesitated, then offered her hand. He took it, but held it for only a moment. 'I'm sorry,' he said. 'I didn't mean to let your hand go so quickly.'

'You may have it again then. Here it is.'

Gabriel held it longer this time. 'How soft it is, even in winter, not rough at all!' he said.

'There, that's long enough,' she said, but without pulling it away. 'But I suppose you're thinking you'd like to kiss it? You may if you want to.'

'I wasn't thinking any such thing,' said Gabriel, 'but—'

'Oh no you won't!' She pulled her hand sharply away. 'Now discover my name,' she added, laughing, and left.




sensible
 adj. showing good sense.
 有头脑的；通情达理的。


character
 n. features that make a person different from others.
 品性；特性。in/out of ～
 , 合乎（不合乎）某人的性格。


shepherd
 n. a man who looks after sheep.
 牧羊人。


rent
 v. pay for the use of sth.
 租用。rental
 , 租金数额。rent-free
 adj.
 不收租金的。


cart
 n. an open wagon pulled by one or more horses.
 马车。


furniture
 n.
 家具。


summery
 adj. typical of the summer.
 夏季的。


vain
 adj.
 1
 proud of his/her appearance.
 自负的；自视过高的。2
 useless.
 徒劳的；无用的。in ～
 无效果地；徒然。


blush
 v. & n. to become red in the face.
 脸红。～ (with sth) (at sth),
 （因某事物）脸红。


toll
 n. money to be paid when using some roads.
 通行费；使用费。toll-gate
 n. a gate across the road which is opened when the toll has been paid.
 （收费路上的）收费门。


mistress
 n. a woman who employs other people.
 女主人。


niece
 n. daughter of one's brother or sister.
 侄女。


fault
 n. imperfection or flaw.
 缺点；缺陷。


flute
 n. a musical instrument played with the mouth and fingers.
 笛子。


visible
 adj. in sight.
 看得见的。invisible
 adj.
 看不见的。


hut
 n. a very small, often wooden house.
 小木屋。


lamb
 n. young sheep.
 羊羔。


stove
 n. a heater.
 炉子。


check
 v. make sure that sth is correct.
 检查（以确保平安）。


half-dead
 adj.
 半死的。


feed
 v. give food to.
 喂养；饲养。


cloak
 n. a sleeveless coat which is wrapped round the body.
 斗篷；披风。


owe
 v. be in debt to (sb).
 欠（某人）债。


sideways
 adj. & adv. to, towards or from the side.
 斜着的；斜向一边的。


ladylike
 adj. suitable for a lady.
 淑女的；文雅的。


amuse
 v. make (sb) laugh or smile.
 逗（某人）笑。amusement
 n.
 消遣；娱乐。


step
 v. lift and put down the foot, as in walking.
 跨步；迈步。


path
 n. way or track made for or by people walking.
 小路；小径。


sympathetically
 adv.
 同情地。


regular
 adj. coming repeatedly at times.
 定期的。regularly
 adv.



cow
 n. full-grown female of the ox family.
 母牛。


offend
 v. cause sb to feel upset.
 触怒；冒犯。


exhausted
 adj. very tired.
 极其疲倦的。


half-conscious
 adj.
 半清醒的。unconscious
 adj.
 昏迷的。


scratch
 v. & n. make marks with nails, claws, etc.
 抓；刮；划。(idioms
 有关的习语）～ (sb/sth) (from sth)
 退出比赛；～ the surface (of sth)
 处理问题不深入彻底；(start sth) from ～
 白手起家；(be/come) up to ～
 （使某人／某事）合格；令人满意。


hesitate
 v. pause in doubt.
 迟疑；犹豫。


suppose
 v. believe, assume.
 猜想；料定。



1
 　盖伯瑞尔·奥克在恋爱
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盖伯瑞尔·奥克有头脑，性格好，他的父亲把他带大成为一个牧羊人。以后他设法攒足了钱在多塞特的诺科姆租下自己的农场。他28岁，身材高大魁梧，不过他好像并不认为自己的外表很重要。

一个冬日的早晨，他正在诺科姆山边的一块地里。越过大门，盖伯瑞尔能够看到一辆黄色的装满家具和花木的马车朝路这边驶来。一位面容姣好的年轻女人坐在那堆东西上。当盖伯瑞尔正盯着看时，马车在山顶停了下来。车夫爬下马车，回去拣掉了的东西。

姑娘在太阳下静静地坐了几分钟，然后她拿起身边的一个包袱，四下看看车夫是否回来了。没有车夫的影子。她打开包袱，从里面拿出镜子。太阳照在她漂亮的脸上和头发上。她坐在那里，身着红色上衣，被鲜绿的花木簇拥着，虽然正值12月，可她看上去却像在夏日。她看着镜子里的自己笑了，以为只有鸟会看到。但是在大门后边盖伯瑞尔也正在看着。

“她一定很虚荣，”他想，“她根本不需要照镜子！”

当姑娘看到镜子里的自己笑着羞红了脸时，她似乎在做梦，也许幻想着赢得的和失去的男人心。当听到车夫的脚步声时，她收起了镜子。马车继续向山下的路卡驶去。盖伯瑞尔徒步跟随着。当他走近时，他听到车夫在和守卡人争吵。

“我的女主人的侄女就坐在家具上，不会再给你两便士，”车夫说，“她说她给你的钱已足够了。”

“好吧，如果你的女主人的侄女不付过路钱，她就不能从路卡通过。”守卡人回答。

盖伯瑞尔觉得不值得为两便士如此劳神，所以他走向前。“给，”他说，把硬币递给了守卡人，“让这个姑娘过去。”

穿红色上衣的姑娘不经意地向下看看盖伯瑞尔，吩咐车夫继续赶路，甚至都没有谢谢这个农夫。盖伯瑞尔和守卡人看着马车走远了。“那个年轻姑娘很漂亮。”守卡人说。

“不过她有她的缺点。”盖伯瑞尔回答。

“没错，农夫。”

“最严重的缺点总是与女人为伴。”

“每次都想取胜？噢，你说得对。”

“不，她最大的缺点是虚荣。”

几天后，在一年中最长的那个午夜，可以听到盖伯瑞尔·奥克在诺科姆山上吹笛子。天空是那样晴朗，星星是那样清晰可辨，似乎都能看到地球在转动。在那寒冷的空中回荡着甜美的笛声。在田野的一隅停着一辆车，车上有一间棚屋，音乐就从那里传出。冬春两季里，当牧羊人必须整夜待在户外田野里照料羊羔时，这种棚屋就权当他们的遮风避寒处。

盖伯瑞尔的250只羊还没有付钱。他懂得若想靠养羊发迹，他就得保证这些羊能生出大批健康的羊羔。所以他决定需要留在田野里多少个夜晚他就留多少个夜晚，以免羊羔被冻死、饿死。

棚屋里很温暖也很舒服。里面有一个炉子，架子上有面包和啤酒。在棚屋的两侧各有一个像窗户的圆孔，可以用一块木头关上。当炉子燃着火时，这些通气孔通常是开着的，因为狭小、不通风的小屋中若有过多的烟，会使牧羊人丧生的。

笛声不时地停下来，盖伯瑞尔走出他的小屋查看羊群。一旦发现半死的新生羊羔，他就把那可怜的东西带到屋里。新生羊羔在炉子前很快就活过来了，然后他就把羊羔送还给它的妈妈。

盖伯瑞尔注意到在山下有灯光。灯光来自田地边的一座木屋。他下山走近木屋，把眼睛凑向木屋的一个洞。里边有两个女人正在喂一头生病的母牛。其中一个是中年妇女，另一个年轻，穿着一件斗篷。盖伯瑞尔看不到她的脸。

“姑妈，我想她很快会好的，”年轻些的那个女人说，“早晨我可以再来喂她。多可惜，我来这里的路上把帽子丢了！”就在这个时候，姑娘脱掉了斗篷，长长的头发披在她的红色上衣的肩上。盖伯瑞尔认出这姑娘就是那个坐在黄色马车上照镜子的、欠他两便士的姑娘。

两个女人离开了小屋，盖伯瑞尔也回到羊群中。

第二天早晨当太阳升起时，盖伯瑞尔在他的小屋外等着，直到他看见那个姑娘骑马上山来。她以女士通常所用的姿势双腿朝向一边地坐在马上。突然他想起她丢失的帽子，就去找寻，并在地上的落叶中发现了那顶帽子。他正打算上前把帽子还给那位姑娘，那位姑娘却做了件很特别的事。当骑马行进在一棵树的矮枝下，她向后平躺在马背上，两脚搭在马的肩上。接着，她先四下看看，确信没有人在看她时，又重新坐直，把裙子拉至膝部，两腿分开，搭在马的两侧。这样骑起来当然容易些，只是不像女士所为。盖伯瑞尔对她的行为觉得又惊奇又有趣。他一直等到她从她的姑妈屋里返回时，才走到路上停在她的面前。

“我找到了一顶帽子。”他说。

“是我的，”她说，并把帽子戴上笑了笑，“是被风刮跑的。”

“是在今天凌晨一点的时候？”

“是的。我今早需要我的帽子。我得骑马去那块地里的那间小屋，那儿，我姑妈的一头牛生病了。”

“对，我知道。我看见你了。”

“在哪儿？”她问，大吃一惊。

“我看见你沿着这条路一路骑马上了山。”盖伯瑞尔说，想到了她骑在马上不雅观的姿势。

她从头到脖子变得绯红。盖伯瑞尔同情地转身走开，不知道什么时候自己敢再看她。当他回身时，她已走了。

以后的五个早晚，这个姑娘都定期来照料病牛，但一直没与盖伯瑞尔讲话。盖伯瑞尔对惹恼她深感不安，因为他告诉她自己看见了她，而她却以为那时无人在旁。

在一个滴水成冰的夜晚，盖伯瑞尔精疲力尽地回到自己的小屋。炉子里散出的热气让他感到瞌睡，在睡着前，他忘记打开一个通气孔。接下来，他只知道那位面容姣好的姑娘和他一起在屋里，用胳膊扶着他的头。

“究竟发生了什么事？”他迷迷糊糊地问。

“现在没事了，”她回答说，“你本来可能死在你的这间小屋里。”

“是的，我想会的。”盖伯瑞尔说。他希望能挨着她待很长时间。他想让她知道，但他明白他不是很会表达自己的心情，所以就沉默不语。“你是怎么发现我的？”他最后问道。

“我听到你的狗在抓门，就来看是怎么回事。我打开门，发现你正昏迷不醒。一定是炉子里的烟熏的。”

“我想你救了我的命，小姐——我不知道你的名字。”

“没有必要知道。我也许不会再见到你。”

“我叫盖伯瑞尔·奥克。”

“我的名字不一样。你好像很为你的名字骄傲。”

“是的，它将是我唯一的名字。”

“我不喜欢我的名字。”

“我想不久你就会有一个新名字。”

“哼，那是我的事，盖伯瑞尔·奥克。”

“我不很善于交谈，小姐，不过我想谢谢你。来，把手给我！”

她有点犹豫，接着伸出了手。他接住她的手，但只握了一下。“很抱歉，”他说，“我并不是故意这么快就松开你的手。”

“那你还可以再握住。给你。”

盖伯瑞尔这一次握得时间长一些。“多么柔软啊，即便在冬天也一点儿不粗糙！”他说。

“喂，你握的时间够长了，”她说，但没有抽回手，“我猜你是否正在考虑要吻我的手？如果你愿意，你可以这么做。”

“我根本没这么想，”盖伯瑞尔说，“不过——”

“[image: alt]
 ，不，你不可以！”她突然把手抽了回去，“现在看你能不能搞清我叫什么名字。”她加了一句，笑着走掉了。
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Disaster for Gabriel Oak

Young Farmer Oak was in love. He waited for the girl's regular visits to the sick cow just as impatiently as his dog waited to be fed. He discovered that her name was Bathsheba Everdene, and that she lived with her aunt, Mrs Hurst. His head was so full of her that he could think of nothing else.

'I'll make her my wife,' he declared to himself, 'or I'll never be able to concentrate on work again!'

When she stopped coming to feed the sick cow, he had to find a reason for visiting her. So he took a young lamb, whose mother had died, and carried it in a basket across the fields to Mrs Hurst's house.

'I've brought a lamb for Miss Everdene,' he told Bathsheba's aunt. 'Girls usually like looking after lambs.'

'Thank you, Mr Oak,' replied Mrs Hurst, 'but Bathsheba is only a visitor here. I don't know if she'll keep it.'

'To tell you the truth, Mrs Hurst, the lamb isn't my real reason for coming. I want to ask Miss Everdene if she'd like to be married.'

'Really?' asked Mrs Hurst, looking closely at him.

'Yes. Because if she would, I'd like to marry her. Do you know if she has any other young men courting her at the moment?'

'Oh yes, a lot
 of young men,' said Mrs Hurst. 'You see, Farmer Oak, she's so handsome, and so well-educated too. Of course, I haven't actually seen any of her young men, but she must have at least ten or twelve!'

'That's unfortunate,' said Farmer Oak, staring sadly at the floor. 'I'm just a very ordinary man, and my only chance was being the first to ask to marry her. Well, that was all I came for. I'd better go home now, Mrs Hurst.'

He had gone halfway across the first field when he heard a cry behind him. He turned, and saw a girl running after him. It was Bathsheba. Gabriel blushed.

'Farmer Oak,' she called breathlessly, 'I want to say—my aunt made a mistake when she told you I had a lot of young men courting me. In fact, I haven't got any, and I've never had any.'

'I am
 glad to hear that!' said Gabriel, with a wide smile, holding out his hand to take hers. But she pulled her hand away quickly. 'I have a nice comfortable little farm,' he added, a little less confidently. 'And when we are married, I'm sure I can work twice as hard as I do now, and earn more.'

He stretched out his arm towards her. Bathsheba moved rapidly behind a tree to avoid him. 'But, Farmer Oak,' she said in surprise, 'I never said I was going to marry you.'

'Well!' said Gabriel, disappointed. 'To run after me like this, and then say you don't want me!'

'I only wanted to explain that my aunt was wrong,' she answered eagerly. 'Anyway, I had to run to catch up with you, so I didn't have time to decide whether I wanted to marry or not.'

'Just think for a minute or two,' replied Gabriel hopefully. 'I'll wait a while, Miss Everdene. Will you marry me? Do, Bathsheba. I love you very much!'

'I'll try to think,' she answered. 'Give me time,' and she looked away from him at the distant hills.

'I can make you happy,' he said to the back of her head. 'You shall have a piano, and I'll practise the flute to play with you in the evenings.'

'Yes, I'd like that.'

'And at home by the fire, whenever you look up, there I'll be, and whenever I look up, there you'll be.'

'Wait, let me think!' She was silent for a while, and then turned to him. 'No,' she said, 'I don't want to marry you. It'd be nice to have a wedding, but having a husband—well, he'd always be there. As you say, whenever I looked up, there he'd be.'

'Of course he would—it would be me.'

'That's the problem. I wouldn't mind being a bride, if I could be one without having a husband. But as a woman can't be a bride alone, I won't marry, at least not yet.'

'What a silly thing for a girl to say!' cried Gabriel. And then he said softly, 'But darling, think again!' He moved round the tree to reach her. 'Why won't you have me?'

'Because I don't love you,' she replied, moving away.

'But I
 love you
 —and I'm happy to be liked, if that's all you feel for me.' He spoke more seriously than he had ever spoken before. 'Only one thing is certain in this life—I shall love you, and want you, and keep on wanting you
 until I die.' His feelings were plain to see in his honest face, and his large brown hands were trembling.

'It seems wrong not to accept you when you feel so strongly,' she replied unhappily. 'I wish I hadn't run after you! But we wouldn't be happy together, Mr Oak. I'm too independent. I need a husband who can keep me in order, and I'm sure you wouldn't be able to do that.'

Gabriel looked hopelessly away and did not reply.

'And, Mr Oak,' she continued in a clear voice, 'I'm so poor that my aunt has to provide a home for me. You're just starting your farming business. It would be much more sensible for you to marry a woman with money. Then you could buy more sheep and improve your farm.'

'That's just what I'd been thinking!' answered Gabriel in surprise.

What common sense she had, he thought admiringly.

'Well then, why did you ask to marry me?' she said angrily.

'I can't do what I think would be—sensible. I must do what my heart tells me.' He did not see the trap she had set for him.

'Now you've confessed that marrying me wouldn't be sensible, Mr Oak. Do you think I'll marry you after that?'

'Don't mistake my meaning like that,' he cried, 'just because I'm honest enough to tell you the truth! I know you'd be a good wife for me. You speak like a lady, everyone says so, and your uncle at Weatherbury has a large farm, I've heard. May I visit you in the evenings, or will you come for a walk with me on Sundays? You don't have to decide at once.'

'No, no, I cannot. Don't insist, don't. I don't love you, so it would be foolish,' she said with a laugh.

No man likes to see his feelings laughed at, so Gabriel Oak said, turning away, 'Very well, then I won't ask you again.'

Gabriel did not see Bathsheba again and two days later he heard that she had left the area, and was now in Weatherbury, a village twenty miles away. Her departure did not stop Gabriel from loving her. In fact he loved her even more deeply now that they were apart.

The next night, before going to bed, Gabriel called his two dogs to come into the house for the night. His old dog, George, obeyed the call, but the younger one was missing. Gabriel was having difficulty training this young dog, which, although enthusiastic, still did not understand a sheep dog's duties. He did not worry about the dog's absence, but went to bed.

Very early in the morning he was woken by the sound of sheep bells, ringing violently. Shepherds know every sound that sheep bells make, and Gabriel immediately realized that his sheep were running fast. He jumped out of bed, threw on his clothes and ran up Norcombe Hill, to his fields near the chalk-pit.

There were his fifty sheep with their lambs, all safe, in one field. But in the other field, the two hundred pregnant sheep had completely disappeared. He noticed a broken gate, and felt sure the sheep had gone through it. There was no sign of them in the next field, but ahead of him at the top of the hill he saw the young dog, looking black against the morning sky. It was standing quite still, staring down into the chalk-pit.

Gabriel felt sick as he realized the horrible truth. He hurried up the hill to the edge of the chalk-pit, and looked down into it. In the deep pit lay his dead and dying sheep, two hundred of them, which would have produced two hundred more in the next few weeks. The young, untrained dog must have chased them up to the edge of the pit, where they fell to their death.

His first feeling was pity for those gentle sheep and their unborn lambs. Then he thought of himself. All his savings, which he had worked so hard for in the last ten years, had been spent on renting the farm. Now his hopes of being an independent farmer were destroyed. He covered his face with his hands.

After a while he looked up. 'Thank God I'm not married to Bathsheba,' he thought. 'What would she have done, married to a husband as poor as I shall be!'

The young dog was shot the next day. Gabriel sold all his farm tools to pay what he owed for the sheep. He was no longer a farmer, just an ordinary man who owned the clothes he was wearing and nothing more. Now he had to find work where he could, on other men's farms.




concentrate
 v. focus intensely on sth.
 精神集中；专心致志（于某事）。～ (on sth/doing sth)
 专心做某事；～ the/one's mind
 使某人认真地考虑某事。


tell (you) the truth
 （用以引出自白或承认的话）老实说。


court
 v. with a view to marriage.
 向（女子）求爱或求婚。


disaster
 n. event that causes great damage.
 灾难。


stare
 v.
 (～ at sb/sth)
 look with the eyes wide open. 盯着看。


avoid
 v. keep oneself away from (sb/sth).
 避开；躲避。


breathless
 adj. panting.
 气喘吁吁的。


eager
 adj. keen.
 热切的；渴望的。


distant
 adj. far away in space or time.
 遥远的。distantly
 adv.
 远地。


mind
 v. feel annoyance at (sth).
 介意；反对。


bride
 n. newly married woman.
 新娘。～ groom
 新郎。


feeling
 n. an emotion, for example, love or hate.
 感情。


tremble
 v. shake involuntarily (from fear, cold, etc).
 颤抖；战栗。


independent
 adj. not controlled by other people.
 独立的；自立的。dependent
 , 依赖的。


improve
 v. get better or make things better.
 提高；改善。


admire
 v. to look at with pleasure, to like.
 羡慕；爱恋。admiring
 adj.
 admiringly
 adv.



confess
 v. acknowledge, often reluctantly.
 承认。


insist
 v.
 ～ (on sth)
 not accepting a refusal.
 坚持；坚决主张。


departure
 n.
 1
 going away.
 离开；离去。2 ～ from sth
 action different from.
 违背；背离。


apart
 adj. separately.
 分开的。


chalk-pit
 n. a deep hole where chalk has been dug.
 白垩矿坑。


pregnant
 adj. (women) expecting a baby; (sheep) soon to produce a lamb.
 怀孕的。


disappear
 v. vanish.
 消失；失踪。


chase
 v. run after in order to overtake.
 追逐；追击。


destroy
 v. damage (sth) so badly that it no longer exists.
 摧毁；毁灭。


shoot
 v. (pt. pp shot) fire (a gun or some other weapon) at sth.
 射杀。
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 　盖伯瑞尔·奥克遭遇灾难
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年轻的农夫奥克陷入了爱河。他急切地等待着那个姑娘定期去看病牛，就像他的狗等着喂食一样。他发现她叫芭丝谢芭·伊芙丁，与她的姑妈赫思特太太住在一起。他满脑子想的都是她，别的什么也不想。

“我要让她做我的妻子，”他心想，“否则我将无法集中精力工作！”

当她不再来喂病牛时，他只好找个理由去拜访她。他带了一只失去妈妈的小羊羔，把小羊羔装在筐里，穿过田地来到赫思特太太的家。

“我给伊芙丁小姐带来了一只小羊羔，”他对芭丝谢芭的姑妈说，“姑娘们一般都喜欢照料羊羔。”

“谢谢你，奥克先生，”赫思特太太回答说，“可是芭丝谢芭在这儿只是个客人。我不知道她是否会留着这只羊羔。”

“不瞒您说，赫思特太太，这只羊羔并非我来这儿的真正原因。我想问问伊芙丁小姐她是否愿意结婚。”

“是吗？”赫思特太太问，认真地看着他。

“是的。如果她愿意，我想和她结婚。您知不知道目前是否有其他的年轻人在追求她？”

“噢，有，有许多年轻人，”赫思特太太说，“你知道，农夫奥克，她长得那么漂亮，又受过良好的教育。当然，追求她的年轻人实际上我一个也没见过，不过，她至少有十多个追求者。”

“那可太糟糕了，”农夫奥克说，沮丧地盯着地板，“我只是一个很普通的人，我唯一的机会在于是第一个向她求婚的人。好吧，这就是我来的目的。现在我该回家了，赫思特太太。”

他在第一块地里刚走了一半的路就听到身后有人喊了一声。他转身看到一个姑娘向他跑来。正是芭丝谢芭。盖伯瑞尔红了脸。

“农夫奥克，”她上气不接下气地喊，“我姑妈说有许多年轻人在追求我，我想说她搞错了。事实上，我一个也没有，从来也没有过。”

“很高兴听到你这样说！”盖伯瑞尔说，开心地笑着，伸出手去握住她的手。但她很快就抽回了她的手。“我有一个收益不薄的小农场，”他补充说，显得有点儿不自信，“咱们结婚后，我一定会加倍工作，挣更多的钱。”

他向她伸出胳膊。芭丝谢芭跑到树后躲避他。“可是，农夫奥克，”她吃惊地说，“我可从没说要与你结婚。”

“算了！”盖伯瑞尔失望地说，“这么在后边追我，然后又说你不需要我！”

“我只是想解释我姑妈搞错了，”她迫不及待地回答，“我得跑着追你，所以我没有时间决定是否要与你结婚。”

“那就考虑几分钟，”盖伯瑞尔满怀希望地回答，“我可以等一会儿，伊芙丁小姐。你愿意和我结婚吗？和我结婚吧，芭丝谢芭。我非常爱你！”

“我会认真考虑的，”她回答说，“给我时间。”她把目光从他身上移向远处的山峦。

“我会使你幸福的，”他冲着她的后脑勺说，“你将会有一架钢琴，我吹笛子，晚上可以与你一起演奏。”

“是啊，能那样我很高兴。”

“在家中的炉火旁，无论你什么时候抬起头，我都会在跟前，无论我什么时候抬起头，你就在跟前。”

“等等，让我想想！”她沉默了一会儿，然后转向他。“不，”她说，“我不想和你结婚。举行婚礼固然不错，但有一个丈夫——唉，他总在你的眼前。就如同你说的，无论什么时候我抬起头来，他就在跟前。”

“当然他会在你的跟前——那就是我呀。”

“问题就在这儿。如果能做新娘又不必有一个丈夫，我倒是不介意做新娘。但是既然一个女人独自不可能成为新娘，我就不愿意结婚，至少现在还不愿意。”

“一个姑娘这样说多傻呀！”盖伯瑞尔大声说，接着又柔声说道，“亲爱的，再想一想！”他绕到树后去够她，“你为什么不要我？”

“因为我不爱你。”她回答，躲开了。

“可是我爱你——不过有人喜欢我，我也非常幸福，当然假如你喜欢我的话。”他比以往任何时候都更加严肃地说，“在我的一生中只有一件事是确定无疑的——我会爱你，需要你，终生需要你，直到我死的那一天。”从他诚实的脸上可以明白无误地看出他的感情，他黝黑的大手在颤抖。

“在你感情这么强烈时，不接受你似乎是不合适的，”她闷闷不乐地说，“我真希望刚才没有追你！不过，奥克先生，咱们在一起不会幸福的。我个性很要强。我需要一个能管得了我的丈夫，我肯定你做不到。”

盖伯瑞尔失望地把目光移开，默不作声。

“奥克先生，”她用清晰的声音继续说，“我很穷，都得要我的姑妈给我提供住处。你的农场刚刚起步，找一个有钱的女人对你来说更明智。那样你就可以买更多的羊来发展你的农场。”

“这正是我一直在考虑的！”盖伯瑞尔惊讶地回答。她多明白事理啊，他不无称赞地想。

“既然如此，你为什么还要我和你结婚？”她生气地说。

“我理智上觉得明智的事，我做不到。我只能做我的心要我去做的事情。”他没有看出她给他设的圈套。

“奥克先生，既然你已承认和我结婚是不明智的，你认为我得知这个以后还会与你结婚吗？”

“别误会我的意思，”他喊道，“因为我诚实地告诉了你实情！我知道对我来说你会是个好妻子。你说起话来像一个淑女，人们都这么说，我听说过你的叔叔在威瑟伯里有一个大农场。我可以在晚上拜访你吗？要么星期天你出来和我一起散步？你不必立刻决定。”

“不，不，不行。别坚持了，千万别了。我不爱你，所以与你接触是愚蠢的。”她大笑着说。

没有哪个人愿意看到自己的感情被嘲笑，所以盖伯瑞尔边转身准备走边说道：“好吧，既然如此，我再不会向你提起此事。”

盖伯瑞尔没有再见到芭丝谢芭，两天后，他听说她已离开了这个地方。她去了威瑟伯里，距这里20英里的一个村庄。她的离去并没有使盖伯瑞尔停止爱她。事实上，由于他们分开了，他对她爱得更深了。

第二天夜里睡觉前，盖伯瑞尔把两条狗唤到屋里过夜。那条年龄大的狗，乔治，听从呼唤，而那条年龄小的则不见了踪影。盖伯瑞尔一直未能把这条小狗训练出来。它很有热情，但不懂得一只牧羊犬的职责。狗虽然不在，但他并没有多想，就上床睡觉了。

一大早，他就被剧烈的羊铃声惊醒了。牧羊人懂得羊铃所发出的每一声声响，盖伯瑞尔立刻意识到他的羊群在飞快地奔跑。他从床上跳起来，匆忙穿上衣服，向诺科姆山上白垩矿场旁自己的田地跑去。

五十只母羊和它们的小羊羔都安全地在一块地里。但另一块地里，两百只怀孕的羊却踪影全无。他注意到一扇门被弄坏了，断定羊是从那里跑走的。旁边的一块地里也没有羊的影子，在他面前的山顶上，他看到了那只年龄小的狗，在晨光的映衬下像一个黑影子。它一动不动地站着，俯视着白垩矿场。

盖伯瑞尔意识到了可怕的事实，他感到一阵揪心。他跑到山上的白垩矿场旁，向下面望去。两百只羊，死了的和快要死的，都躺在矿场底部。这两百只羊再过几个星期本来就可以生产两百多只羊羔。一定是那只年幼的，不驯顺的狗把它们追赶到矿场边，它们从那里掉下去丧了命。

他首先是为那些温顺的羊和它们尚未出世的羊羔感到惋惜。接着他又想到了自己。过去十年中他辛苦劳动积攒的积蓄都被用来租农场。现在他想要成为一个独立的农场主的希望完全破灭了。他用双手捂住了脸。

过了一会儿，他抬起头来。“谢天谢地，我没有和芭丝谢芭结婚，”他想，“嫁给一个像我这样一贫如洗的丈夫，她该如何是好呢！”

第二天，那只年幼的狗被杀死了。盖伯瑞尔卖掉了他所有的农具，来付他买羊所欠的钱。他不再是个农场主了，只是一个普通人。除了身上穿的衣服，他一无所有。现在他得去别人的农场去找工作。
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The fire

Two months later Gabriel went to the great fair at Casterbridge, hoping to find a job as farm manager. But when he realized by late afternoon that none of the farmers at Casterbridge wanted a farm manager, or even a shepherd, he decided to try his luck at another fair the next day. It was fifteen miles further away, in a village the other side of Weatherbury. The name Weatherbury reminded him of Bathsheba, and he wondered if she still lived there. He set out on foot as it was getting dark, and had already walked three or four miles when he saw a cart, half-full of hay, by the side of the road. 'That's a comfortable place to sleep,' he thought, and he was so tired after his long, disappointing day at the fair that when he climbed into the cart, he fell asleep immediately.

A couple of hours later, however, he was woken by the movement of the cart. It was being driven towards Weatherbury by two farm workers, who had not noticed Gabriel. He listened to their conversation.

'She's a handsome woman, that's true,' said one, 'but proud too! And very vain, that's what people say!'

'Oh, if she's vain, Billy Smallbury, I'll never be able to look at her! I'm such a shy man, as you know!' said the other. 'A single woman, and vain! And does she pay her farm workers well?'

'I don't know about that, Joseph Poorgrass.'

Gabriel thought they could be talking about Bathsheba, except that the woman they were discussing seemed to be the mistress of a farm. As the cart was now quite near Weatherbury, Gabriel jumped out, unseen by the two men. He climbed a gate into a field, intending to sleep for the rest of the night under a hay-rick, but then he noticed an unusual light in the darkness, about half a mile away. Something was on fire.

He hurried across the fields towards the fire. Soon, in the rich orange light of the flames, he could see a hay-rick burning fiercely. It was too late to save the rick, so for a few minutes he stood and stared at the flames. But when the smoke cleared for a moment, he was horrified to see, very close to the burning rick, a whole row of wheat-ricks. These probably contained most of the wheat produced on the farm that year, and could catch fire at any moment.

As he rushed towards the wheat-rick that was most in danger, he saw he was not alone. A crowd of farm workers had seen the fire and run into the field to help save the wheat, but they were so confused they did not know what to do. Gabriel took control and gave orders.

'Get a large cloth!' he shouted. 'Put it over the wheat-rick, so the wind can't blow the flames from the hay-rick on to it! Now, you, stand here with a bucket of water and keep the cloth wet!' The men hurried to obey him. The flames, prevented from burning the bottom and sides of the wheat-rick, began to attack its roof.

'Get me a ladder! ' cried Gabriel. 'And a branch, and some water!' He climbed up the wheat-rick and sat on the top, beating down the flames with the branch. Billy Smallbury, one of the men who had been in the cart, climbed up with a bucket of water, to throw water on Gabriel and keep the flames off him. The smoke was at its thickest at this corner of the rick, but Gabriel never stopped his work.

On the ground the villagers were doing what they could to stop the fire, which was not much. A little further away was a young woman who had just arrived on her horse, with her maid on foot. They were watching the fire and discussing Gabriel.

'He's a fine young man, ma'am,' said Liddy, the maid. 'And look at his clothes! They're all burnt!'

'Who does he work for?' asked the woman in a clear voice.

'I don't know, ma'am, nor do the others. He's a stranger.'

'Jan Coggan!' called the woman to one of her workers. 'Do you think the wheat is safe now?'

'I think so, yes, ma'am,' he answered. 'If the fire had spread to this wheat-rick, all the other ricks would have caught fire too. That brave young man up there on top of the rick is the one who's saved your wheat.'

'He does work hard,' said the young woman, looking up at Gabriel, who had not noticed her. 'I wish he worked for me.'

As the ricks were no longer in danger, Gabriel started to climb down, and at the bottom he met the maid.

'I have a message from the farmer, who wishes to thank you for all you've done,' she said.

'Where is he?' asked Gabriel, suddenly aware of the chance of getting some work.

'It isn't a he, it's a she,' answered the girl.

'A woman
 farmer?' asked Gabriel.

'Yes, and a rich one too!' said a villager who was standing near. 'She inherited her uncle's farm, when he died suddenly. She has business in every bank in Casterbridge!'

'She's over there, wrapped in a cloak, on her horse,' added the maid. In the darkness Gabriel could only see the shape of a woman sitting on a horse. He walked over to her. Although his face was black from the smoke and his clothes were burnt by the fire, he remembered to lift his hat politely, and asked, looking up at her, 'Do you want a shepherd, ma'am?' She let her cloak fall back from her head in surprise. Gabriel and his cold-hearted darling, Bathsheba Everdene, stared at each other. She did not speak. He only repeated sadly, 'Do you want a shepherd, ma'am?'

Bathsheba turned away into the shadows to consider. She was a little sorry for him, but also glad that she had improved her position since they last met. She realized she had almost forgotten his offer of marriage on Norcombe Hill.

'Yes,' she answered quietly, blushing a little, 'I do want a shepherd. But—'

'He's just the right man, ma'am,' said one of the villagers.

'That's right!' said a second, and a third.

'Then will you men tell him to speak to the farm manager?' said Bathsheba in a businesslike way, as she rode off.

Gabriel soon arranged the details of his employment with Bathsheba's farm manager, Benjy Pennyways, and walked on to the village to find a place to live. As he walked, he thought of Bathsheba. How quickly the young girl he remembered had become the capable mistress of a farm!

When he passed the churchyard, and the ancient trees around it, he noticed that someone was standing behind one of the trees.

'Is this the right way to Weatherbury?' asked Gabriel.

'Oh yes, straight on,' said a girl's voice, low and sweet. After a pause she added, 'You're not a Weatherbury man?'

'No, I'm the new shepherd, just arrived.'

'Only a shepherd! You seem almost like a farmer to me.'

'Only a shepherd,' repeated Gabriel in a dull voice, thinking of the disaster that had destroyed his hopes of being a farmer.

'Please don't tell anyone in the village that you've seen me,' begged the girl. 'I'm rather poor, and I don't want anyone to know about me.' Her thin arms trembled in the cold.

'I won't tell anyone,' said Gabriel, 'but you ought to be wearing a cloak on a night like this.'

'Oh, it doesn't matter. Please go on and leave me.'

He hesitated. 'Perhaps you'd accept this. It's not much, but it's all I have to spare.' He put a coin into her small hand, and as he touched her wrist he noticed how quickly the blood was beating. It was the same quick, hard beat that he felt in his lambs when they were close to death.

'What's the matter? Can't I help you?' he asked. He felt a deep sadness in this thin, weak creature.

'No, no! Don't tell anyone you see me! Good night!' She stayed in the shadows, and Gabriel went on to Weatherbury.




fair
 n. a country market where workers are employed, and wheat and animals are bought and sold.
 集市。


luck
 n. chance that brings good or bad fortune.
 运气；造化。


remind
 v.
 ～ sb of sb/sth
 cause sb to remember. 使某人回想起某人（某事）。


conversation
 n. informal talking.
 谈天，交谈。


single
 adj. not married.
 独身的；未婚的。


intend
 v. have (a purpose or plan) in mind.
 打算；想要。


on fire
 burning.
 燃烧；着火。


hay-rick
 n. large stack of cut and dried grass, used as food for horses and cows.
 干草堆。


burn
 v. damage by fire, heat or acid.
 烧毁；烧焦。


flame
 n. hot glowing of burning gas coming from sth on fire.
 火焰。


rush
 v. come or go with great speed.
 奔；冲。


obey
 v. do what one is told or obliged to do.
 服从；执行（命令）。


attack
 v. act harmfully on (sth/sb).
 侵袭；腐蚀。


ladder
 n.
 梯子。


branch
 n. armlike division of a tree.
 树枝。


maid
 n. a girl or woman servant.
 女仆。


on foot
 步行。


safe
 adj. not dangerous.
 安全的。


message
 n. news, request, etc. sent to sb.
 口信；消息。


aware
 adj.
 ～ of sb/sth
 having knowledge of sb/sth.
 对（某人／某事）意识到；明白。


inherit
 v.
 ～ sth (from sb)
 receive (property) as a result of the death of the previous owner.
 继承。inheritance
 n.



arrange
 v.
 1 ～ with sb about sth; ～ (with sb) to do sth
 agree with sb about sth.
 约定；商定。2
 organize in advance.
 安排；筹备。arrangement
 n.



capable
 adj.
 1
 competent.
 能干的；有能力的。2 ～ of (doing) sth
 having the power necessary for sth.
 有能力做某事。


churchyard
 n. ground near a church where dead people are buried.
 教堂的庭院（常用作墓地）。


spare
 v.
 ～ sth (for sb/sth)
 be able to afford to give (money, time, etc.).
 提供；匀出。


wrist
 n.
 手腕。


beat
 v. move rhythmically.
 跳动。
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 　火灾
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两个月后，盖伯瑞尔去了位于卡斯特桥的大集市，希望找一份农场经理的工作。在下午快结束时，他意识到卡斯特桥没有哪个农场主需要农场经理，甚或是一个牧羊人，他决定第二天到另一个集市去碰碰运气。这个集市在威瑟伯里另一边的一个村庄，还要再走15英里。威瑟伯里这个名字使他想起了芭丝谢芭，他不知道她是否还住在那儿。天将黑时，他步行着上路了。走了三四英里，他看到一辆马车停在路边，车上装着半车干草。“那个地方睡觉挺舒服。”他想，经过在集市上漫长、令人失望的一天后，他太累了。一爬上车他立刻就睡着了。

一两个小时后，马车的颠簸惊醒了他。两个农场工人正把马车赶向威瑟伯里，他们没有注意到盖伯瑞尔。他听到了他们的谈话。

“她是个很漂亮的女人，这倒不假，”一个说，“可是太傲慢！人们都说她很自负！”

“唉，比利·斯摩伯里，要是她很自以为是，我就连正眼看她也不敢了！你知道，我是一个害羞的人！”另一个说，“一个单身女人，而且自负！她给她的农场工人报酬高吗？”

“这个我不知道，约瑟夫·普格拉斯。”

盖伯瑞尔想他们谈论的可能是芭丝谢芭，只是他们谈论的女人好像是一个农场的女主人。马车快到威瑟伯里时，盖伯瑞尔跳下了车，那两个人也未发现。他翻越过一个大门进了一块地里，打算在一个干草垛下过夜，就在这时，他注意到大约一英里远的地方黑暗中有不寻常的火光。有东西着火了。

他穿过田地向着火的地方跑去。接着，他看到熊熊的火光中，干草垛肆虐地燃烧着。现在已来不及救干草垛了，有好几分钟他就站在那儿盯着火焰。可是当烟散开一点儿后，他吃惊地看到有一排麦垛就紧挨着燃烧着的干草垛。这个农场这一年产的大部分麦子可能都在这儿，这些麦垛随时有着火的可能。

当他向最危急的一个麦垛冲去时，他看到在场的并不只是他一人。一群农场工人看到着了火，都跑到地里来帮着抢救麦子。只是他们太混乱了，不知道该做什么。盖伯瑞尔控制住局面，开始发号施令。

“找一大块布来！”他喊道，“用布把麦垛裹住，这样干草垛上的火苗就不会被吹到麦垛上！你，拿一桶水站在这儿，让布保持湿润！”人们立刻听从他的指挥。火焰烧不着麦垛的底部和边部，开始袭击顶部。

“给我找一架梯子！”盖伯瑞尔大声说，“再找一个树枝和一些水！”他爬上麦垛，坐在顶上，用树枝打灭火苗。斯摩伯里，马车上两人中的一个，提着一桶水爬了上来。他把水浇在盖伯瑞尔身上以免火苗烧到他的身上。盖伯瑞尔待的这个角上浓烟滚滚，但他却一刻也没有停歇。

地面上，村民们也在尽自己所能地灭着火，尽管地面上的火并不大。不远处有一位骑马刚到的年轻姑娘，她的女仆步行跟着她。她们望着大火，议论着盖伯瑞尔。

“小姐，他真是个了不起的年轻人，”女仆利蒂说，“看他的衣服！全都烧了！”

“他为谁做事？”女人用清晰的嗓音问。

“我不知道，小姐，其他人也不知道。他没来过这儿。”

“简·考根！”女人向她的一个工人喊道，“麦子现在没有危险了吗？”

“我想没有危险了，小姐，”他答道，“如果火烧到这个麦垛，所有其他麦垛也都会着火的。垛顶上那位勇敢的年轻人就是救了你的麦子的人。”

“他确实很卖力，”年轻姑娘抬头看着盖伯瑞尔说道，他却没注意到她，“我真希望他是我的雇工。”

麦垛没有什么危险了，盖伯瑞尔爬了下来，并在下面遇到了那个女仆。

“我带来了农场主的口信，农场主想为你所做的一切感谢你。”她说。

“他在哪儿？”盖伯瑞尔问，突然意识到这是一个找些活儿干的机会。

“不是他，是她。”姑娘答道。

“女农场主？”盖伯瑞尔问。

“是的，而且还是个富有的农场主！”站在旁边的一个村民说，“她的叔叔去世后，她继承了他的农场。她与卡斯特桥的每家银行都有来往！”

“她就在那儿，裹着斗篷，骑着马。”女仆加了一句。黑暗中盖伯瑞尔只能看见马上一个女人的轮廓。他向她走去。尽管他的脸被烟熏黑了，衣服也被火烧坏了，但他并没有忘记有礼貌地举举帽子。他抬头看着她问道：“小姐，你需要牧羊人吗？”她吃了一惊，斗篷从头上滑落下来。盖伯瑞尔与他冷酷的心上人，芭丝谢芭·伊芙丁，对视着。她没有说话。他沮丧地又问了一句：“你需要牧羊人吗，小姐？”

芭丝谢芭把头扭向阴影里考虑着。她有点儿为他难过，但又很高兴自从他们上次见面后自己的地位已今非昔比了。她意识到她差不多都不记得他在诺科姆山上曾向她求婚。

“需要，”她平静地回答，脸有点儿红，“我的确需要一个牧羊人。只是——”

“小姐，他很合适。”一个村民说。

“一点儿不错！”第二个村民、第三个村民说。

“那你们告诉他去和农场经理说一声，好吗？”芭丝谢芭一边骑马离开，一边以一种公事公办的口气说。

盖伯瑞尔很快就与芭丝谢芭的农场经理本杰·宾尼威斯安排妥了有关他受雇的一些具体事宜，然后向村里走去，去找一个住的地方。他一边走，一边想芭丝谢芭。他认识的那个年轻姑娘才几天就成了一个农场的女主人！

在经过教堂及教堂周围的古树时，他注意到有个人站在一棵树后。

“这是去威瑟伯里的路吗？”他问。

“噢，是的，一直往前走。”一个姑娘的声音，声音虽然低但甜美。停了一下她又说：“你不是威瑟伯里人？”

“不是，我是新来的牧羊人，刚到这里。”

“只是个牧羊人！我觉得你差不多像个农场主。”

“只是个牧羊人。”盖伯瑞尔闷声闷气地重复着，想到了那场灾难，那场使他想成为农场主的希望化为泡影的灾难。

“请你千万别对村里的任何人说看见了我，”姑娘哀求说，“我很穷，我不想让人们知道我的事。”她瘦弱的胳膊由于天冷而颤抖着。

“我谁也不告诉，”盖伯瑞尔说，“你在这样的晚上应该穿一件斗篷。”

“噢，没关系。请你继续赶路吧，你走吧。”

他犹豫着，“也许你会接受这个。虽然不多，可我就这点儿富余。”他把一枚硬币放进她的小手里，触到她的手腕时，他察觉到她的脉搏跳动得异常快。他的羊羔临近死亡时，他也曾在它们身上感到了同样迅速、剧烈的跳动。

“出了什么事？我不能帮你吗？”他问道。他感到这瘦弱可怜的人儿怀有一种深深的悲哀。

“不，不！别告诉任何人你见到我了！再见！”她待在黑暗中，盖伯瑞尔继续向威瑟伯里走去。



4


Fanny Robin disappears

The farm manager had advised Gabriel to go straight to the malthouse in Weatherbury, to ask for somewhere to stay. That was the place where the men of the village spent their evenings, drinking beer and talking by the fire. When Gabriel entered the warm, dark room, some of Bathsheba's workers recognized him.

'Come in, shepherd, you're welcome,' said one.

'Gabriel Oak is my name, neighbours.'

The ancient maltster, with his white hair and long white beard, turned his old head stiffly towards Gabriel. 'Gabriel Oak of Norcombe!' he said. 'I knew your grandparents well! My boy Jacob and his young son Billy know your family too.' His boy Jacob was bald and toothless, and young Billy was about forty.

'You must be very old, maltster,' said Gabriel politely, 'to have such an old son as Jacob here.'

'Yes, I've lived for over a hundred years,' replied the little old man proudly. 'Sit down and drink with us, shepherd.'

The cup of warm beer passed round the circle of drinkers. There was silence for a moment. Then Gabriel turned the conversation to the matter closest to his heart.

'What kind of mistress is Miss Everdene?' he asked.

'We know almost nothing of her, shepherd,' answered Jan Coggan, a big, cheerful man with a red face. 'She only arrived here a few days ago, when her uncle died. But the Everdenes are a good family to work for. Of course, it's the farm manager who'll be giving us our orders.'

'Ah!' said the maltster, frowning. 'Benjy Pennyways!'

'You can't trust him!' added Jacob darkly.

Soon afterwards Gabriel left with Jan Coggan, who had offered the shepherd a bed in his house. The remaining men were just preparing to leave when suddenly a young man called Laban Tall rushed into the malthouse, almost too excited to speak.

'It's Benjy Pennyways!' he cried. 'Miss Everdene's caught him stealing wheat from the barn! She's sent him away! And worse than that—Fanny Robin, you know, Miss Everdene's youngest maid, is missing! The mistress wants us to look for her tomorrow. And Billy Smallbury, she wants you to go to Casterbridge, to see if you can find the young soldier who's been courting Fanny.'

That night the news spread fast round the village, but did not reach Gabriel, whose dreams were only of Bathsheba. Through the long slow hours of darkness he saw her lovely face and forgot that she did not love him.

The next morning Bathsheba and her maid Liddy were dusting some books, when a visitor arrived at the front door. It was Mr Boldwood, who had a large farm in Weatherbury.

'I can't see him like this, Liddy!' said Bathsheba, looking in horror at her dusty dress. 'Go down and tell him I'm busy.'

When Liddy came back, after Mr Boldwood had gone, Bathsheba asked, 'What did he want, Liddy? And who is he, exactly?'

'He just wanted to ask if Fanny had been found, miss. You know, as she had no family or friends, he was kind enough to pay for her to go to school, and found her a job here with your uncle. He's your neighbour. His farm is next to yours.'

'Is he married? And how old is he?'

'He isn't married. He's about forty, very handsome—and rich. All the girls in the area have tried to persuade him to marry. But he just doesn't seem interested in women. Have you
 ever had an offer of marriage, miss?'

'Yes, I have, Liddy,' answered Bathsheba after a pause, thinking of Gabriel. 'But he wasn't quite good enough for me.'

'Oh, how nice to be able to refuse, when most of us are glad to accept the first offer! And did you love him, miss?'

'Oh no. But I rather liked him.'

In the afternoon Bathsheba called her workers together, and spoke to them in the old hall of the farmhouse.

'Men, I want to tell you that I'm not going to employ a new farm manager. I shall manage the farm myself.' There were gasps of surprise from the men. She gave her orders for the next week's farm work and then turned to one of the men. 'Billy Smallbury, what have you discovered about Fanny Robin?'

'I think she's run away with her young man, ma'am. The soldiers have left Casterbridge, and I suppose she's gone with them.'

'Well, perhaps we'll discover more later. One of you can go and tell Mr Boldwood what Billy says. Now, men, I hope I can trust you all to do your work well for me. Goodnight.'

Later that evening, in a town many miles north of Weatherbury, a small white shape could be seen walking slowly along a path beside a large building. It was a dull, snowy night, with heavy grey clouds hanging low in the sky, the kind of night when hopes are destroyed and love is lost.

'One. Two. Three. Four. Five.' The white shape was counting windows in the building. Then it began to throw small stones, covered in snow, at the fifth window. At last the window opened, and a man called out, 'Who's there?'

'Is that Sergeant Troy?' asked a girl's voice.

'Yes,' answered the man. 'Who are you?'

'Oh Frank, don't you know me?' cried the girl desperately. 'I'm your—I'm Fanny Robin.'

'Fanny!' gasped the man in surprise. 'How did you get here?'

'I walked most of the way from Weatherbury. But, Frank, are you glad to see me? Frank, when will it be?'

'What are you talking about?'

'You know, you promised. When shall we be married, Frank?'

'Oh, I see. Well—you need proper clothes—we must inform the vicar. It takes time. I didn't expect you to come so soon.'

'Oh Frank, I love you so! And—you said you'd marry me—'

'Don't cry now! It's foolish. If I said so, of course I will. I'll come and see you tomorrow to decide the details.'

'Oh yes, Frank, do! I'm staying at Mrs Twill's in North Street. Come tomorrow, Frank! Goodnight, Frank!'




advise
 v. give opinion to sb.
 劝告；建议。


malthouse
 n. a building where malt (used in beer) is made.
 麦芽制作间（此处指酒吧）。


stiff
 adj. not easily bent.
 僵直的。


bald
 adj. (of people) having little or no hair on the scalp.
 秃头的；少发的。


cheerful
 adj. in good spirits.
 快乐的。


maltster
 n. a person who makes malt.
 用麦芽做啤酒的人。


barn
 n. a large farm building for keeping wheat or hay in.
 谷仓。


reach
 v.
 1
 stretch out in order to grasp.
 伸手以触到某物。2
 be able to stretch up to.
 够得着某物。3
 communicate with (sb) esp. by telephone.
 与（某人）取得联系。4
 get to or arrive at.
 到达（某处）。


dust
 v. & n. remove dust from (sth) by brushing.
 将尘土抹去、拂去。


dusty
 adj. covered with dust.
 落满灰尘的。（idm
 习语）a dusty answer
 rejection of a request.
 轻率地回绝。not so dusty
 fairly good.
 还好；还不坏。


persuade
 v.
 ～ sb (into or out of sth)
 cause sb to do sth by arguing.
 劝说某人做某事。


gasp
 v. & n. quick deep breath of pain, surprise, etc.
 深吸气；喘气。


trust
 v. treat (sb/sth) as reliable.
 依赖；信任。


hang
 v.
 1
 remain in the air.
 悬浮于空中。2
 be supported, or support from above.
 悬挂；吊。3
 kill by hanging from a rope around the neck.
 上吊；绞死。


proper
 adj. suitable.
 合适的。


inform
 v.
 ～ sb (of/ about sth)
 通知某人；告诉某人。


vicar
 n. a priest in the Church of England.
 牧师。
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 　范妮·罗宾失踪了

[image: alt]


农场经理劝盖伯瑞尔径直去威瑟伯里的酒吧问问住的地方。这是一个村里人消磨晚上时光、喝酒、围着火聊天的地方。盖伯瑞尔走进这个暖和、昏暗的屋子时，芭丝谢芭的一些雇工认出了他。

“进来，牧羊人，欢迎你。”一个村民说。

“我叫盖伯瑞尔·奥克，乡亲们。”

年老的酒店老板，留着白发和长长的白胡子，僵硬地把头转向盖伯瑞尔。“诺科姆的盖伯瑞尔·奥克！”他说，“我与你的祖父母很熟！我儿子雅各布和他的小儿子比利也认识你们家。”他的儿子雅各布头已经秃了，牙也没了。小儿子比利大约有四十岁了。

“有雅各布这样大的儿子，你一定年纪不小了，老板。”盖伯瑞尔礼貌地说。

“是的，我活了有一百多年了，”小老头骄傲地答道，“牧羊人，坐下和我们喝一杯。”

盛有热啤酒的杯子在一圈饮酒者中传递着。一阵沉默之后，盖伯瑞尔把话题转到他最关心的事情上。

“伊芙丁小姐是个什么样的女主人？”他问。

“牧羊人，我们对她几乎一无所知。”简·考根答道。

这是一个有着一张红脸、大大的个子、快快活活的人。“几天前她叔叔死后她才来到这里。不过，给伊芙丁家族干活儿没错。当然，对我们发号施令的是农场经理。”

“噢！”酒店老板皱着眉说，“本杰·宾尼威斯！”

“他让人信不过！”雅各布恨恨地接着说。

盖伯瑞尔接着就与简·考根离开了，简说在他家里可以给盖伯瑞尔找个床位。正当其他人准备离去时，一个名叫拉班·托尔的年轻人冲进酒店。他激动得有点儿说不出话来。

“是本杰·宾尼威斯！”他大声说，“伊芙丁小姐抓住他在谷仓偷麦子！小姐已把他打发走了！还有更糟的事呢——伊芙丁小姐最年轻的女仆范妮·罗宾失踪了！女主人要我们明天去找她。另外，比利·斯摩伯里，女主人要你去卡斯特桥，看是否能找到一直在追求范妮的那个年轻士兵。”

那天夜里，消息传遍了整个村庄，唯有盖伯瑞尔不知晓，因为他脑子里只想着芭丝谢芭。在漫长的黑夜里，他看到了她姣美的面庞，忘记她并不爱他。

第二天早晨，芭丝谢芭和女仆利蒂在清扫书上的灰尘时，一位来访者来到了前门。此人是伯德伍德先生，他在威瑟伯里拥有一个大农场。

“利蒂，我不能这样去见他！”芭丝谢芭说，惊慌地看着自己满是灰尘的裙子，“下去告诉他我很忙。”

伯德伍德先生走后，利蒂返了回来。芭丝谢芭问：“他有什么事，利蒂？他究意是谁？”

“小姐，他只想问问是否找到范妮了。你知道，范妮没有家，也没有朋友，伯德伍德先生好心地给她付钱让她去上学，还在你叔叔这里给她找了事干。他是你的邻居，他的农场就挨着你的农场。”

“他结婚了吗？他有多大年纪？”

“他还没有结婚。四十来岁，很英俊，也很有钱。这个地方的姑娘们都想劝他结婚。可他好像对女人不感兴趣。小姐，有人向你求过婚吗？”

“有过，利蒂，”芭丝谢芭停了一下说，想起了盖伯瑞尔，“不过，他有点儿配不上我。”

“噢，我们大部分人都是一有人求婚就赶快接受，而你却能拒绝，多好啊！小姐，你爱他吗？”

“不，不过我挺喜欢他。”

下午，芭丝谢芭把她的雇工都召集到屋子的旧大厅里。

“乡亲们，我想告诉你们我并不打算雇一个新的农场经理。我想自己管理农场。”人群中传出惊叹声。她布置了下星期农场的工作，然后转向其中一人，“比利·斯摩伯里，范妮·罗宾有消息吗？”

“小姐，我猜她是跟她的那个年轻人跑了。士兵们已经离开了卡斯特桥，我想她跟他们一起走了。”

“好吧，也许以后会发现些什么。你们一个人去告诉伯德伍德先生比利的话。乡亲们，我希望我可以相信你们所有的人会为我好好干的。晚安。”

那天晚上晚些时候，在威瑟伯里以北好几英里远的一个镇上，人们可以看到一个白色的、矮小的影子在一幢大建筑物旁的小路上慢慢地走着。这是一个阴沉的、下着雪的夜晚，乌云低低地挂在天边，这是那种希望破灭、失去爱情的夜晚。

“一、二、三、四、五。”白色的影子数着建筑物上的窗户。然后她开始朝第五个窗口投掷裹着雪的小石头。终于，窗户打开了，一个人喊道：“谁在那儿？”

“是托伊中士吗？”一个姑娘的声音问。

“是我，”那人答道，“你是谁？”

“[image: alt]
 ，弗兰克，你不认识我了吗？”姑娘绝望地喊道，“我是你的——我是范妮·罗宾。”

“范妮！”那人惊叫道，“你是怎么到这里的？”

“我从威瑟伯里一路走着来的。弗兰克，见到我你高兴吗？弗兰克，那事定在什么时候？”

“你说什么？”

“你知道，你答应过的。我们什么时候结婚，弗兰克？”

“噢，明白了。可是——你需要合适的衣服——我们需要通知牧师。这些需要时间。我没料到你这么早就来。”
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 ，弗兰克，我非常爱你。你说过要和我结婚——”

“好了，别哭。别犯傻。如果我那样说过，当然我会和你结婚。我明天去看你，咱们到时商量细节。”

“好的，弗兰克，你可一定要来！我住在北街退尔太太旅店。明天一定来，弗兰克！再见，弗兰克！”
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Bathsheba sends a valentine

When Bathsheba first appeared at the weekly Casterbridge market, where farmers bought and sold their wheat and animals, she caused a sensation. Men's heads turned to look at her, the only woman there. Like any woman, she was happy to be admired, but she was also determined to sell her wheat at a good price, and to do business with the other farmers like a man. There was one farmer, however, who did not seem to notice her, and this annoyed her a little. It was Mr Boldwood.

One Sunday afternoon, on the thirteenth of February, Bathsheba and Liddy were in the sitting-room together. It was a dull, cold day, and they were both very bored.

'Have you ever tried to discover who you're going to marry, miss,' asked Liddy, 'with a Bible and a key?'

'I don't believe in such foolish games, Liddy.'

'Well, some people believe it works.'

'All right, let's try it,' said Bathsheba suddenly, jumping up from her seat. Together they opened the big family Bible and put a key on a page.

'Now you think of someone you could marry, miss,' said Liddy, 'then read aloud the words on that page, and if the Bible moves, perhaps you'll marry him.'

Bathsheba read the words, holding the Bible. As they watched, the Bible turned in her hands, and Bathsheba blushed.

'Who were you thinking of?' asked Liddy curiously.

'I'm not going to tell you,' answered her mistress.

'By the way, did you notice Mr Boldwood in church this morning?' asked Liddy, making it very clear who she
 was thinking of. 'He didn't turn his head once to look at you!'

'Why should he?' replied Bathsheba, annoyed. 'I didn't ask him to look at me.'

'Oh no. But everybody else in church was looking at you.'

Bathsheba did not reply to this. After a few minutes she said, 'Oh, I nearly forgot the valentine card I bought yesterday!'

'A valentine! Who's it for, miss? Farmer Boldwood?'

'No, of course not. It's for one of the village children, that sweet little boy of Jan Coggan's. I'll write the address on the envelope now, and we'll post it today.'

'What fun it would be to send it to that silly old Boldwood!' laughed Liddy.

Bathsheba paused to consider. It was certainly a little depressing that the wealthiest and most important man in the area did not seem to admire her, as all the other men did.

'We'll throw a coin to decide,' she said lightly. 'No, we shouldn't play with money on a Sunday. I know, we'll throw this book. If it comes down open, I'll send the valentine to Jan's son. If it comes down shut, I'll send it to Boldwood.' The little book went up in the air and came down shut. Bathsheba immediately picked up her pen and wrote Boldwood's address on the envelope.

'Now we need a seal,' she said. 'Look for an interesting one, Liddy. Ah, let's use this one. I can't remember what it says, but I know it's funny.' When she had sealed the envelope, Bathsheba looked closely at the words left by the seal:

'MARRY ME.'

'Just right!' she cried. 'That would make even a vicar laugh!' And so the valentine was sent, not for love, but as a joke. Bathsheba had no idea of the effect it would have.

It arrived at Mr Boldwood's house on the morning of St Valentine's Day, 14th February. He was puzzled, but strangely excited by it. He had never received one before, and all day he thought about it. Who could the woman be, who admired him so much that she sent him a valentine? He kept on looking at it, until the words on the large red seal danced in front of his tired eyes, and he could no longer read them. But he knew what they said:

'MARRY ME.'

The valentine had destroyed the peaceful routine of Boldwood's life. That night he dreamed of the unknown woman, and when he woke up very early, the first thing he saw was the valentine, with its message in red, on the table by his bed.

'Marry me,' he repeated to himself. He was too restless to sleep any more so he went out for a walk. He watched the sun rise over the snowy fields, and on his way home he met the postman, who handed him a letter. Boldwood took it quickly and opened it, thinking it could be from the sender of the valentine.

'I don't think it's for you, sir,' said the postman. 'I think it's for your shepherd.'

Boldwood looked at the address on the envelope:


To the new shepherd,



Weatherbury Farm,



Near Casterbridge.


'Oh, what a mistake! It isn't mine, or my shepherd's. It must be for Miss Everdene's shepherd. His name is Gabriel Oak.'

At that moment he noticed a figure in a distant field.

'Ah, there he is now,' Boldwood added. 'I'll take the letter to him myself.' The shepherd started walking towards the malthouse, and Boldwood followed him, holding the letter.




weekly
 adj. & adv. once a week or every week.
 每周一次的。


sensation
 n. state of great excitement, interest, etc. among many people.
 轰动；群情激动。


annoy
 v. cause slight anger to (sb).
 使（某人）不悦；惹恼。annoyed
 adj.
 恼怒的。


curious
 adj. eager to know or learn.
 好奇的；感兴趣的。curiously
 adv.



by the way
 , 顺便提一下。


valentine
 n. an unsigned card, expressing love, sent to arrive on St. Valentine's Day, 14th February.
 在圣瓦伦廷节寄给情人的贺卡（通常匿名）。


fun
 n. pleasure.
 开心的事；有趣。


seal
 n. a stamp which prints words on wax, or the wax itself on the envelope.
 封蜡；封印。v. close an envelope with melted wax.
 用蜡封上信封。


joke
 n. thing said or done to cause amusement.
 笑话：玩笑。make a ～ about/ of sb/sth
 speak lightly about sb/sth.
 拿某人（某事）开玩笑。v. tell jokes (to sb) (about sth).
 （与某人）开玩笑。


routine
 n. fixed and regular way of doing things.
 常规；例行公事。


restless
 adj.
 1
 constantly moving.
 运动不止的。2
 unable to be still.
 不安的；静不下来的。


postman
 n. person employed to collect and deliver letters, etc.
 邮递员；邮差。


figure
 n. human form.
 身材；人影。
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 　芭丝谢芭寄出一张情人卡
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在每周一次的卡斯特桥集市上，农场主们买卖着自己的麦子和牲畜。芭丝谢芭第一次出现在集市上就引起了一阵轰动。男人们都扭过头去看她，因为她是集市上唯一的女人。像所有的女人一样，受到别人的赞扬，她很高兴。不过，她也决心要把她的麦子卖个好价钱，像男人一样地和其他农场主做买卖。只有一个农场主似乎没注意到她，这使她有点儿不高兴。这人就是伯德伍德先生。

2月13日，这个星期日的下午，芭丝谢芭和利蒂都在起居室。天气阴沉、寒冷，她们两人都觉得很无聊。

“小姐，你试没试过用一本圣经或是一把钥匙算出你将与谁结婚？”利蒂问。

“利蒂，我不相信这种愚蠢的游戏。”

“可是有人觉得它很灵验。”

“好吧，那我们试试。”芭丝谢芭一边从座位上跳起来，一边突然说。她们一起打开一本大的家里用的圣经，把一把钥匙放在其中一页上。

“小姐，现在你想一个你可能与之结婚的人，”利蒂说，“然后朗读那页上的话，如果圣经动了，也许你就会和他结婚。”

芭丝谢芭拿着圣经，读上面的话。她们盯着看时，圣经在她手中动了一下，芭丝谢芭红了脸。

“你刚才想的是谁？”利蒂好奇地问。

“我不告诉你。”她的女主人说。

“哎，今天早晨在教堂你注意伯德伍德先生了吗？”利蒂问，指明她想的是谁，“他一次也没有回头看你！”

“他干吗要回头看我？”芭丝谢芭不高兴地说，“我并没有要求他看我。”

“噢，不。我是说教堂里的其他人都在看你。”

芭丝谢芭没有吭声。过了一会儿，她说：“哎呀，我差点忘了昨天买的情人卡！”

“情人卡！给谁的，小姐？给农场主伯德伍德？”

“不，当然不是。是给村里的一个孩子的，就是简·考根家那个可爱的男孩。我现在就把地址写在信封上，我们今天就把它发出去。”

“要是把它送给那个傻乎乎的老伯德伍德该多有意思！”利蒂大笑着说。

芭丝谢芭不再说话，若有所思。其他人都很欣赏她，而这一带最富有、最重要的人却好像对她不在乎，这的确有点儿令人沮丧。

“我们来扔硬币决定，”她随意地说，“不，星期天我们不该玩钱。我们来扔这本书。如果它开着掉下来，我就把情人卡送给简的儿子；如果合着掉下来，就送给伯德伍德。”那本小书被抛向空中，合着掉了下来。芭丝谢芭立刻拿起笔，在信封上写下伯德伍德的地址。

“我们需要一个封蜡，”她说，“利蒂，找一个有意思的。噢，我们用这个。我不记得上面是什么字了，可我知道很有意思。”把信封封上后，芭丝谢芭仔细地看着封蜡留下的字：

“和我结婚吧。”

“就要这个！”她喊道，“这把牧师也会逗笑的！”就这样，情人卡被发出去了，不是为了爱情，而是作为玩笑。芭丝谢芭根本不知道它会引起的后果。

情人卡在2月14日，情人节的这天早晨到了伯德伍德家里。他很困惑，但也有一种莫名的激动。以前他从没有收到过情人卡，他一整天都在想这件事。这个女人会是谁呢，这样喜欢他，还送他情人卡？

他一直盯着这张情人卡，直到那大红封蜡上的字在他疲惫的眼前跳动了起来。他无法看清这几个字，但他知道是什么：

“和我结婚吧。”

这张情人卡打破了伯德伍德平静的生活。那天夜里，他梦见了一个素不相识的女人。他醒得很早，一眼就看到床边桌子上那张情人卡，和红色封蜡上面的字。

“和我结婚吧。”他默默地重复着。他烦燥不安无法成眠，就出去散步。他看着太阳在白雪覆盖的田野上升起。在回家的路上，他碰见了邮递员，邮递员给了他一封信。他立刻接住并打开了信，以为是寄情人卡的人写来的。

“先生，我想信不是寄给你的，”邮递员说，“是给你的牧羊人的。”

伯德伍德看着信封上的地址：

给新来的牧羊人，

威瑟伯里农场，

卡斯特桥附近。

“哎，错了！不是我的，也不是给我的牧羊人的。一定是给伊芙丁小姐的牧羊人的。他叫盖伯瑞尔·奥克。”

这时，他注意到远处有一个人影。
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 ，他就在那儿，”伯德伍德接着说，“我把信给他送去。”牧羊人向着酒吧走去，伯德伍德手里拿着信去追他。
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Fanny's mistake

At the malthouse the men were discussing Bathsheba.

'How's she getting on without a farm manager?' the old maltster asked the younger men.

'She can't manage the farm alone,' replied Jacob, 'and she won't listen to our advice. Proud, she is. I've often said it.'

'You have, Jacob, you have, that's true,' agreed little Joseph Poorgrass.

'But she's intelligent,' said Billy Smallbury, 'and must have some common sense.'

'It seems her old uncle's furniture wasn't good enough for her,' said the maltster. 'I hear she's bought new beds, chairs and a piano! If she's a farmer, why does she want a piano?'

Just then they heard a heavy footstep outside, and a voice called, 'Neighbours, can I bring a few lambs in there?'

'Of course, shepherd,' they all replied.

Gabriel appeared in the doorway, his cheeks red and his healthy face shining. On his shoulders were four half-dead lambs, which he put down carefully, close to the fire.

'I haven't got a shepherd's hut here, as I used to have at Norcombe,' he explained. 'These new lambs would die if I couldn't keep them warm for a while. It's very kind of you, maltster, to let me bring them in here.'

'We've been talking of the mistress, and her strange behaviour, shepherd,' said the maltster.

'What have you been saying about her?' asked Gabriel sharply, turning to the others. 'I suppose you've been speaking against her?' he added angrily to Joseph Poorgrass.

'No, no, not a word,' said Joseph, trembling and blushing with terror.

'Well, look here, neighbours.' Gabriel, although normally one of the quietest and most gentle men on earth, had suddenly become aggressive. 'The first man I hear saying anything bad about our mistress will receive this in his face,' and he banged his great heavy hand down on the maltster's table.

'Now don't get so angry, shepherd, and sit down!' said Jacob.

'We hear you're a very clever man, shepherd,' added Joseph Poorgrass from behind the maltster's bed, where he had been hiding. 'We all wish we were as clever as you, don't we, neighbours?' There was general agreement.

'I think mistress ought to have made you her farm manager, you're so suitable for the job,' continued Joseph. He could see that Gabriel was no longer angry.

'I don't mind confessing I was hoping to be her farm manager,' said Gabriel in his honest way. 'But Miss Everdene can do as she likes, and she's chosen to manage her own farm—and keep me as an ordinary shepherd only.' He sounded rather depressed, and looked sadly into the fire.

Before anyone could reply, the door opened and Mr Boldwood came in. He greeted them all and handed the letter to Gabriel.

'I opened this by mistake, Oak,' he said, 'but it must be for you. I'm sorry.'

'Oh, it doesn't matter at all,' answered Gabriel, who had no secrets from anyone. He read this letter:


Dear friend,



I don't know your name, but I want to thank you for your kindness to me on the night I left Weatherbury. I'm also returning the money you gave me. I'm happy to say I'm going to marry the young man who has been courting me, Sergeant Troy. As he is a nobleman's son, I know he wouldn't like me to accept a gift from anyone. Please don't tell anyone about my marriage. We intend to surprise Weatherbury by arriving there as husband and wife, very soon. Thank you again.


　Fanny Robin.


'You'd better read it, Mr Boldwood,' said Gabriel. 'It's from Fanny Robin. She wants to keep this a secret but I know you're interested in her. I met her on my way to Weatherbury, but I didn't know then who she was.'

When Mr Boldwood had finished reading the letter, he looked very serious. 'Poor Fanny!' he said. 'I don't think this Sergeant Troy will ever marry her. He's clever, and handsome, but he can't be trusted. What a silly girl Fanny is!'

'I'm very sorry to hear that,' said Gabriel.

'By the way, Oak,' said Mr Boldwood quietly, as he and the shepherd left the malthouse together, 'could you tell me whose writing this is?' He showed Gabriel the envelope containing the valentine.

Gabriel looked at it, and said simply, 'Miss Everdene's.' Then he realized that Bathsheba must have written to Mr Boldwood without signing her name, and he looked, puzzled, at the farmer.

Mr Boldwood replied rather too quickly to Gabriel's unspoken question. 'It's quite normal to try to discover who has written the—valentine. That's the—fun of it.' There was no fun at all in his manner. 'Goodbye, Oak,' he added, and walked slowly back to his empty house.

A few days later, in the town north of Weatherbury where the soldiers were staying, a wedding was arranged. As the church clock in the square struck half-past eleven, a handsome young soldier marched into the church and spoke to the vicar. Then he stood still in the centre of the church, waiting for his bride. The church was full of the women and girls who had attended the morning service and had decided to wait to see the wedding. They watched the young man's straight back, whispering among themselves. The soldier waited without moving a muscle. The church clock struck a quarter to twelve, and still the bride did not come. The whispers stopped, and there was silence. The young man stood as stiff and straight as the church columns around him. There was a little quiet laughter from some of the women, but soon they were silent again, waiting for the end.

As the church clock struck twelve, they listened to the heavy notes ringing out from the church tower. The vicar left his position near the soldier, and disappeared into a back room. Every woman in the church was waiting to see the young man's face, and he knew it. At last he turned, and marched bravely back the way he had come, through the rows of smiling women.

When he got outside and crossed the square, he met a girl hurrying towards the church. When she saw him, the anxiety on her face changed to terror.

'Well?' he said, staring coldly at her.

'Oh Frank, I made a mistake! I thought it was the other church, the one near the market, and I waited there till a quarter to twelve, and then I realized my mistake. But it doesn't matter, because we can just as easily get married tomorrow.'

'You're a fool, to play games with me!' he replied angrily.

'So shall we get married tomorrow, Frank?' she asked, not understanding how seriously she had offended him.

'Tomorrow!' he repeated, and laughed. 'I don't want another experience like that for a while, I can promise you!'

'But Frank,' she begged in a trembling voice, 'it wasn't such a terrible mistake! Now, dear Frank, when will our wedding be?'

'Ah, when? God knows!' he said, and turning away from her, walked rapidly away.




discuss
 v. talk or write about sth.
 谈论；讨论。discussion
 n.



manage
 v.
 1
 be in charge of (sth).
 经营；管理。2
 succeed in doing sth.
 做成（某事）。


common sense
 常识；情理。


aggressive
 adj.
 1
 apt or ready to attack.
 好攻击的；好争吵的。2
 forceful.
 强有力的。


bang
 v. hit violently and often unintentionally.
 猛击。


depressed
 adj. sad and without enthusiasm.
 沮丧的。


greet
 v. give a conventional word of welcome when meeting sb.
 问候；致意。greeting
 n.
 问候；招呼。a ～ card
 , 贺卡。


nobleman
 n. person of noble birth or rank.
 贵族；出身高贵的人。


realize
 v. be fully aware of; understand.
 意识到；承认。


sign
 v.
 1
 write one's name on (sth).
 签名；签字。2
 convey information or a request by making a gesture.
 示意；做手势。3
 be engaged or engage (sb) by signing a contract.
 （签约）应聘或受雇。


whisper
 v. & n. speak softly and privately.
 低语。whispering campaign
 散布流言诽谤某人。


column
 n.
 1
 tall pillar, usu. round and made of stone.
 柱子；石柱。2
 one of two or more vertical sections of printed material on a page.
 （印刷品每页上的）列；栏。3
 part of a newspaper regularly dealing with a particular subject.
 （报纸的）专栏。


beg
 v. ask earnestly or humbly (for sth).
 恳求；祈求。


God knows 1
 I don't know.
 我不知道。2
 certainly.
 的确；确实。
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 　范妮的错误
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酒吧里，人们正在议论芭丝谢芭。

“没有农场经理，她怎么办呢？”年老的酒吧老板问那些年轻人。

“她一个人搞不好农场，”雅各布说，“又不听我们的劝告。我总说，她很骄傲。”

“你是这样说的，雅各布，你是这样说的，你说得对。”矮小的约瑟夫·普格拉斯赞同地说。

“可是她很聪明，”比利·斯摩伯里说，“她一定很有见识。”

“好像她对她年老的叔叔的家具不满意，”酒吧老板说，“听说她买了新床、新椅子，还有一架钢琴！如果她要当农场主，她干吗要钢琴呢？”

就在这时，他们听到门外重重的脚步声，一个声音喊道：“乡亲们，我可以把这几只羊羔带进去吗？”

“当然可以，牧羊人。”他们一起答道。

盖伯瑞尔出现在门口，他两颊通红，健康的脸庞放着光。在他的肩上有四只半死的羊羔，他小心翼翼地把它们放在靠近火的地方。

“我在这儿没有牧羊人小屋，过去在诺科姆我有一个，”他解释说，“如果不让这几只新生的羊羔暖和一会儿，它们会死的。老板，你让我把它们带进来，真是太感谢你了。”

“牧羊人，我们正在谈论女主人以及她的不寻常的所作所为。”酒吧老板说。

“你们在说她什么呢？”盖伯瑞尔转向众人，厉声问。“我想你们是在说她的坏话吧？”他对着约瑟夫·普格拉斯，生气地又问了一句。

“没有，没有，一句坏话也没说。”约瑟夫说。他由于害怕颤抖起来，脸也涨红了。

“哼，告诉你们，邻居们，”盖伯瑞尔，这个世上最安静、最温柔的人，突然变得咄咄逼人，“我要是听到谁说女主人的坏话，他的脸上首先就会尝到这个。”接着，他把他的大手重重地击在了酒吧老板的桌子上。

“牧羊人，别生气，坐下！”雅各布说。

“牧羊人，我们听说你是个很聪明的人，”约瑟夫·普格拉斯从酒吧老板的床后边接口说，他一直躲在那儿，“我们都希望我们像你一样聪明，是吧，邻居们？”人们都表示同意。

“我认为女主人应该让你当她的农场经理，你太适合于这个工作了。”约瑟夫接着说。他能看出盖伯瑞尔已经不生气了。

“我可以坦白我很希望给她当农场经理，”盖伯瑞尔诚实地说，“不过，伊芙丁小姐有权做自己愿做的事情，她已决定要自己管理农场，而只要我做个普通的牧羊人。”他的声音很沮丧，眼睛悲伤地盯着火。

别人正要答话，门开了，伯德伍德走了进来。他和大家打过招呼，把信递给了盖伯瑞尔。

“奥克，我拆错了信，”他说，“这信一定是给你的。我很抱歉。”

“咳，没关系。”盖伯瑞尔对谁也没有要保密的，接着，他看起信来：

亲爱的朋友，

我不知道你的名字，但我想谢谢你，因为在我离开威瑟伯里的那天夜里，你对我非常好。我也想把你给我的钱还给你。我很高兴地告诉你，我就要与追求我的年轻人托伊中士结婚了。他是一个贵族的儿子，我知道他不喜欢我接受别人的礼物。请不要告诉别人我结婚的事。我们打算不久之后以夫妻的身份出现在威瑟伯里，让人们大吃一惊，再一次感谢你。

范妮·罗宾

“你最好读一读这封信，伯德伍德先生，”盖伯瑞尔说，“是范妮·罗宾写来的。她不想让别人知道，可我知道你很关心她。我在来威瑟伯里的路上碰到了她，那时我不知道她是谁。”

伯德伍德看完信后，脸上的表情很严肃。“可怜的范妮！”他说，“我认为这个托伊中士不会和她结婚。他聪明英俊，但无法让人信赖。范妮是个多么傻的姑娘啊！”

“听你这么说我很难过。”盖伯瑞尔说。

“顺便问一下，奥克，”伯德伍德和牧羊人一同离开酒吧时，他平静地说，“你能告诉我这是谁的字迹吗？”他让盖伯瑞尔看那个装着情人卡的信封。

盖伯瑞尔看了看信封，随口说：“伊芙丁小姐的字迹。”随后他意识到芭丝谢芭一定是给伯德伍德先生写了一封没有署名的信。他迷惑不解地看着这位农场主。

盖伯瑞尔的问题还没说出口，伯德伍德先生就抢着回答说：“想弄清楚是谁写的情人卡是很正常的，这就是——乐趣。”他的态度却没有显示出任何乐趣。“再见，奥克，”他补充了一句，然后慢慢走回了他的空屋子。

几天后，在士兵们驻扎的威瑟伯里以北的一个镇上，一场婚礼正在筹备之中。广场上，教堂的钟在十一点半敲响时，一个年轻英俊的士兵向教堂走去，他向牧师讲明了情况，然后静静地站在教堂中央，等待着他的新娘。教堂里满是参加早祷的女人和姑娘们，她们想等着看婚礼。她们望着年轻人笔直的后背，悄声议论着。这个士兵一动不动地等待着。教堂十二点差一刻的钟声敲响了，新娘还是没有到。窃窃私语声停止了，教堂里寂静无声。那个年轻人僵直地站着，就像他身边教堂里的柱子。有些女人发出低低的笑声，但她们很快就又安静了下来，等待着最后的结果。

教堂的钟声敲响了十二点，人们听到教堂塔顶传出低沉的音调。牧师从位于士兵身旁的他的位置上离开，走进了后面的房间。那个年轻人知道教堂中所有的女人都在等着看他脸上的表情。终于，他转过身来，穿过一排排面带讥笑的女人，勇敢地从来的路上走了回去。

出了教堂，穿过广场时，他碰上一个急急忙忙往教堂赶来的姑娘。她看到他时，脸上的焦急变成了恐惧。

“好啊？”他瞪着她冷冷地说。

“唉，弗兰克，我弄错了。我以为是另一个教堂，是靠近集市的那个教堂，我在那儿一直等到差一刻十二点，才意识到我搞错了。不过，没关系。明天我们也能一样容易地结婚。”

“你真蠢，跟我玩这种游戏！”他生气地答道。

“弗兰克，那我们明天结婚吗？”她问道，并不明白她已惹怒了他。

“明天！”他重复道，大笑起来，“告诉你，我可不想再重复一次这样的经历！”

“可是，弗兰克，”她用颤抖的声音恳求说，“这也不是什么大不了的错！亲爱的弗兰克，我们什么时候举行婚礼？”

“哼，什么时候？天知道！”他说着，快步转身走了。
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Farmer Boldwood proposes marriage

On Saturday at Casterbridge market Boldwood saw the woman who was disturbing his dreams. For the first time he turned his head and looked at her. It was in fact the first time in his life that he had looked at any woman. Up to now he had considered women to be distant, almost foreign creatures, who had nothing to do with him. Now he saw Bathsheba's hair, and every detail of her face. He noticed her figure, her dress, and even her feet. She seemed very beautiful to him, and his heart began to move within him. 'And this woman, this lovely young woman, has asked me to marry her!' he thought. As he was watching Bathsheba selling wheat to another farmer, he was filled with jealousy.

All this time Bathsheba was aware of his eyes on her. At last she had made him look at her! But she would have preferred him to admire her from the beginning, without the encouragement of her valentine. She felt sorry she had disturbed the usual calmness of a man she respected, but considered she could not apologize to him without either offending or encouraging him.

Mr Boldwood did not try to speak to her, and returned home to his farm. He was a man of strong feelings, which normally lay hidden deep inside him. Because he was serious, and did not joke with his neighbours, people thought he was cold. But when he loved or hated, it was with his whole heart. If Bathsheba had known how strong the feelings of this dark and silent figure were, she would have blamed herself terribly for her thoughtlessness. But nobody guessed what lay behind his calm appearance.

A few days later Mr Boldwood was looking at Bathsheba's fields, which were next to his own, when he saw her helping Gabriel Oak with the sheep. To Boldwood, Bathsheba shone like the moon on a dark night. His heart, which had never been touched before, was filled completely with his love for her. He decided to go and speak to her.

As he stopped at the gate of the field, Bathsheba looked up and noticed him. Gabriel was watching her face and saw her blush. He immediately thought of the envelope, with the valentine, that Boldwood had shown him, and suspected Bathsheba of encouraging the farmer to fall in love with her.

Boldwood realized they had noticed him, and suddenly felt unsure of himself. He did not know enough about women to discover from Bathsheba's manner whether she wanted to see him or not. And so he did not enter the field, but walked on, past the gate.

Bathsheba, however, knew that he had come to see her, and felt extremely guilty. She promised herself never again to disturb the peace of this man's life. Unfortunately her promise was made too late, as such promises often are.

It was not until the end of May that Boldwood was brave enough to declare his love. He went to Bathsheba's house, where the maids told him their mistress was watching the sheep-washing. Every spring the sheep were washed in a special pool, to keep their wool clean and to get rid of insects on their skin. Boldwood walked across the fields to the pool, where he found the farm workers busily washing the sheep.

Bathsheba was standing near them, and saw Boldwood coming towards her. She moved away, walking beside the river, but she could hear footsteps behind her in the grass, and felt love all around her, like perfume in the air. Boldwood caught up with her.

'Miss Everdene!' he said quietly.

She trembled, turned, and said, 'Good morning.' She had guessed the truth from the way he spoke those two words.

'I feel—almost too much to think,' he said simply. 'My life does not belong to me any more, Miss Everdene, but to you. I've come to propose marriage to you.'

Bathsheba tried not to show any expression on her face.

'I'm now forty-one,' he continued. 'I've never married, or thought I ever would marry. But we all change, and I changed when I saw you. More than anything else, I want you as my wife.'

'I think, Mr Boldwood, that although I respect you very much, I don't feel—enough for you—to accept your proposal.'

'But my life is worthless without you!' he cried, calm no longer. 'I want you—to let me say I love you, again and again!' Bathsheba remained silent. 'I think and hope you care enough for me to listen to what I have to say!' he added.

Bathsheba was about to ask why he should think that, when she remembered the valentine. After all, it was quite natural for him to think she admired him.

'I wish I could court you with beautiful words,' the farmer went on, 'but I can only say I love you madly and want you for my wife. I wouldn't have proposed if you hadn't allowed me to hope.'

'Mr Boldwood, this is difficult for me! I'm afraid I can't marry you. I'm not in love with you! I should never have sent that valentine—forgive me—it was a thoughtless thing to do.'

'No, no, don't say it was thoughtless! Say it was the beginning of a feeling that you would like me. Just consider whether you can accept me as a husband. I know I'm too old for you, but believe me, I'll take more care of you than a younger man would. You'll have nothing to worry about. You'll have everything you want. God only knows how much you mean to me!'

Bathsheba's young heart was full of pity for this sensitive man who had spoken so simply and honestly.

'Don't say it, don't! You feel so much, and I feel nothing,' she replied. 'Don't discuss it any more. I can't think! Oh, I've given you such pain!'

'Tell me that you don't refuse completely. Give me some hope! May I ask you again? May I think of you?'

'Yes, I suppose so.'

'May I hope you will accept my proposal next time?'

'No, don't hope! I must go now. Give me time to think.'

'Yes, I'll give you time,' he answered gratefully. 'Thank you, I'm happier now.'

'No, please, don't be happier, Mr Boldwood, if happiness only comes from my agreeing! I must think.'

'I'll wait,' he agreed. They turned away from each other, and returned to their separate houses.




propose
 v.
 1
 suggest or offer marriage.
 求婚（尤指正式地）。2
 put forward for consideration.
 提议；建议。


disturb
 v. move (sth) from a settled or usual position or state.
 搅乱；弄乱。


in fact
 事实上。


jealousy
 n. being jealous.
 妒羡；忌妒。


encourage
 v. give support or confidence.
 鼓励。encouragement
 n.



blame
 v. consider that sb is responsible for sth done badly.
 责备。be to blame (for sth),
 be responsible for sth bad.
 对某坏事负有责任。


manner
 n. person's way of behaving towards others.
 态度；举止。


guilty
 adj. feeling guilt.
 感觉有罪的；内疚的。


expression
 n. look on a person's face that shows a mood or feeling.
 神色；表情。


respect
 v. look up to; admire an older or more important person.
 尊敬。


respectable
 adj. of good social position and good behaviour.
 有身份的；值得尊敬的。


pity
 n. a sympathetic understanding of another person's unhappiness.
 同情；不幸。


sensitive
 adj.
 1
 easily hurt.
 易受伤害的。2
 emotionally upset.
 感情容易冲动的。3
 having or showing perceptive feeling.
 有细腻感情的。


grateful
 adj. showing appreciation for sth good done.
 感激的。gratefully
 adv.



separate
 adj. existing apart.
 各自的；分开的。
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 　农场主伯德伍德求婚
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星期六，在卡斯特桥的集市上，伯德伍德看到了那个搅乱了他的梦的女人。这是他第一次扭过头来看她。实际上，这是他有生以来头一次盯着女人看。到目前为止，他一直都把女人当作遥远的，甚至是陌生的、与他无关的生物。现在，他看到了芭丝谢芭的头发，看到了她脸上的每一处细节。他注意到了她的身材、她的穿着，甚至她的脚。在他看来她很漂亮，他的心开始跳动。“这个女人，这个漂亮、年轻的女人要我和她结婚！”他心想。当他看到芭丝谢芭把麦子卖给另一个农场主时，内心充满嫉妒。

芭丝谢芭知道伯德伍德的眼睛一直在盯着自己。她终于使他开始看她了！不过，她更希望他从一开始就喜欢她，而不是由于情人卡的作用。她打扰了一个她所尊敬的人一惯的安宁，她为此感到内疚，可又觉得不能向他道歉，否则，要么会惹恼他，要么便会使他得到鼓励。

伯德伍德先生没有和她说话，他回到了农场的家里。他是一个感情强烈的人，他的情感通常都深深地埋在心底。他严肃，不和邻居们开玩笑，所以人们都觉得他很冷漠。可他爱谁或是恨谁时，却是全心全意的。如果芭丝谢芭知道这个黝黑、沉静的人感情是多么强烈的话，她一定会为自己的不慎重而自责不已。不过，谁也不知道在他沉静的外表后面藏着什么。

几天后，伯德伍德先生望着在他的地旁边的芭丝谢芭的田地，看见她在帮盖伯瑞尔·奥克照料羊群。伯德伍德觉得芭丝谢芭像黑色夜空中的月亮，闪闪发光。他的那颗从不为什么所动的心充满了对她的爱意。他决定去对她表明心声。

当他停在田地的大门口时，芭丝谢芭抬起头来，注意到了他。盖伯瑞尔看着她，发现她脸红了。他立刻想到伯德伍德给他看的那个装着情人卡的信封，估计是芭丝谢芭引得这位农场主爱上了她。

伯德伍德意识到他们在注意自己，他突然感到没有信心。他不很了解女人，所以无法从芭丝谢芭的态度上弄清她是否愿意见他。所以他没有进地里去，而是一直走过了大门。

芭丝谢芭知道他是来看她的，心里感到很不安。她向自己保证决不再打扰这个人平静的生活了。不幸的是，她的保证太迟了，这种保证常常会这样。

直到五月底，伯德伍德才鼓起勇气宣布了他的爱情。他来到芭丝谢芭的家，女仆告诉他女主人去监督给羊洗澡了。雇工们每年春天都在一个特别的池子里给羊洗澡，这样可以清洁羊毛，也可去除羊身上的寄生虫。伯德伍德穿过田地走向池塘，他发现农场雇工们都在那里忙着给羊洗澡。

芭丝谢芭站在他们跟前，她看到伯德伍德向她走来。她走开了，沿着河边走去，但她能听到身后草里的脚步声。她感到她的四周弥漫着爱意，像空气中的香味。伯德伍德追上了她。

“伊芙丁小姐！”他轻声叫道。

她颤抖了，转身说：“早晨好。”她从他说话的语气已猜出了他的来意。

“我想了许多，几乎都想不清楚了，”他直截了当地说，“伊芙丁小姐，我的生活不再属于我，而是属于你。我是来向你求婚的。”

芭丝谢芭努力不让感情在脸上表现出来。

“我今年41岁，”他接着说，“从未结过婚，甚至从未想过会结婚。但人都是会变的，我见到你时，我变了。我现在最想让你做我的妻子。”

“伯德伍德先生，我觉得尽管我非常尊敬您，但这并不足以让我接受你的求婚。”

“没有你我的生活将毫无意义！”他嚷道，有些沉不住气了，“希望你允许我一遍遍地说我爱你！”芭丝谢芭沉默不语。“我希望你能把我当回事，听我说说我的心里话。”他又说道。

芭丝谢芭正准备问他怎么会这样想时，突然记起了那张情人卡。既然如此，伯德伍德认为芭丝谢芭喜欢他是很自然的。

“我希望我能用漂亮的言词追求你，”农场主继续说，“但我只能说我发疯地爱着你，而且想要你做我的妻子。要不是你燃起了我的希望，我是不会求婚的。”

“伯德伍德先生，这令我太为难了！我恐怕不能和你结婚。我并不爱你！我不该寄那张情人卡——请原谅——那样做是欠考虑的。”

“不，不，别说那件事是欠考虑的！说那是你喜欢我的开始。考虑一下你是否愿意我做你的丈夫。我明白，对你来说我有点儿太老了，可是相信我，我会比年轻的人更懂得照顾你。你没有需要操心的事。你会拥有你需要的一切！只有天知道你对我意味着什么！”

芭丝谢芭那颗年轻的心对这个敏感的人充满了怜悯，他讲得如此直率而诚恳。

“别这么说，别这么说！你的感情如此强烈，而我却什么都不觉得，”她回答说，“别再说这个了，我无法考虑！唉，我使你这么痛苦！”

“告诉我，你并没有完全拒绝我。给我一线希望！我可以再求婚吗？我可以想你吗？”

“可以，我想可以。”

“我可以希望你下次会接受我的求婚吗？”

“不，别抱希望！我现在得走了。给我时间让我想想。”

“行，我给你时间，”他感激地说，“谢谢你，现在我高兴些了。”

“请别这样，伯德伍德先生，要是仅仅因为我同意，你就觉得那么高兴，那你就先别高兴！我必须考虑考虑。”

“我可以等。”他同意了。然后他们分手，各自回到自己的家里。
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Bathsheba's sheep in danger

Because Bathsheba was not at all in love with Farmer Boldwood, she was able to consider his proposal of marriage calmly. It was an offer which many women of good family in the area would have been delighted to accept. He was serious, respectable and rich. If she had wanted a husband, she could not have found a good reason for refusing to marry him. But she was still enjoying her new position as mistress of a farm and house, and although she respected and liked him, she did not want to marry him. However she was honest enough to feel that, as she had begun the courting by sending him the valentine, she ought not to refuse him now.

There was only one person whose opinion she trusted more than her own, and that person was Gabriel Oak. So the next day she decided to ask his advice. She found him with Jan Coggan, sharpening the shears which would be used to shear the sheep.

'Jan, go and help Joseph with the horses,' she ordered. 'I'll help you, Gabriel. I want to talk to you.'

The shears were sharpened on a stone which was turned by a wheel, which was itself turned by a handle. Bathsheba could not manage the handle, so she held the shears while Gabriel turned the handle. 'You aren't holding them right, miss,' he told her. 'Let me show you how.' He let go of the handle, and put his large hands round hers, to hold the shears. 'Like that,' he said, continuing to hold her hands for a peculiarly long time.

'That's enough,' said Bathsheba. 'I don't want my hands held! Turn the handle!' They went on sharpening the shears.

'Gabriel, what do the men think about me and Mr Boldwood?'

'They say you'll marry him before the end of the year, miss.'

'What a foolish thing to say! I want you to contradict it, Gabriel.'

'Well, Bathsheba!' said Gabriel, staring at her in surprise.

'Miss Everdene, you mean,' she said.

'Well, if Mr Boldwood really asked you to marry him, I'm not going to contradict that, just to please you.'

'I said I wanted you just to say it wasn't true that I was going to marry him,' she said, less confidently.

'I can say that, if you wish, Miss Everdene. I could also give my opinion of the way you've behaved.'

He continued with his work. Bathsheba knew that he would always give his honest opinion, even if she asked him whether she should marry another man, and there was nobody else she could trust. 'Well, what is your opinion of my behaviour?' she asked.

'No good, respectable woman would behave like that,' he replied. 'You should never have sent him that valentine.'

Bathsheba blushed angrily. 'Luckily I don't care about your opinion! Why do you think I'm not good or respectable, I wonder? Because I didn't agree to marry you, perhaps!'

'Not at all,' said Gabriel quietly. 'I've long ago stopped thinking about that.'

'Or wishing it, I suppose,' she said, expecting him to protest that he still loved her.

'Or wishing it,' repeated Gabriel calmly.

Bathsheba would not have minded being spoken to angrily by Gabriel for her thoughtlessness, if only he had told her he loved her. But his cold words of blame annoyed her greatly.

'I cannot allow any man to accuse me of bad behaviour!' she cried. 'So you will leave the farm at the end of the week!'

'All right, I will,' said Gabriel calmly. 'In fact I would rather go at once.'

'Go at once then!' she replied angrily. 'Don't let me see your face any more.'

'Very well, Miss Everdene.' And so he took his shears and walked quietly away.

It was only twenty-four hours after Gabriel had left the farm that three men came running to report a disaster to Bathsheba.

'Sixty of your sheep—' said Joseph Poorgrass, breathless.

'Have broken through the gate—' said Billy, also breathless.

'And got into a field of young clover!' said Laban Tall.

'They're eating the clover, and they're all swollen up!'

'They'll all die if someone doesn't do something!'

'Oh you fools!' cried Bathsheba. 'Go straight to the field and get them out!'

She rushed towards the clover field, followed by the men. Her sheep were all lying down, their stomachs badly swollen. Joseph, Billy and Laban carried the sheep back into their own field, where the poor creatures lay helplessly without moving.

'Oh, what can I do, what can I do?' cried Bathsheba.

'There's only one way of saving them,' said Laban.

'Someone must make a hole in the sheep's side,' explained Billy, 'with a special tool. Then the air comes out, and the sheep will survive.'

'Can you do it? Can I do it?' she asked wildly.

'No, ma'am. If it isn't done very carefully, the sheep will die. Most shepherds can't even do it.'

'Only one man in the area can do it,' said Joseph.

'Who is he? Let's get him!' said his mistress.

'It's Gabriel Oak. Ah, he's a clever man!' replied Joseph.

'That's right, he certainly is,' agreed the other two.

'How dare you say his name to me!' she said angrily. 'What about Farmer Boldwood? Perhaps he can do it?'

'No, ma'am,' answered Laban. 'When his sheep ate some clover the other day, and were swollen just like these, he sent for Gabriel at once, and Gabriel saved their lives.'

'I don't care! Don't just stand there! Go and find someone!' cried Bathsheba. The men ran off, without any clear idea where they were going, and Bathsheba was left alone with her dying sheep. 'Never will I send for him, never!' she promised herself.

One of the sheep jumped high in the air, fell heavily and did not move. It was dead. Bathsheba knew she must swallow her pride, and called to Laban, who was waiting at the gate.

'Take a horse, and go and find Gabriel,' she ordered. 'Give him a message from me, that he must return at once.'

Bathsheba and her men waited miserably in the field. Several more sheep jumped wildly into the air, their stomachs horribly swollen and their muscles stiff, then died. At last a rider could be seen across the fields. But it was not Gabriel, it was Laban.

'He says he won't come unless you ask him politely,' Laban reported to Bathsheba.

'What!' said the young woman, opening her eyes wide. Joseph Poorgrass hid behind a tree in case she became violent. 'How dare he answer me like that!' Another sheep fell dead. The men looked very serious, and did not offer their opinion. Bathsheba's eyes filled with tears, and she did not try to hide her anger and her injured pride.

'Don't cry about it, miss,' suggested Billy sympathetically. 'Why not ask Gabriel in a gentler way? I'm sure he'll come then.'

'Oh, he's cruel to me!' said Bathsheba, drying her eyes. 'But I'll beg him, yes, I'll have to!' She wrote a few words quickly on a piece of paper, and at the last moment added at the bottom:


Gabriel, do not desert me!


She blushed a little as she wrote this, and gave the letter to Laban, who rode off again to find Gabriel.

When Gabriel arrived, Bathsheba knew from his expression which words in her note had made him come. He went straight to work on the swollen sheep, and managed to save almost all of them. When he had finished, Bathsheba came to speak to him.

'Gabriel, will you stay on with me?' she asked, smiling.

'I will,' said Gabriel. And she smiled at him again.

A few days later the sheep-shearing began. The sheep were shorn every year at the beginning of June, and their wool was sold. The shearing was always done in the great barn, which had stood on the farm for four centuries. Today the sunshine poured in on the shearers. Bathsheba was watching them carefully to make sure that the sheep were not injured, and that all the wool was cut off. Gabriel was the most experienced shearer. He loved being watched by Bathsheba, and felt warm with pride when she congratulated him on his speed.

But he was not happy for long. Farmer Boldwood arrived at the door of the barn, and spoke to Bathsheba. They stepped outside into the bright sunlight to carry on their conversation. Gabriel could not hear what they were saying, but noticed that Bathsheba was blushing. He continued shearing, feeling suddenly very sad. Bathsheba went back to the house, and returned a short while later in her new green riding dress. She and Boldwood were obviously going for a ride together. As Gabriel's concentration was broken for a moment, his shears cut the sheep's skin. Bathsheba, at the door of the barn, noticed the animal jump, and saw the blood.

'Oh Gabriel!' she said. 'Be more careful!' Gabriel knew she was aware that she herself had indirectly caused the poor sheep's wound. But he bravely hid his hurt feelings, and watched Boldwood and Bathsheba ride away, feeling as sure as the other workers that the couple would soon be married.




offer
 n.
 1
 statement offering to do.
 提议。2
 amount offered.
 出价。on ～
 降价出售。under ～
 （指待售房屋）已有人出价要买。


sharpen
 v. (cause sth to) become sharp.
 使（某物）锋利。


shear
 v. cut the wool off sheep.
 剪羊毛。


shears
 n. large cutting instrument shaped like scissors, etc. for shearing sheep.
 大剪刀。


handle
 n. part of a tool, by which it may be held or carried.
 柄；把手。


contradict
 v. say sth that conflicts with (sth said or written) by sb.
 批驳；驳斥。


protest
 v.
 ～ (about/against sth)
 express strong disagreement.
 抗议；反对。


accuse
 v.
 ～ sb (of sth)
 say that sb has done wrong.
 谴责；指控。


clover
 n. a green plant which can kill sheep if they eat a lot of it.
 三叶草。


swollen
 adj. larger than normal.
 肿胀。


survive
 v. continue to live.
 幸存。


promise
 v. & n. assure (sb) that one will give or do or not do sth.
 许诺；答应（某人）给予某物。


swallow
 v. not express (a feeling, etc.) openly.
 不流露。


cruel
 adj. make others suffer.
 残忍的。


desert
 v.
 1
 go away from (a place) without intending ever to return.
 离弃。2
 abandon.
 抛弃。


congratulate
 v.
 ～ sb (on sth)
 tell sb that one is pleased about his achievements.
 庆贺；祝贺。


wound
 n. injury caused to part of the body by cutting.
 伤；创伤。


couple
 n. two people that are seen together or associated.
 一对（尤指男女）。
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 　芭丝谢芭的羊群遇到了危险

[image: alt]


芭丝谢芭一点儿也不爱农场主伯德伍德，所以她可以平心静气地考虑他的求婚。他的求婚是这个地区许多家境富裕的女人求之不得的。伯德伍德严谨、可敬，而且富有。如果芭丝谢芭要找一个丈夫的话，她找不出理由拒绝和他结婚。不过，她现在还相当喜欢她这个农场女主人的新位置。尽管她尊敬他，喜欢他，但并不想和他结婚。她诚心诚意地觉得，既然是由于自己给他寄了情人卡而开始了这场求婚，所以不应该现在拒绝他。

只有一个人的意见比她自己的意见更加值得信赖，这个人就是盖伯瑞尔·奥克。第二天，她决定去问问他的意见。她发现他和简·考根在一起磨剪羊毛的剪刀。

“简，你去帮约瑟夫弄马去，”她命令说，“我来帮你，盖伯瑞尔。我想和你谈谈。”

剪刀在一块由一个轮子带着转动的石头上打磨，轮子连着一个摇柄。芭丝谢芭摇不了摇柄，所以她拿着剪刀，盖伯瑞尔摇摇柄。“小姐，你拿剪刀的方法不对，”他对她说，“我来教你怎么拿。”他松开摇柄，用他的大手握住她的手，拿着剪刀。“像这样拿着。”他说，好半天一直握着她的手。

“行了，”芭丝谢芭说，“我不想让人握着我的手！去摇摇柄！”他们继续磨剪刀。

“盖伯瑞尔，人们怎么看我和伯德伍德先生？”

“小姐，人们说你在年底前会和他结婚。”

“这样说真愚蠢！盖伯瑞尔，我要你反驳这种说法。”

“怎么回事？芭丝谢芭！”盖伯瑞尔吃惊地瞪着她说。

“你该称呼伊芙丁小姐吧。”她说。

“如果伯德伍德先生真的要你和他结婚，我可不想为了取悦你而去反驳那种说法。”

“我说我只想要你说没有我打算和他结婚这回事。”她有点儿心虚地说。

“伊芙丁小姐，如果你希望，我可以去说。我还可以对你的所作所为谈谈我的看法。”

他继续干他的活儿。芭丝谢芭知道即使她问他自己是否应该和另一个男人结婚，他也总是会实实在在地说出他的看法的。没有谁比盖伯瑞尔更使她信任了。“那你怎么看我做的那件事？”她问。

“没有一个善良、体面的女人会那样做的，”他回答说，“你决不该送他那张情人卡。”

芭丝谢芭气红了脸，“幸好我不在乎你说的！我不知道你怎么会觉得我不好，不体面！也许是因为我不同意和你结婚！”

“根本不是，”盖伯瑞尔平静地说，“很久以前我就不想那件事了。”

“我猜也不抱希望了。”她说，希望他会抗议说他仍爱着她。

“不抱希望了。”盖伯瑞尔平静地重复。

要是盖伯瑞尔告诉芭丝谢芭他爱她的话，芭丝谢芭并不会在意他由于她欠考虑而斥责她。但是他责备时冷漠的言词却使她很恼火。

“我不能允许任何人指责我行为不检点！”她大声说，“你这个周末走吧！”

“行，我会走的，”盖伯瑞尔平静地说，“实际上我更愿意现在就走。”

“那现在就走吧！”她生气地说，“别再让我看见你。”

“很好，伊芙丁小姐。”他拿起剪刀，默默地走了。

就在盖伯瑞尔刚离开农场的第二天，三个人跑来向芭丝谢芭报告一起灾难。

“你的60只羊——”约瑟夫·普格拉斯上气不接下气地说。

“撞坏了大门——”比利也上气不接下气地说。

“到了一片长着嫩三叶草的地里！”拉班·托尔说。

“羊正在吃三叶草，肚子都胀起来了！”

“要是不想办法，它们会死的！”

“哼，你们这帮蠢才！”芭丝谢芭嚷道，“快去地里，把羊弄出来！”

她朝长着三叶草的地里跑去，那几个人跟在后面。她的羊一个个肚子胀得鼓鼓的，全都躺着。约瑟夫、比利和拉班把羊扛回自己的地里，那些可怜的羊一动不动地躺在那里。

“哎呀，我该怎么办，我该怎么办？”芭丝谢芭大声地说着。

“要救这些羊只有一个办法。”拉班说。

“用一种特殊的工具在羊身体的一侧钻一个洞，”比利解释说，“肚子里的气被放出来，羊就有救了。”

“你会干吗？我会干吗？”她气急败坏地问。

“不会，小姐。如果操作不当，羊会死的。大多数牧羊人也都干不了。”

“这一带只有一个人能干这件事。”约瑟夫说。

“是谁？我们去找他！”女主人说。

“盖伯瑞尔·奥克。他是个聪明的人！”约瑟夫回答说。

“对，他是很聪明。”另外两人附和着说。

“你们怎敢在我面前提他的名字！”她生气地说，“农场主伯德伍德怎么样？也许他会？”

“不行，小姐，”拉班答道，“那天他的羊吃了三叶草，肚子也鼓成这样，他立刻派人去请盖伯瑞尔，盖伯瑞尔把羊救活了。”

“我不管这些！别站在那儿！去找个人来！”芭丝谢芭大声说。那几个人跑开了，并不知道该往哪里去。只剩下芭丝谢芭和她垂死的羊。“我决不去请他，决不！”她暗自下定决心。

一只羊跳了起来，重重地落在地上，不动了。羊死了。芭丝谢芭明白她必须收起她的自尊，她招呼等在大门口的拉班。

“牵一匹马，去把盖伯瑞尔找来，”她命令说，“告诉他我让他必须立刻回来。”

芭丝谢芭和她的雇工们在地里苦苦地等着。又有几只羊抽疯似的跳了起来，它们的肚子鼓得可怕，肌肉僵硬，然后就死了。终于，一个人骑着马穿过了田地。但那不是盖伯瑞尔，而是拉班。

“他说除非你客气地请他，否则他不回来。”拉班向芭丝谢芭报告说。

“什么！”这年轻女人说，眼睛瞪得大大的。约瑟夫·普格拉斯藏到了树后，害怕她会发疯。“他怎么敢这样答复我！”又有一只羊落在地上死了。人们表情严肃，不发表意见。芭丝谢芭的眼里满是泪水。她并不想隐藏她的愤怒和受伤的自尊心。

“别哭，小姐，”比利同情地建议说，“干吗不用更客气的方式去请盖伯瑞尔呢？我敢保证他会来的。”

“唉，他对我真冷酷！”芭丝谢芭擦干眼泪说，“我会恳求他，当然，我只能恳求他！”她在一张纸上很快地写了几个字，最后又在下边加了一句：

盖伯瑞尔，别抛弃我！

写这句话时，她脸红了。她把信给了拉班，拉班又骑马去找盖伯瑞尔了。

盖伯瑞尔来了，芭丝谢芭从他的表情得知是字条上的话促使他来的。他立即着手给那些肚子鼓胀的羊治病，差不多把所有的羊都救活了。他干完时，芭丝谢芭走过来跟他说话。

“盖伯瑞尔，你愿意继续留在我这儿吗？”她笑着问。

“愿意。”盖伯瑞尔说。她又冲他笑笑。

几天后，要开始剪羊毛了。每年六月初都要剪羊毛，然后把羊毛卖掉。剪羊毛总是在巨大的仓房里进行，这个仓房在农场已有四百年了。这一天，阳光照在剪羊毛的雇工身上。芭丝谢芭仔细地看着他们，她要确保羊没有被伤到，而且羊毛也剪干净了。盖伯瑞尔剪得最熟练。他很愿意让芭丝谢芭看着，当她祝贺他剪得快时，他感到无比自豪。

不过，他没高兴多久。农场主伯德伍德来到了仓房门口，和芭丝谢芭说话。他们走出去，在灿烂的阳光下继续交谈。盖伯瑞尔听不到他们在说什么，但他注意到芭丝谢芭脸红了。他继续剪着羊毛，突然感到很沮丧。芭丝谢芭回到屋里，片刻又返身出来，穿着崭新的绿色骑马服。她显然要与伯德伍德一起去骑马。由于注意力不集中，盖伯瑞尔的剪子剪到了羊的皮肉。在仓房门口的芭丝谢芭注意到那只羊跳了一下，也看到了血。

“[image: alt]
 ，盖伯瑞尔！”她说，“当心点儿！”盖伯瑞尔知道芭丝谢芭意识到了她自己是这只可怜的羊受伤的间接原因。盖伯瑞尔坚强地藏起自己受伤的感情，看着伯德伍德和芭丝谢芭一同骑马走了，并和其他雇工一样确信这一对很快就会结婚。
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Bathsheba meets a handsome soldier

Farmers always gave a special supper to the sheep shearers when they had finished their work. This year Bathsheba had ordered her maids to put a long table in the garden, with the top end of the table just inside the house. The farm workers took their seats, and she sat at the top of the table, so that she was with them, but a little apart. There was an empty place at the bottom of the table. At first she asked Gabriel to sit there, but just then Mr Boldwood arrived, apologizing for his lateness.

'Gabriel,' said Bathsheba, 'will you move again please, and let Mr Boldwood sit there?' Gabriel moved away in silence to another seat. They all ate and drank, and celebrated the end of the sheep-shearing by singing their favourite songs. Mr Boldwood seemed unusually cheerful, and at the end of the meal he left his seat and went to join Bathsheba at her end of the table, just inside the sitting-room. It was growing dark, but Gabriel and the other men could not avoid noticing how Boldwood looked at her. It was clear that the middle-aged farmer was deeply in love.

After a while Bathsheba said goodnight to her farm workers, and closed the sitting-room door and windows. Now she and Boldwood were alone. Kneeling in front of her, he took her hands.

'Tell me, tell me what you've decided!' he begged.

'I'll try to love you,' she answered in a trembling voice. 'And if you think I'll make a good wife, I'll agree to marry you. But, Mr Boldwood, any woman would hesitate before deciding on something as important as marriage. Could you wait a few weeks until I'm sure?'

'I'll be away on business for five or six weeks anyway. Do you really think that by that time you will...'

'I feel almost sure that when you come back, at harvest time, I'll be able to promise to marry you. But, remember, I can't promise yet.'

'I don't ask for anything more. I can wait. Goodnight, Miss Everdene!' And he left her.

Bathsheba now realized how thoughtlessly she had behaved towards him, and understood how deeply he loved her. She was very sorry for her mistake and was therefore punishing herself by agreeing to marry him.

That evening she went round the farm as usual, lighting her lamp whenever necessary, to check that all the animals were safe. On her way back, she was walking along the narrow public path which led to her house. It was very dark there, among the trees, and she was a little surprised to hear some footsteps coming towards her. It was unfortunate that she would meet the traveller at the darkest point of the path. As she was about to pass the dark shape, something seemed to attach her skirt to the ground, and she had to stop.

'What's happened? Have I hurt you, friend?' a man asked.

'No,' said Bathsheba, trying to pull her skirt away.

'Ah! You're a lady! The spur on my boot has got tied up with your dress. Have you got a lamp? I'll light it for you.'

The light from the lamp shone suddenly on a handsome young man in a bright red and gold army uniform. He looked admiringly at Bathsheba.

'Thank you for letting me see such a beautiful face!' he said.

'I didn't want to show it to you,' she said coldly, blushing. 'Please undo your spur quickly!' He bent down to pull rather lazily at his boots. 'You are making it even worse,' she accused him angrily, 'to keep me here longer!'

'Oh no, surely not,' smiled the soldier. 'Don't be angry. I was doing it so that I could have the pleasure of apologizing to such a lovely woman.'

Bathsheba had no idea what to say. She wondered whether to escape by pulling the material away, but did not want to tear her best dress.

'I've seen many women in my life,' continued the young man, staring into her face, 'but I've never seen a woman as beautiful as you. I don't care if you're offended, that's the truth.'

'Who are you, then, if you don't care who you offend?'

'People know me in Weatherbury. My name's Sergeant Troy. Ah, you see, your skirt's free now! I wish you and I had been tied together for ever!'

She pulled her dress quickly away from his spurs, and ran up the path and into her house. The next day she discovered from Liddy that Sergeant Troy's supposed father was a doctor, but people said his real father was a nobleman. He had been brought up in Weatherbury, and was well known as a young soldier with a great interest in girls. Bathsheba could not remain angry for long with someone who admired her as much as he obviously did. It was unfortunate that Boldwood, when courting her, had forgotten to tell her, even once, that she was beautiful.

Sergeant Troy was certainly an unusual man. He lived only in the present, caring nothing for the past or the future. Because he never expected anything, he was never disappointed. To men he usually told the truth, but to women, never. He was intelligent and well-educated, and proud of his success with women.

A week or two after the sheep-shearing, Bathsheba was in the hayfields, where her workers were cutting the hay. She was surprised to see a bright red figure appear from behind a cart. Sergeant Troy had come to help on the farm. She blushed as the young soldier came to speak to her.

'Miss Everdene!' he said. 'I didn't realize it was the "Queen of Casterbridge market" I was speaking to the other night. I apologize for expressing my feelings so strongly to you then. Of course, I'm not a stranger here. I often helped your uncle on the farm, and now I'm helping you.'

'I suppose I must thank you for that,' replied the Queen of Casterbridge market rather ungratefully.

'You're cross because I was honest when I spoke to you that night. But I couldn't look at you, and say you aren't beautiful!'

'You are pretending, Sergeant Troy!' said Bathsheba, laughing in spite of herself at his clever way of talking.

'No, Miss Everdene, you must let me say how lovely you are! What's wrong with that?'

'It's wrong because—it isn't true,' she said, hesitating.

'But you know that everybody notices how beautiful you are, don't you?'

'Well, no—that is, I've heard Liddy say they do, but...' She paused. She had never intended to become involved in this kind of conversation with the soldier, but somehow he had trapped her into replying. 'Thank you for helping the men with the hay,' she continued. 'But please don't speak to me again.'

'Oh Miss Bathsheba! That's too hard! I won't be here long. I'm going back to the army in a month.'

'But you don't really care about a word from me, do you?'

'I do, Miss Everdene. Perhaps you think it's foolish of me to want just a "good morning", but you have never loved a beautiful woman like yourself, as I do.'

'But you only saw me the other night! I don't believe you could fall in love so fast. I won't listen to you any more. I wish I knew what time it was. I've spent too much time with you.'

'Haven't you got a watch, miss? I'll give you one,' and he handed her a heavy gold watch. 'That watch belonged to a nobleman, my father, and is all the inheritance I have.'

'But Sergeant Troy, I can't take this! It's your father's, and so valuable!' said Bathsheba, horrified.

'I loved my father, true, but I love you more.' The young man was not pretending now, as he looked at Bathsheba's beautiful, excited face.

'Can it be true, that you love me? You have seen so little of me! Please take it back!'

'Well then, I'll take it,' he said, 'because it's all I have to prove that I come of good family. But will you speak to me while I'm in Weatherbury? Will you let me work in your fields?'

'Yes! Or no, I don't know! Oh, why did you come and disturb me like this!'

'Perhaps, in setting a trap, I've caught myself. Such things sometimes happen. Goodbye, Miss Everdene!'

Blushing and almost crying, Bathsheba hurried home, whispering to herself, 'Oh what have I done? What does it mean? I wish I knew how much of what he says is true!'




celebrate
 v. mark (a happy or important event, etc.) with festivities and rejoicing.
 庆祝；祝贺。


kneel
 v. go down on one or both knees.
 跪下。


on business
 for the purpose of doing business.
 因公。


harvest
 n. cutting and gathering of wheat and hay in summer.
 收获；丰收。


attach
 v.
 ～ sth to sth
 fasten sth with sth.
 将某物系在、缚在另一物上。


spur
 n. horse-riders wear spurs on the heels of their boots and press them into the sides of their horses to make them go faster.
 马刺。


uniform
 n. distinctive clothing worn by all members of an organization or group.
 制服。


undo
 v. untie or unfasten.
 解开；松开。


bring up
 raise, rear or educate.
 养育；培养。


apologize
 v. say one is sorry.
 道歉。apology
 n.



stranger
 n. person that one does not know.
 陌生人。


cross
 adj.
 ～ (with sb) (about sth)
 rather angry.
 恼怒的。


pause
 v. make a pause.
 中止；停顿。


trap
 v.
 ～ sb (into sth/doing sth)
 catch sb by a trick.
 使某人上当。


fall in love (with sb)
 feel a sudden attraction for sb.
 突然爱上某人。


valuable
 adj. worth a lot of money.
 贵重的；值钱的。



9
 　芭丝谢芭遇到一位英俊的士兵
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农场主们在剪羊毛的雇工们剪完羊毛后，总要设宴款待他们一次。今年，芭丝谢芭命令女仆们在院子里摆了一张长桌子，桌子的上端在屋子里。雇工们纷纷入座，她在主座上坐下。这样，她和他们既坐在一起，又保持一点距离。在桌子的尾端空着一个位子。起初，芭丝谢芭让盖伯瑞尔坐在那里，但伯德伍德刚好来了，并抱歉地说他来晚了。

“盖伯瑞尔，”芭丝谢芭说，“请你再动一下，让伯德伍德先生坐在那里好吗？”盖伯瑞尔默默地移到了另一个座位上。人们一边吃喝，一边唱着自己喜爱的歌曲，庆祝剪羊毛工作结束。伯德伍德好像异常兴奋，宴会快结束时，他离开他的座位，到位于起居室的桌子上端，和芭丝谢芭坐在了一起。天渐渐黑了，盖伯瑞尔和其他人都注意到伯德伍德看芭丝谢芭的样子。很显然，这位中年农场主坠入了情网。

过了一会儿，芭丝谢芭和她的雇工们道别，关上了起居室的门和窗户。现在，只剩下她和伯德伍德。他跪在她的面前，握住她的手。

“告诉我，告诉我你的决定！”他恳求地说。

“我将尽量爱你，”她用颤抖的声音回答，“如果你觉得我会是一个好妻子，我会同意和你结婚。可是，伯德伍德先生，任何女人在决定像婚姻这样的大事时，都会犹豫的。在我决定之前，你能等几个星期吗？”

“我由于业务上的事会离开五、六个星期。你真的觉得那时你会……”

“我几乎敢肯定当你在收割季节回来时，我就能答应和你结婚。不过，记住，我现在不能许诺。”

“我不要求别的。我可以等待。晚安，伊芙丁小姐！”他们分手了。

芭丝谢芭现在意识到她当初的举动是多么轻率，她也明白他是怎样深爱着自己。她对自己所犯的错误非常内疚，因此，她想用与他结婚来惩罚自己。

那天晚上，她像往常一样到农场各处去查看所有的牲口是否都安然无恙，并不时地把灯点亮。回去的时候，她沿着一条通向她的屋子的小路走着。小路从树林中穿过，所以很黑。当她听到有脚步声走来时，她有点儿吃惊。糟糕的是她与这位旅行者相遇的地方恰好是路上最黑的地方。她正要与那个黑色人影擦肩而过时，地面上有什么东西挂住了她的裙子，她只好站住。

“怎么了？我伤着你了吗，朋友？”一个男人的声音问。

“没有。”芭丝谢芭说，想把裙子拉开。

“噢，是一位女士！我靴子上的马刺把你的裙子缠住了。你有灯吗？我给你照着。”

灯光照在一个英俊的年轻人身上，他身穿大红色和金色相间的军装。他赞赏地看着芭丝谢芭。

“谢谢你让我看到一张如此美丽的面庞！”他说。

“我可不想让你看我的脸，”她冷冷地说，红了脸，“请你赶快松开你的马刺！”他弯腰慢慢地拉他的靴子。“你把事情搞得更糟了，”她生气地指责，“让我在这儿待这么久！”

“噢，不，我没有那个意思，”士兵笑着说，“别生气。我这样做就有机会向一位可爱的女人道歉，这是我很乐意做的。”

芭丝谢芭不知说什么好。她在想是否该拽出裙子，赶快走开，可她不想撕坏自己最好的裙子。

“我一生中见过许多女人，”年轻人盯着她，继续说，“但我从未见过像你一样漂亮的女子。我不在乎你是否生气，我说的是实话。”

“如果你不在意你惹了谁，那你是谁呢？”

“威瑟伯里的人都认识我，我是托伊中士。你看，裙子解开了！我真希望我和你能永远拴在一起！”

她迅速把裙子从马刺上拉开，沿着路跑回了屋里。第二天，芭丝谢芭从利蒂那里得知托伊中士所谓的父亲是一个医生，可人们说他真正的父亲是个贵族。他在威瑟伯里长大，人人都知道他是个对女孩子有极大兴趣的年轻士兵。对于像他这样明显地赞赏自己的人，芭丝谢芭是不会生他气的。遗憾的是，伯德伍德在追求她时，一次也没提起她长得漂亮。

托伊中士当然不是一般的人，他只管眼前，不考虑过去和将来。由于他从不期望什么，所以他也从未失望过。对男人，他是讲真话的，但对女人，却从没有一句实话。他聪明，受过良好的教育，对自己在女人方面所取得的成功很自豪。

在剪完羊毛一、两周后，芭丝谢芭正在干草地里，她的雇工们正在割草。她很惊讶地看到马车后面走出一个红色的人影。托伊中士来到农场帮忙。当那个年轻的士兵走上前来和她讲话时，她红了脸。

“伊芙丁小姐！”他说，“我没有意识到那天晚上和我讲话的是‘卡斯特桥市场的女王’。我为自己当时露骨的表白道歉。当然，我在这儿也不是外人。我过去常帮你叔叔在农场干活儿，现在我帮你。”

“既然如此，那我得谢谢你了。”“卡斯特桥市场的女王”不领情地说。

“你因为那天晚上我对你说了实话生气了。可我不能看着你，说你不漂亮！”

“托伊中士，你在说谎！”芭丝谢芭为他聪明的谈话方式忍不住笑起来。

“没有，伊芙丁小姐，你一定要允许我说你是多么漂亮！这有什么错呢？”

“有错，因为这不是真的。”她有点儿犹豫地说。

“你心里清楚人们都注意到你是多么漂亮，难道不是吗？”

“不，我只听利蒂说过人们都这么说，可是……”她不说了，她根本没想过跟这个士兵谈论这个，是他故意让她回答这个问题。“谢谢你帮着割草，”她接着说，“别再跟我讲话了。”

“[image: alt]
 ，芭丝谢芭小姐！这太不近人情了！我在这儿待不了多久。我一个月后就要回军队去。”

“我说话对你根本无所谓，不是吗？”

“不，伊芙丁小姐，我只听一声‘早安’就满足了。也许你觉得这样很傻，但你从未像我一样爱上一个你这样漂亮的女人。”

“可你只是那天晚上才见到我！我不信你这么快就会爱上我。我不想听你再说下去。我想知道现在几点了，我跟你待的时间太长了。”

“你没表吗，小姐？我给你一块，”他递给她一块沉甸甸的金表，“这块表属于一个贵族，我的父亲，是我继承的全部财产。”

“托伊中士，我不能要这块表！这是你父亲的，而且如此珍贵！”芭丝谢芭惊恐地说。

“我爱我的父亲，这不假，可我更爱你。”这个年轻人看着芭丝谢芭美丽、激动的面庞，不无真情地说。

“你爱我，这会是真的吗？你根本就没见过我几次！请你把这块表拿回去！”

“既然如此，我就不给你了，”他说，“它是证实我出身高贵的唯一的东西。我在威瑟伯里这段时期你会跟我讲话吗？你会让我在你的地里干活儿吗？”

“会的！也许不会，我不知道！唉，你为什么要来这样打扰我呢！”

“也许是为了设陷阱，我把自己陷住了。这种事情有时也会发生。再见，伊芙丁小姐！”

芭丝谢芭红着脸，差不多都要哭了，匆忙回到了家。她低声自语着：“唉，我都干了些什么？这意味着什么？我希望我知道他说的有多少是真话！”
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Bathsheba in love

Once or twice during the next few days Bathsheba saw Troy working in her hayfields. He behaved in a pleasant, friendly manner towards her, and she began to lose her fear of him.

'Cutting your hay is harder work than sword practice!' he told her one day, a smile lighting up his handsome face.

'Is it? I've never seen sword practice,' she answered.

'Ah! Would you like to?' asked Troy.

Bathsheba hesitated. She had heard wonderful stories from people who had watched soldiers practising, stories of shining metal flashing through the air.

'I would like to see it, very much.'

'Well, I'll show you. I can get a sword by this evening. Will you...' and he bent over her, whispering in her ear.

'Oh no!' said Bathsheba, blushing. 'I couldn't.'

'Surely you could? Nobody would know.'

'Well, if I came, Liddy would have to come with me.'

'I don't see why you want to bring her,' Troy said coldly.

'Well then, I won't bring her—and I'll come. But only for a very short time.'

So at eight o'clock that evening, Bathsheba found herself, in spite of her doubts, climbing the hill near her house and going down the other side. Now she was in what seemed like a natural theatre, a deep, round hollow in the ground. It was completely hidden from her house and the path. This was the place where Troy had asked her to meet him.

And Troy, in his bright red uniform, was there.

'Now,' he said, producing his sword, which flashed in the evening sunlight, 'let me show you. One, two, three, four. Like this! A sword can kill a man in a second.'

Bathsheba saw a kind of rainbow in the air, and gasped.

'How cruel and murderous!' she cried.

'Yes. Now I'll pretend to fight you. You are my enemy, but the only difference from a real fight is that I'll miss you each time. Stand in front of me, and don't move!'

Bathsheba was beginning to enjoy this. 'I'll just test you first,' added Troy, 'to see whether you're brave enough.'

The sword flashed in the air, from her left to right side. It seemed to go through her body. But there it was again in Troy's hand, perfectly clean and free from blood.

'Oh!' she cried, frightened. 'Have you killed me? No, you haven't! How did you do it?'

'I haven't touched you,' said Troy quietly. 'Now, you aren't afraid, are you? I promise I won't hurt you, or even touch you.'

'I don't think I'm afraid. Is the sword very sharp?'

'Oh no—just stand very still. Now!'

In a second, Bathsheba could no longer see the sky or the ground. The shining weapon flashed above, around and in front of her, catching light from the low sun and whistling as it rushed through the air. Never had Sergeant Troy managed his sword better than today.

'Your hair is a little untidy,' he said. 'Allow me,' and before she could move or speak, a curl dropped to the ground. 'You are very brave, for a woman!' he congratulated her.

'It was because I didn't expect it. Now I'm afraid of you, I am, really!'

'This time I won't even touch your hair. I'm going to kill that insect on your dress. Stand still!'

Not daring to tremble, she saw the point of his sword coming towards her heart, and, sure that this time she would die, closed her eyes. But when she opened them, she saw the insect, dead, on the point of the sword.

'It's magic!' she cried. 'And how could you cut off one of my curls with a sword that isn't sharp?'

'It's sharper than any knife,' he said. 'I had to lie to you about that, to give you the confidence to stand still.'

Bathsheba's feelings were almost too much for her to control, and she sat down suddenly in the grass.

'I could have died,' she whispered.

'You were perfectly safe,' Troy told her. 'My sword never makes a mistake. I must leave you now. I'll keep this to remind me of you.' He bent to pick up the curl of hair, which he put carefully in his pocket, next to his heart. She was not strong enough to say or do anything. He came closer, bent again, and a minute later his red coat disappeared through the grass. Bathsheba blushed guiltily and tears rolled down her face. In that minute Troy had kissed her on the lips.

Determined, independent women often show their weakness when they fall in love, and Bathsheba had very little experience of the world, or of men. It was as difficult for her to see Troy's bad qualities, which he kept carefully hidden, as to admire Gabriel Oak's good ones, which were not all obvious at first sight.

One evening a few days later, Gabriel went to find his mistress. He knew that she was falling in love, and had decided to warn her of the mistake she was making. He found her walking along a path through the fields.

'I was worried about your walking alone, miss,' he said. 'It's rather late, and there are some bad men in the area.' He was hoping to introduce Troy's name as one of the 'bad men'.

'I never meet any,' said Bathsheba lightly.

Gabriel tried again. 'Farmer Boldwood will be taking care of you in future, of course.'

'What do you mean, Gabriel?'

'Well, when you and he are married, miss, as everybody expects. You've let him court you, after all.'

'Everybody is wrong, Gabriel. I didn't promise him anything. I respect him, but I won't marry him.'

'I wish you had never met that young Sergeant Troy, miss,' he said sadly. 'He's not good enough for you.'

'How dare you say that! He's of good family, and well-educated!' replied Bathsheba angrily.

'He can't be trusted, miss. Don't trust him, I beg you.'

'He's as good as anybody in the village! He goes to church regularly! He told me so himself.'

'I'm afraid nobody has ever seen him in church. I certainly haven't.' Gabriel's heart ached when he saw how completely Bathsheba trusted the soldier.

'That's because he enters by the old tower door and sits at the back, where he can't be seen,' she replied eagerly.

'You know, mistress,' said Gabriel in a deep voice full of sadness, 'that I love you and shall love you for ever. I accept that I can't marry you now that I'm poor. But Bathsheba, dear mistress, think of your position! Be careful of your behaviour towards this soldier. Mr Boldwood is sixteen years older than you. Consider how well he would look after you!'

'Leave my farm, Gabriel,' said Bathsheba, her face white with anger. 'You can't speak like that to me, your mistress!'

'Don't be foolish! You've already sent me away once. How would you manage without me? No, although I'd like to have my own farm, I'll stay with you, and you know why.'

'Well, I suppose you can stay if you wish. Will you leave me here now please? I ask not as your mistress, but as a woman.'

'Of course, Miss Everdene,' said Gabriel gently. He was a little surprised by her request, as it was getting dark, and they were on a lonely hill some way from her house. As she moved away from him, the reason became clear. The figure of a soldier appeared on the hill and came to meet Bathsheba. Gabriel turned away and walked sadly home. On his way he passed the church, where he looked closely at the old tower door. It was covered with climbing plants, and clearly had not been used for years.

Half an hour later Bathsheba arrived home, with Troy's words of love still in her ears. He had kissed her a second time. Wild and feverish with excitement, she sat down immediately to write to Boldwood, to inform him that she could not marry him. The letter would reach him on his business trip. She was so eager to send the letter at once that she called Liddy to post it.

'Liddy, tell me,' she said urgently, when her maid entered the room, 'promise me that Sergeant Troy isn't a bad man. Promise me that he doesn't chase girls, as people say!'

'But, miss, how can I say he doesn't if he—'

'Don't be so cruel, Liddy! Say you don't believe he's bad!'

'I don't know what to say, miss,' said Liddy, beginning to cry. 'I'll make you angry whatever I say!'

'Oh, how weak I am! How I wish I'd never seen him! You see how much I love him, Liddy! Don't tell anyone my secret, Liddy!'

'I'll keep your secret, miss,' said Liddy gently.




sword
 n. a long sharp weapon used by soldiers.
 剑。


light up
 (of a person's face, etc.) become bright.
 容光焕发。


theatre
 n. building for the performance of plays and similar entertainments.
 剧院；戏院。


hollow
 n. a large hole or dip in the ground.
 洞；孔。


rainbow
 n. arch containing the colours of spectrum, formed in the sky.
 彩虹。


murderous
 adj. likely to murder.
 凶残的；杀人的。


whistle
 v. move swiftly with a noise like a whistle.
 迅速移动并发出似口哨声。n. clear shrill sound made by forcing through a small hole between partly closed lips.
 口哨声。


curl
 n. a piece of hair growing in a round shape.
 一绺卷发。


roll
 v. move on wheels or by turning.
 滚动。


weakness
 n. defeat or fault, esp. in a person's character.
 缺点；弱点。


obvious
 adj. easily seen; clear.
 明显的；清楚的。


trust
 v. have confidence in someone.
 信任；相信。


ache
 v.
 1
 suffer from a continuous dull pain.
 持续地隐隐作痛。2 ～ for sb/sth
 have a longing for sb/sth.
 渴望得到某人（某物）。


request
 n. act of asking for sth in speech or writing esp. politely.
 要求；请求。at one's ～,
 应某人之请求。
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 　芭丝谢芭坠入情网
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以后的几天中，芭丝谢芭有一两次看到托伊在干草地里干活儿。他对她表现出一种和蔼、友好的态度，她不再害怕他了。

“给你割草比练剑更苦！”一天，他对她说，英俊的脸上带着微笑，更加容光焕发。

“是吗？我从没见过练剑。”她答道。

“你愿意看一次吗？”托伊问。

芭丝谢芭有点儿犹豫。她曾听过那些看过战士练剑的人讲的那些美妙的故事，关于闪亮的金属在空中飞舞的故事。

“我非常愿意看看。”

“好，我表演给你看。我今晚可以弄到一把剑。那你……”他俯身对她耳语着。

“噢，不！”芭丝谢芭羞红了脸说，“我不能。”

“你当然可以。谁也不会知道。”

“要是我来，利蒂也得跟我来。”

“我不懂你为什么要带她来。”托伊冷冷地说。

“那好吧，我不带她——我自己来。不过，只来一小会儿。”

那天晚上八点，尽管疑虑重重，芭丝谢芭还是爬上她家附近的那座山，然后又从另一面下山。现在她来到的地方看起来像一个天然剧场，一个很深的、圆形的谷底。无论是从她的房间里还是从路上都看不到这个地方。这就是托伊要她和他会面的地方。

身着大红军服的托伊正等在那里。

“现在，”他拿出剑说，剑在夕阳的余辉中闪着光，“让我给你表演表演。一、二、三、四。像这样！剑能在倾刻间杀死一个人。”

芭丝谢芭看到空中有一种彩虹，她有点儿透不过气来。

“多么残酷凶险啊！”她喊道。

“是的。现在我假装和你搏斗。你是敌人，与真正的搏斗唯一不同的是每次我都不击中你。站在我面前，别动！”

芭丝谢芭觉得这样挺好玩的。“我先考验你一下，”托伊又说，“看你是否勇敢。”

剑从她的左边至右边，在空中一闪而过。似乎要从她的身体穿过，可它又落到了托伊手中，干净如初，没有一点儿血污。

“天哪！”她惊恐地喊道，“你杀死我了吗？不，没有！你是怎么弄的？”

“我没碰你，”托伊平静地说，“怎么，你害怕了，是吗？我说过不会伤着你，连碰都不会碰着你。”

“我并不以为自己害怕。剑很锋利吗？”

“不锋利，站着别动。好！”

刹那间，芭丝谢芭看不到天和地。剑光闪闪，在她的周围上下翻飞，映着夕阳的余晖，在空中呼啸作声。托伊中士从未像今天这样把剑练得这么好。

“你的头发有点儿乱，”他说，“请允许我——”她还没能动一下或说句话，一绺头发已落到了地上。“作为一个女人，你非常勇敢！”他赞叹道。

“那是因为我不知道你会这样。现在，我害怕你了，真的！”

“这次，我都不会碰着你的头发。我要杀死你裙子上的那只虫子。站着别动！”

她连抖一下都不敢，就这么看着他的剑尖向自己的心脏刺来。她闭上了眼，觉得这次自己必死无疑。等她睁开眼时，她看到那只虫子在剑尖上死了。

“太神奇了！”她叫起来，“你怎么能用不锋利的剑削掉我的头发呢？”

“这把剑比任何一把刀都锋利，”他说，“我只能对你说谎，为的是让你有信心站着别动。”

芭丝谢芭无法控制自己，跌坐在草地上。

“我差点儿没了命。”她低声说。

“你绝对安全，”托伊对她说，“我的剑不会出半点儿差错。现在，我得走了。这个我得留着，好让我想着你。”他弯腰捡起那绺头发，仔细地放到衣袋里，紧贴着他的心口。她仍然瘫在那里，说不出话也动弹不得。他走近她，俯下身来，他的红上衣马上就消失在草丛里了。她负疚地脸红了，并流下了眼泪。就在这一刻，托伊吻了她的双唇。

自主强干的女人坠入情网时，往往会暴露出自身的弱点。芭丝谢芭不谙世事，也不了解男人，因此她很难看到托伊精心掩藏的坏品质，正如她无法欣赏盖伯瑞尔·奥克的好品质一样，况且这种好的品质在初识时并不明显。

几天后的一个晚上，盖伯瑞尔去找他的女主人。他知道她在恋爱，于是决定告诫她，她正在犯错误。他找到她时，她正在田间的一条小路上散步。

“你一个人散步，我挺替你担心，小姐，”他说，“天很晚了，这一带可是有那么几个坏蛋哪！”他是想引出托伊的名字，把他归在“那么几个坏蛋”里。

“我一个也没碰见。”芭丝谢芭轻声说。

盖伯瑞尔重新试探，“将来农场主伯德伍德就会照料你了。”

“你什么意思，盖伯瑞尔？”

“我是说你和他结婚以后，小姐。大家都这样想。总归是你让他向你求婚的呀。”

“大家都想错了，盖伯瑞尔。我什么也没答应他。我尊重他，可我不会嫁给他的。”

“你真不该见那个年轻的托伊中士，小姐。”他哀伤地说，“他不大配得上你。”

“你怎么敢这样说呢！他家境好，又受过良好的教育。”芭丝谢芭生气地回答道。

“他这个人不可信，小姐。别相信他，求你啦。”

“他和这个村里的其他任何人都一样，按时上教堂，这是他亲口对我说的。”

“恐怕谁也没在教堂里见过他吧，我是肯定没见过他。”盖伯瑞尔看到芭丝谢芭那样信任那个士兵，心隐隐作痛。

“那是因为他总是从旧塔门进教堂，而且总坐在后排人们看不见的地方。”她急切地回答道。

“你知道吗，主人，”盖伯瑞尔声音低沉，充满伤感，“我爱你，而且将永远爱你。我承认现在我穷，无法娶你。可是芭丝谢芭，我亲爱的主人，你也得想一想自己的情况啊！与那个士兵交往时要小心。伯德伍德先生大你16岁，你想想，他肯定会照料好你的！”

“盖伯瑞尔，你得离开我的农场，”芭丝谢芭说，她的脸气得发白，“你不能用那样的口气和我说话，我是你的女主人！”

“别傻了！你已经把我赶走一次了，你没有我怎么能行？不行的。虽然我也想有自己的农场，可是我还是要留下来，你知道这是为了什么。”

“那好吧，如果你想留下来，也可以。不过，请你现在走开好吗？我作为一个女人，而不是你的女主人，求你了。”

“当然可以，伊芙丁小姐。”盖伯瑞尔轻声说道。

她的请求令他稍感意外，因为此刻天色渐晚，而这座偏僻寂静的山离她的住所尚有一段距离。当她转身走开时，他明白为什么了。一个士兵的身影出现在山上，前来与芭丝谢芭相会。盖伯瑞尔转身伤心地回家去了。路过教堂时，他仔细查看了一下那个旧塔门，只见上面覆满藤蔓，显然已经有些年头没有人出入了。

半小时后，芭丝谢芭回到了家，满耳朵灌着托伊的情话。他第二次吻了她，这使她激动不已，热情高涨。于是，她立刻坐下来给伯德伍德写信，告诉他自己不能嫁给他。这封信会在他外出办事途中送到他的手里。她想马上把信发出去，于是叫来利蒂，让她去寄。

“利蒂，你告诉我，”女仆进屋后，她便急切地说，“对我保证托伊中士不是坏人，对我保证他不像人们说的那样追逐女人。”

“可是，小姐，他追不追女人我也不好说呀……”

“别这么让我痛苦啦，利蒂。对我说你不相信他是坏人。”

“我不知道说什么好，小姐，”利蒂说着哭了起来，“不管我说什么，都会让你生气的！”

“哎呀，我可真软弱，我真不该看见他！你知道我爱他爱极了，利蒂！你千万别把我的秘密告诉别人啊，利蒂！”

“我会替你保密的，小姐。”利蒂轻声地说。
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Farmer Boldwood becomes desperate

Liddy was allowed a week's holiday to visit her sister, who lived a few miles away. To avoid seeing Mr Boldwood, Bathsheba herself arranged to visit Liddy at her sister's home for a day or two. She left her cleaning-woman, Maryann, in charge of the house, and set out on foot one evening.

She had walked only about two miles when she saw, coming towards her, the one man who she did not wish to see. His changed appearance showed her that he had received her letter.

'Oh, is it you, Mr Boldwood?' she said, with a guilty blush.

'You know how I feel about you,' he said slowly. 'A love as strong as death. A letter cannot change that feeling.'

'Don't speak of it,' she whispered.

'Then I have nothing to say. Your letter was excellently clear. We are not going to marry.'

Bathsheba said confusedly, 'Good evening,' and walked on a little further. But Boldwood could not let her go.

'Bathsheba—darling—is it really final?'

'Indeed it is.'

'Oh Bathsheba, have pity on me! I am mad with love for you! Don't refuse me now! You turned to me, and encouraged me, before I ever thought of you!'

'What you call encouragement was a childish joke. I'm deeply sorry I sent the valentine. Must you go on reminding me of it?'

'I love you too much to blame you for it! Bathsheba, you are the first woman I have ever loved. How nearly you promised to marry me! What has happened to your kindness towards me?'

Bathsheba looked him quietly and openly in the face and said, 'Mr Boldwood, I promised you nothing.'

'How can you be so heartless! If I had known how awfully bitter this love would be, I'd have avoided you, and been deaf to you! I tell you all this, but what do you care!'

Bathsheba's control was breaking. She shook her head desperately as the man's angry words rained down on her.

'Forgive me, sir! I can't love as you can!'

'That's not a good reason, Miss Everdene! You aren't the cold woman you're pretending to be! You're hiding the fact that you've a burning heart like mine. Your love is given to another man!'

He knows! she thought. He knows about Frank!

'Why didn't Troy leave my darling alone?' he continued fiercely. 'Tell me honestly, if you hadn't met him, would you have accepted my proposal?'

She delayed her answer, but she was too honest to stay silent. 'Yes,' she whispered.

'In my absence he stole my most valuable prize from me. Now I've lost my respect and my good name, and everybody laughs at me. Marry him, go on, marry him! I would have died for you, but you have given yourself to a worthless man. Perhaps he has even kissed you! Tell me he hasn't!'

She was frightened of Boldwood's anger, but she answered bravely, 'He has. I'm not ashamed to speak the truth.'

'I would have given a fortune to touch your hand,' cried Boldwood wildly, 'but you have let a man like that—kiss you! One day he'll be sorry, and realize the pain he's caused me!'

'Be kind to him, sir,' she cried miserably, 'because I love him so much!'

Boldwood was no longer listening to her. 'I'll punish him! Sweet Bathsheba, forgive me! I've been blaming you, but it's his fault. He stole your dear heart away with his lies. When I find him, I'll fight him! Keep him away from me, Bathsheba!'

The desperate man stood still for a moment, then turned and left her. Bathsheba walked up and down, crying and whispering to herself, then threw herself down by the road, exhausted. She knew that Troy was away in Bath at the moment, but would be returning to Weatherbury very soon. If he came to visit her, and Boldwood saw him, a fierce argument would be the result, and Troy could be hurt. But perhaps Gabriel and Boldwood were right, and she should not see him again? If she could only see Troy now, he would help her to decide! She jumped to her feet, and hurried back along the road to Weatherbury.

That night Maryann, the only person sleeping in Bathsheba's house, was woken by strange noises in the field where the horses were kept. She looked out of her bedroom window just in time to see a dark figure leading Bathsheba's horse and cart out of the field. She ran to Jan Coggan's house for help. Jan and Gabriel immediately rode after the thief. After riding for some time in the dark, they finally caught up with the cart at a toll-gate.

'Keep the gate closed!' shouted Gabriel to the gatekeeper. 'That man's stolen the horse and cart!'

'What man?' asked the gatekeeper, puzzled.

Gabriel looked closely at the driver of the cart, and saw a woman—Bathsheba. She turned her face away from the light when she heard his voice, but Jan Coggan had also recognized her. She was quick to hide her surprise but not her annoyance.

'Well, Gabriel,' she asked coldly, 'where are you going?'

'We thought someone had stolen the horse and cart.'

'How foolish of you! Some important business made me change my plans. I'm on my way to Bath. I may visit Liddy at her sister's later. I arrived home during the night, so I didn't wake Maryann up. I just took the horse and cart myself. Thank you for taking all this trouble, but it wasn't necessary.'

The gatekeeper opened the gate and she passed through. Coggan and Gabriel turned their horses and rode slowly home. Gabriel said, 'I think we'll keep this strange trip of hers to Bath a secret, Jan,' and Jan agreed.

So at first the people of Weatherbury had no idea where she had gone. She stayed away for two weeks, and there were reports that she had been seen in Bath with Sergeant Troy. Gabriel knew in his heart that this must be true. He worked as hard as ever on her farm, but all the time there was a deep ache inside him.




be in charge of
 be responsible for.
 对……负责。


set out
 start.
 出发。


childish
 adj.
 1
 (characteristic) of a child.
 孩子（特有）的。2
 immature; silly.
 幼稚的；傻里傻气的。


remind
 v.
 ～ sb of sth/sb
 cause sb to remember.
 使某人回想起。


deaf
 adj.
 1 ～ to sth/sb
 unwilling to listen to sth.
 对某事／人听不进。2
 unable to hear at all.
 聋的。


ashamed
 adj.
 1 ～ to do sth
 reluctant to do sth because of shame.
 因为羞愧而勉强做某事。2 (～ of sth/sb/oneself)
 feeling share, embarrassment, etc.
 感到羞耻。


forgive
 v. stop being angry or bitter towards sb or about sth.
 宽恕；原谅。


puzzled
 adj. unable to understand.
 困惑的；茫然的。


quick
 adj. (capable of) doing sth in a short time.
 迅速的。


agree
 v. consent.
 同意；答应。～ (to sth) / ～ (with sb)



report
 n.
 1
 common talk.
 传闻；谣言。2
 spoken or written account of sth heard, said, done, etc.
 报告；报道。
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 　农场主伯德伍德绝望了
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利蒂获准休假一周去看她住在几英里外的姐姐。芭丝谢芭为了避免见到伯德伍德先生，自己也安排去利蒂的姐姐家同利蒂待一两天。一天傍晚，她把房子交给清洁女工玛丽安照管，便徒步出发了。

刚刚走了大约两英里，她便看到那个她不想见到的男人向她走来。他的表情发生了变化，说明他收到了那封信。

“哟，是你呀，伯德伍德先生！”她说，负疚地红了脸。

“你知道我对你的感情，”他慢慢地说，“像死一样强烈的爱。一封信是改变不了这种感情的。”

“别说这个了。”她低声说道。

“不说这个我就没别的可说了。你的信已经说得明明白白，咱们不能结婚。”

芭丝谢芭心烦意乱地说：“再见吧。”说着便向前走了几步，可是伯德伍德并不放她走。

“芭丝谢芭——亲爱的——真的不能改变了吗？”

“真的不能了。”

“芭丝谢芭呀，可怜可怜我吧！我爱你都快发疯了，现在别拒绝我！是你先主动的，你激起了我的感情，才使我开始想念你的呀！”

“你所说的激起，实际上是一个很孩子气的玩笑。我对那张情人卡感到非常抱歉。你非得让我想起它来吗？”

“我太爱你了，不会因此而责备你的。芭丝谢芭，你是我所爱过的第一个女人，你差点儿就答应嫁给我了！你对我的好心哪里去了？”

芭丝谢芭静静地、大胆地看着他的脸，然后说：“伯德伍德先生，我什么也没答应你！”

“你怎么能这样无情啊！如果早知道这爱会让我如此痛苦，我早就避开你了，早就不听你说的话了。我对你说了这么多，可是你却听不进一句！”

芭丝谢芭的感情快抑制不住了，她听着这个男人劈头盖脸愤怒地诉说，绝望地摇着头。

“请原谅我，先生！我无法像你那样去爱！”

“这可不是理由，伊芙丁小姐！你并不像你所装出的那样冷酷，你也有一颗像我一样燃烧的心，可你把它藏起来了。你把爱给了别人！”

他居然知道！她想。他知道弗兰克的事！

“托伊干吗不放过我亲爱的人呢？”他语气很激烈，“你实话告诉我，如果你没有遇见他，你会接受我的求婚吗？”

她没有马上回答，可她是个诚实的人，无法保持沉默。“是的。”她低声说道。

“他趁我不在，偷走了我最珍贵的东西。现在我已失去自尊，失去了好名声，人们都在笑话我。嫁给他吧，去嫁给他吧！我本可以为你而死，可是你却把自己给了那么一个不值钱的人。他也许都吻过你了吧。告诉我他没吻过你！”

伯德伍德的愤怒令她恐惧，但是，她还是勇敢地说：“他是吻过我了，我并不对说实话感到羞耻。”

“我愿用一笔财产作交换摸一下你的手，”伯德伍德疯狂地喊道，“可你却让那样的一个人——吻你！总有一天他会后悔的，他会明白他给我造成的痛苦！”

“请宽恕他，先生，”她悲伤地喊道，“因为我太爱他了！”

伯德伍德不再听她的话了，“我要惩罚他！可爱的芭丝谢芭，请原谅我！我一直在责备你，可这是他的错！他用谎言偷走了你的芳心。我见到他，一定会揍他！别让他见到我，芭丝谢芭！”

这个绝望的人静静地站了一会儿，便转身走开了。芭丝谢芭来回踱步，哭着，自语着，然后坐在路边，筋疲力竭。她知道此刻托伊远在巴斯，不过很快就会回到威瑟伯里。如果他来看她，让伯德伍德看到，结果将会是一场激烈的争吵，托伊会受伤的。不过，也许盖伯瑞尔和伯德伍德说得对，她不应该再见他了？但愿她此刻能见到托伊，他会帮她拿主意的！她跳起来，沿着路匆匆赶回威瑟伯里。

晚上，玛丽安独自睡在芭丝谢芭的房子里。圈马的地里传来的奇怪声响惊醒了她。她从卧室窗户往外一看，正巧看到一个黑影赶着芭丝谢芭的马车往外走。她赶忙跑到简·考根家求援，简和盖伯瑞尔立即骑马去追盗贼。在黑暗中骑行了一会儿，他们终于在路卡处追上了那辆马车。

“别开卡门！”盖伯瑞尔向守卡人喊道，“那个男的偷了马车！”

“什么男的？”守卡人问道，一脸的迷惑。

盖伯瑞尔仔细看了一下赶车的人，却看到一个女人——芭丝谢芭。芭丝谢芭听到他的声音，扭脸避开灯光，可是简·考根也已经认出了她。她很快便掩饰住自己惊诧的表情，却藏不住一脸的恼怒。

“是你，盖伯瑞尔，”她冷冷地发问，“你要去哪儿？”

“我们还以为有人偷走马车了呢。”

“你们真蠢！我有要紧的事要办，所以改变了计划，我要去巴斯。我以后再到利蒂的姐姐家去看她。我晚上才到家，所以就没叫醒玛丽安，自己赶出了马车。谢谢你们费的这番周折，不过这没必要。”

守卡人打开卡门，她便出去了。考根和盖伯瑞尔掉转马头，慢慢往回骑。盖伯瑞尔说：“我想，她这次到巴斯的奇怪旅行应该保密。”简对此表示同意。

这样，威瑟伯里的人起初并不知道她去哪儿了。她有两个星期没在，接着有人说在巴斯看见她同托伊中士在一起。盖伯瑞尔心里知道这消息没错。他虽然还像往常一样在她的农场里辛勤劳作，但心灵深处却一直隐隐作痛。
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Bathsheba makes her choice

On the same day that Bathsheba arrived home, Mr Boldwood went to apologize to her for speaking so violently the last time he had seen her. He knew nothing of her trip to Bath, and supposed she had only been to visit Liddy. But at her door he was told he could not see her, and he realized she had not forgiven him.

On his way home through Weatherbury he saw the coach from Bath. It stopped at the usual place, and a soldier in a red and gold uniform jumped down. Sergeant Troy picked up his bag and was about to take the road to Bathsheba's house, when Boldwood stepped forward.

'Sergeant Troy? I am William Boldwood.'

'Indeed?' said Troy, showing little interest.

'I want to speak to you—about two women.'

Troy saw the heavy stick Boldwood was holding, and realized how determined he was. He decided it was worth being polite.

'I'll listen with pleasure, but do speak quietly.'

'Well then, I've heard about your relationship with Fanny Robin, and I think you ought to marry her.'

'I suppose I ought. Indeed, I want to, but I cannot.'

'Why can't you?'

Troy was going to reply immediately, but he stopped himself. 'I am too poor,' he said, looking quickly at Boldwood to see if the farmer believed him. Boldwood did not notice the look.

'I don't want to talk about right or wrong, I just want to discuss business with you. I was engaged to Miss Everdene, when you came and—'

'Not engaged
 ,' said Troy.

'More or less engaged,' insisted Boldwood. 'If you hadn't come, she would certainly have accepted my proposal by now. Well, her position in society is so much higher than yours that you can't hope to marry her. So all I ask is that you don't bother her any more, and marry Fanny.'

'Why should I?' asked Troy carelessly.

'I'll pay you. If you leave Weatherbury today, I'll give you fifty pounds. Fanny will have fifty pounds for wedding clothes, and I'll give her five hundred pounds the day she marries you.' Boldwood's manner showed that he was a little ashamed of offering money, but he was prepared to do almost anything to prevent Troy marrying Bathsheba.

Troy appeared to consider the offer. 'It's true I like Fanny best, although she's only a maid. Fifty pounds now, you said?'

'Here's the money,' said Boldwood, handing the soldier a purse of gold coins.

'Stop, listen!' said Troy in a whisper. Light footsteps could be heard on the road, coming from Bathsheba's house. 'It's Bathsheba! She's expecting me. I must go and speak to her, and say goodbye to her, as you and I have arranged.'

'Why do you need to speak to her?'

'She'll look for me if I don't. Don't worry, you'll hear every word I say to her. It may help you in your courting, when I've gone! Stand over there behind the tree, and listen.'

Troy stepped forward and whistled a double note.

'Frank, darling, is that you?' It was Bathsheba's voice.

'Oh God!' said Boldwood, unheard behind the tree.

'Yes, it's me,' replied Troy.

'You're so late, Frank,' she continued. 'The coach arrived a long time ago! Frank, it's so lucky! There's nobody in my house except me tonight, so nobody will know about your visit.'

'Excellent,' said Troy. 'But I'll just have to collect my bag, so you run home and I promise to be there in ten minutes.'

'Yes, Frank.' She ran back to her house.

Troy turned to Boldwood, who had stepped out from behind the tree, his face white and his whole body trembling.

'Shall I tell her I cannot marry her?' laughed the soldier.

'No, no, wait! I have more to say to you!' whispered Boldwood, the muscles in his face strangely out of control.

'Now,' said Troy, 'you see my problem. I can't marry them both. But I have two reasons for choosing Fanny. First, I like her best, I think, and second, you're paying me for it.'

At that moment Boldwood lost control. He attacked Troy fiercely, holding his neck with both hands.

'Wait,' gasped Troy, who had not expected this, 'let me breathe! If you kill me, you injure the woman you love!'

'What do you mean?' cried the farmer. 'I should kill you like a dog!' But he let go of Troy's neck, and listened.

'You heard how Bathsheba loves me and expects me to visit her tonight. Soon the whole village will know this. The only way to save her good name, and her position in Weatherbury, is for me to marry her.'

'True, true,' agreed Boldwood after a pause. 'Troy, marry her! Poor, weak woman! She must love you madly to give herself so completely to you!'

'But what about Fanny?' asked the soldier cleverly.

'Don't desert her, Troy, I beg you! I don't mean Fanny, I'm speaking of Bathsheba! How can I persuade you? I know! I'll pay you five hundred pounds on the day you marry Bathsheba!'

Troy was secretly shocked at Boldwood's wild offer.

'And I'll receive something now as well?' he asked.

'Yes, all the money I have with me!' He counted the coins in his pocket. 'Twenty-one pounds—it's all for you!'

'Give me the money, and we'll go to her house. I'll ask her to marry me. Of course I won't say anything about the money.'

They went along the road to the farmhouse, and Boldwood waited outside while Troy entered. He returned in a moment with a piece cut out of a Bath newspaper.

'Here, read this,' he said, smiling. And Boldwood read:


MARRIAGES: On the 17th, in Bath, Frank Troy, Sergeant, to Bathsheba Everdene of Weatherbury.


The paper fell from Boldwood's hands, as the soldier began to laugh. 'Fifty pounds to marry Fanny. Twenty-one pounds not to marry Fanny, but Bathsheba. And now you see I'm already Bathsheba's husband. You're a fool, Boldwood. Although I may be a bad man, I'd never bribe anyone to marry, as you've tried to. And Fanny? She left me long ago, and I don't know where she is. I've searched everywhere for her. Now take your money back! I don't want it!' and Troy threw the gold coins into the road.

'You black-hearted dog! I'll punish you one day, remember that!' cried the broken man. Troy laughed loudly as he closed Bathsheba's front door.

Through the whole of the long night that followed, Boldwood's dark figure could be seen walking over the hills of Weatherbury like a ghost.

Just before the clock struck five the next morning, Gabriel and Coggan were walking to the hayfields past their mistress's house, when they saw a surprising sight. Bathsheba's bedroom window was open, and looking out of it was a handsome man, with his red jacket undone. It was Sergeant Troy.

'She's married him!' whispered Coggan. Gabriel said nothing, but he felt so ill that he had to rest on the gate for a moment. He thought with pity of her future, as he knew her marriage to Troy could not be happy for long.

'Good morning, friends!' shouted Troy cheerfully to the men.

'We must be polite to him,' whispered Coggan, 'if he's married the mistress.'

'Good morning, Sergeant Troy,' said Gabriel miserably.

'Now that I've left the army, I'll soon be down in the fields with you again,' said Troy lightly. 'My new position won't change that, and I'll be friendly with you all, just as before. Drink to my health, men.' And he threw a coin towards Gabriel, who refused to pick it up. Coggan, however, put it in his pocket.

As they went on their way, they noticed Mr Boldwood riding past them. Gabriel forgot his own sadness when he saw the bitterness and deep despair on the farmer's face.




coach
 n.
 1
 a large four-wheeled carriage pulled by horses.
 四轮大马车。2
 a person who trains sportsmen.
 教练。


stick
 n. a short thin piece of wood.
 棍；棒。


engaged
 adj.
 1 (～ to sb)
 having agreed to marry.
 已订婚的。2
 occupied.
 （指人）忙着；时间占用着。3
 (Brit) (of a telephone line) in use.
 （指电话）占线。


purse
 n. a small bag for money.
 小钱包。


collect
 v. bring or gather sth together.
 收集；收拾。


control
 n. power or authority to direct.
 能力：控制。lose ～
 失去控制；be/get out of ～
 become no longer manageable.
 失去控制；be in ～ (of sth)
 manage.
 管理或支配（某物）。


bribe
 v. give a bribe to sth.
 行贿。～ sb into doing sth
 贿赂某人做某事。


ghost
 n. spirit of a dead person appearing to sb who is still living.
 幽灵。


polite
 adj. having or showing that one has good manners.
 客气的；有礼貌。


despair
 n. state of having lost all hope.
 绝望。
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 　芭丝谢芭作出抉择
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芭丝谢芭到家的那天，伯德伍德先生前去准备向她致歉，告诉她上次见她时自己说话不该那么粗声粗气。他并不知她去过巴斯，只以为她是刚去看过利蒂。但是到了她家门口，有人告诉他不能见她，他这才知道她并未原谅他。

在穿过威瑟伯里回家的路上，他看见了来自巴斯的马车。车停在老地方，一个身着红色镶金制服的士兵跳了下来，是托伊中士，他提起包，正准备向芭丝谢芭家走。伯德伍德走上前来。

“托伊中士吗？我叫威廉·伯德伍德。”

“是吗？”托伊说着，一副不感兴趣的样子。

“我想和你谈谈——谈谈两个女人的事。”

托伊看到伯德伍德拿着的大棒，知道这人决意要谈。他觉得礼貌点儿还是划算的。

“我很乐意听你说，不过请不要声张。”

“好吧。我听说你与范妮·罗宾有关系，我想你应当娶她为妻。”

“我想是应当。我也确实想这样，可我不能。”

“为什么不能？”

托伊准备马上回答，可又停住口。“我太穷了。”他一边说，一边瞥了一眼伯德伍德，想看看这位农场主信不信自己的话。可伯德伍德并没有注意到他的表情。

“我并不想谈论是非，我只是想和你谈正事。你来的时候，我和芭丝谢芭已经订婚了——”

“没有订婚吧。”托伊说。

“差不多订婚了，”伯德伍德坚持道，“如果不是你来，现在她肯定早已接受我的求婚了。嗯，她的社会地位远比你高，你就别指望娶她了。所以，我请你做的事就是，别再烦她，和范妮结婚吧。”

“我干吗要这样？”托伊漫不经心地问道。

“我付给你钱。如果你今天就离开威瑟伯里，我付你50镑。范妮也会得到50镑去买嫁衣。她嫁给你那天，我会再给她500镑的。”伯德伍德的样子像是因付钱而略显羞赧，但是，他准备不惜一切阻止托伊把芭丝谢芭娶到手。

托伊似乎在考虑这一提议，“我是喜欢范妮，虽然她只是个女仆。现在付50镑，对吗？”

“给你钱。”伯德伍德说着，把一袋金币递给了那个兵。

“等一下！你听！”托伊悄声说道。轻微的脚步声从路上传来，来自芭丝谢芭的房子。“是芭丝谢芭！她在等我，我得跟她去说句话，告个别。按你我安排的那样。”

“你干吗要和她说话？”

“我不和她说句话，她会找我的。别担心，我对她说的每个字都会让你听到的，我走后，这些话对你追求她会有用处的。过来站在树后听着。”

托伊迈步向前，用口哨吹了一个双音。

“弗兰克，亲爱的，是你吗？”这是芭丝谢芭的声音。

“喔哟，天哪！”伯德伍德说道，不过因在树后，没有人听到。

“是的，是我。”托伊回答道。

“你来晚了，弗兰克，”她接着说，“马车早就到了！弗兰克，咱们真走运！今晚，我屋里除了我没有别人，谁也不会知道你来。”

“好极了，”托伊说，“不过我得去拿我的包。这样吧，你先回去，我保证十分钟后到。”

“好吧，弗兰克。”她跑回了家。

伯德伍德从树后走出来，脸色惨白，浑身发抖。托伊向伯德伍德转过身去。

“我对她说不能娶她，好吗？”士兵笑了起来。

“别，别！等一下！我还有话对你说！”伯德伍德低声说。他脸部的肌肉不可思议地失去了控制。

“这下你看到我的问题了吧，”托伊说，“我又不能娶她们两个人。不过我选择范妮有两个理由，首先，我想我最喜欢她；再说，你还为此付钱。”

伯德伍德再也控制不住了。他猛地袭向托伊，用双手掐住了他的脖子。

“等等，”托伊有点儿透不过气来了，他没想到会是这样，“让我出口气！你要是掐死我，你就会伤害你爱的女人。”

“什么意思？”农场主喊道，“我杀你就像杀一只狗！”他松开托伊的脖子，听他说话。

“芭丝谢芭怎样爱我，你都听到了。她晚上还等着我去呢，这事全村人很快就都会知晓的。要想为她保留好名声，保住她在威瑟伯里的地位，唯一的办法就是让我娶她。”

“对，说得对，”伯德伍德顿了一顿后说道，“娶了她吧，托伊！可怜的弱女子！她这么完全献身给你，肯定是爱你爱得发疯！”

“不过，范妮怎么办？”那士兵机巧地问。

“别抛弃她，托伊，我求你！我不是说范妮，我是说芭丝谢芭。我怎么说服你呢？我知道！你娶芭丝谢芭的那天，我给你500镑！”

伯德伍德这样胡乱给钱，令托伊暗自吃惊。

“现在我也会得到点儿什么吗？”他问道。

“是的，我身上带的钱全都给你！”他数着衣袋里的硬币，“21镑——都给你！”

“把钱给我，然后咱们去她家。我请她嫁给我。当然，我不会提钱的事。”

他们二人沿路向农场走去，托伊进了房内，伯德伍德则在外边等候。不一会儿，托伊出来了，手里拿着一张巴斯一家报纸的剪报。

“来，看看这个。”他微笑着说。伯德伍德念道：

结婚启事：中士弗兰克·托伊与威瑟伯里的芭丝谢芭·伊芙丁于17日在巴斯结婚。

剪报从伯德伍德手中滑落，士兵笑了起来。“给了我50镑娶范妮，又给我21镑要我别娶范妮，娶芭丝谢芭。现在你看见了吧，我已经是芭丝谢芭的丈夫了。你是个傻瓜，伯德伍德。虽然我可能是个坏人，可是我决不会像你那样花钱买动别人去娶老婆。范妮呢？她早就离我而去了，我不知道她现在在哪儿，我四处寻找过她。把你的钱拿回去吧，我不想要！“托伊说着，把钱扔到了路上。

“你这条黑了心的狗！记着，我总有一天要惩罚你的！”伯德伍德心情沮丧地大叫。托伊大笑着关上了芭丝谢芭家的前门。

那个长长的夜晚，人们都能看见伯德伍德黑乎乎的身影像幽魂一样整夜在威瑟伯里的山中行走。

次日清晨，还不到五点，盖伯瑞尔和考根向干草地走去，路过女主人的房子时，突然看到一个意外的情景。芭丝谢芭卧室的窗户打开着，有个英俊男子正在向外张望，红色上衣解开着。那是托伊中士。

“她嫁给他啦！”考根悄声说道。盖伯瑞尔什么也没有说，可心里堵得慌，只得靠在大门上歇一会儿。他为她的将来感到惋惜，因为他知道，她与托伊的婚姻会好景不长。

“早上好啊，朋友们！”托伊兴高采烈地向他们喊道。

“咱们得对他礼貌一点儿，”考根悄声说道，“他不是娶了咱们女主人么。”

“早上好，托伊中士。”盖伯瑞尔痛苦地说。

“我退了伍，就会很快再和你们到地里干活儿的，”托伊轻快地说，“我的新身份也不会改变这一点的，我还会对你们友好如初。为我的健康喝一杯去吧，伙计们。”他向盖伯瑞尔扔出一个硬币，盖伯瑞尔没捡，但考根把硬币捡起来放到了衣兜里。

他们走在路上，看到伯德伍德先生骑马从他们身边经过。盖伯瑞尔看到农场主脸上的苦楚与深深的绝望，便忘记了自己的悲伤心情。
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The storm

There was always a harvest supper for the farm workers after all the hay and wheat had been cut. On behalf of his wife, Sergeant Troy decided to have it one evening at the end of August, in the great barn. The weather was unpleasantly warm that night. On his way to the harvest supper Gabriel stopped to check the eight huge hay- and wheat-ricks. If, as he suspected, there was a storm, the ricks, which were all uncovered, would be badly damaged.

He went on to the barn, where the farm workers had already finished eating and started dancing. Gabriel had to wait until Sergeant Troy had finished his dance with Bathsheba before he could warn him about possible damage to the ricks. Troy, however, was enjoying himself too much to listen to Gabriel's message.

'Friends,' he was saying, 'I've ordered brandy to be served to you all, so that we can celebrate my wedding properly.'

'No, Frank, don't give them brandy,' begged Bathsheba, 'it will only do them harm!'

'Don't be silly!' said Troy. 'Friends, let's send the women home! Then we men can drink and sing as much as we like!' Angrily, Bathsheba left the barn, followed by the other women.

Gabriel left soon afterwards. Later, when he went to check that Bathsheba's sheep were safe, he noticed that they looked very frightened. They were crowded together in a corner, their tails pointing the same way. To the shepherd this meant they were expecting a storm. He went to look at the ricks again. Should the whole harvest of the farm, worth at least seven hundred and fifty pounds, be lost because of a woman's weakness? Never, if I can prevent it! thought Gabriel.

He returned to the barn to ask the other farm workers to help him cover the ricks. But the only noise he could hear coming from the barn was the men's loud and regular breathing, and when he entered, he found them all asleep, including Troy. The brandy, which they had been too polite to refuse, had made them drunk in a very short time, as they were not used to drinking anything stronger than beer. It was useless trying to wake them.

Gabriel left the barn, and returned to the ricks, two of which he managed to cover with the heavy material kept on the farm for this purpose. The only way to cover the other six ricks was by thatching them with straw, and this was a long and difficult job to do alone.

The moon disappeared, and there was a slow, light wind, like the breath of a dying man, as Gabriel climbed the ladder and started thatching high up on top of the third rick. Lightning flashed in the sky, and there was a loud crash of thunder. In the sudden brightness Gabriel could see every tree around him, until the light disappeared just as suddenly, leaving him in the blackest darkness. He knew his position was dangerous, but considered his life was not valuable enough to worry about.

Another flash of lightning allowed him to see the figure of a woman running towards the rick. Was it Bathsheba?

'Is that you, ma'am?' he called to the darkness.

'Who's there?' said Bathsheba's voice.

'It's Gabriel. I'm on the rick, thatching.'

'Oh Gabriel! I'm so worried about the ricks! Can we save them? The thunder woke me. I can't find my husband. Is he there?'

'No, he isn't. He's—asleep in the barn.'

'He promised me the ricks would be covered, and he hasn't done it! Can I help you? Let me help!'

'You can bring the straw up to me in armfuls, if you aren't afraid to climb the ladder in the dark,' said Gabriel.

'I'll do anything to help!' she said. She started to go up and down the ladder, carrying the straw. In the brightness of the lightning Gabriel saw their two shadows, wildly enlarged, on the hill in front of him. Then came the loudest crash so far.

'How terrible!' cried Bathsheba, and held on to his arm. The lightning flashed in a wild dance of death, and thunder came from every part of the huge sky. Bathsheba and Gabriel could only stare, and tremble at the strange and dangerous beauty of the storm.

As they watched, a tall tree in front of them seemed to be burning with a white flame. There was a final, violent crash of thunder, and in the bright light they saw that the tree had been torn in half by the lightning.

'That was close to us!' said Gabriel. 'We'd better go down.' They climbed down and stood together in the darkness, Bathsheba seeming to think only of the storm, Gabriel thinking only of her.

At last he said, 'The storm appears to have passed, but the rain will be coming soon. I'll go up and finish thatching the ricks.'

'Gabriel, you are kind to me! Oh why aren't the others here? Don't tell me, I know. They're all drunk in the barn, aren't they? It was my husband's fault. Gabriel, I want to tell you something.' The soft flashes of the dying lightning showed her face, very white against the black sky. 'I care about your good opinion of me, so I want to explain why
 I went to Bath that night. It wasn't to marry Troy, it was to break off my relationship with him. Perhaps you wonder why I married him then? Well, I suppose I must tell you. It was because he told me he had seen a woman more beautiful than me, and said that if I wanted him as a husband, I must marry him at once! I was wild with love and jealousy, so I married him!' Gabriel did not reply.

'I'll bring some more straw up to you, shall I?' she offered.

She made several more journeys before he noticed her tiredness. 'I think you'd better go indoors now,' he said, as gently as a mother. 'I'll finish the work alone.'

'If I'm useless, I'll go,' said Bathsheba. 'But, oh, if you feel...!'

'You aren't useless, but you're tired. You've done well.'

'And you've done better,' she said gratefully. 'Thank you a thousand times, Gabriel! Goodnight.'

She disappeared in the darkness. He went on thatching in a kind of dream. She had spoken more warmly to him tonight than she had ever done when she was unmarried and free to speak as warmly as she liked.

The wind changed and became stronger. At the same time heavy rain started falling. As Gabriel worked on the top of the ricks, he suddenly remembered that, eight months before, he had been fighting against fire in the same place as desperately as he was fighting against water now—and for love of the same woman, who did not love him.

It was not until seven o'clock in the morning that Gabriel climbed down from the last rick, exhausted and wet to the skin. He noticed figures coming out of the barn, walking slowly and painfully to their homes. They all looked ashamed except Troy, who was whistling cheerfully as he entered the farmhouse. None of them thought of looking at the ricks.

On his way back to Coggan's house, Gabriel met Boldwood.

'How are you, sir?' asked Gabriel.

'Yes, it's a wet day. Oh, I'm very well, thank you.'

'You look a little different, sir.'

'No, you're wrong, Oak. I'm just the same. Nothing hurts me. But you
 look tired.'

'I've been working all night to get our ricks covered. Never worked so hard in my life! Yours are safe of course, sir?'

'Oh yes.' Boldwood added after a silence, 'What did you ask?'

'Your ricks are all covered?'

'No, none of them. I forgot to tell the men to thatch them. I expect most of my wheat will be destroyed in this rain.'

'Forgot,' repeated Gabriel to himself. It was difficult to believe that the most careful farmer in the area would lose all his harvest because of a moment's forgetfulness. This would never have happened before Boldwood fell in love with Bathsheba.

Boldwood clearly wanted to talk, although it was still raining heavily. 'Oak, you knew I wanted to get married.'

'I thought my mistress was going to marry you,' said Gabriel sympathetically. 'However, nothing that we expect ever happens.'

He spoke with the calmness of a man used to disaster.

'Perhaps the villagers laugh at me,' said Boldwood with a pretended lightness.

'Oh no, I don't think so.'

'But the truth is that we were never engaged, so she never broke off the engagement, you see.' But Boldwood could not remain calm. 'Oh Gabriel,' he said wildly, 'I'm weak and foolish, and I feel it's better to die than to live!' After a silence, he continued more normally. 'I've accepted the fact of her refusal now. I'm sorry, of course, but no woman has ever controlled my life. Well, good morning.'




behalf
 n.
 on ～ of sb/on sb's ～
 as the representative of or spokesman for sb; in the interest of sb.
 做某人的代表；为某人之利益。


suspect
 v.
 1
 believe.
 相信。2
 feel doubt about (sth).
 怀疑。


brandy
 n. a strong alcoholic drink.
 白兰地酒。


storm
 n. occasion of violent weather conditions, with strong winds and usu rain.
 风暴；雷暴天气。


drunk
 adj. of someone who has drunk too much alcohol. 醉的。n. a person who is drunk.
 醉鬼。


thatch
 v. make a roof for houses or ricks with straw.
 用茅草盖（屋顶）；用茅草做顶。


flash
 n. sudden bright burst of light or flame.
 闪光；闪烁。


thunder
 n. loud noise that follows a flash of lightening.
 雷声；雷。


armful
 n. quantity that can be carried by one or both arms.
 单臂或双臂围住的量。


break off sth
 end sth suddenly; discontinue sth.
 中断某事。


relationship
 n. a feeling or situation connecting two people.
 关系。


journey
 n. travelling usu by land from one place to another.
 行走；旅行。


destroy
 v. damage (sth) so badly that it no longer exists.
 毁坏；摧毁。


forgetful
 adj. likely to forget.
 健忘的；好忘记的。forgetfulness
 n.



silence
 n.
 1
 condition of being quiet.
 寂静；无声。2
 not speaking.
 沉默；缄默。
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 　风暴
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每当所有的干草和麦子收割完毕，农场主总会请在农场干活儿的工人们吃一次丰收晚餐。托伊中士代表他的妻子决定于八月底的一个晚上在大谷仓举办晚宴。那晚，天气很热，使人颇感不适。盖伯瑞尔走在路上，停下来查看那八个麦垛。如果像他想的那样有风暴，那么，这些完全没有覆盖的麦垛将会惨遭毁坏。

他向前走，到了谷仓，工人们已经吃完，开始跳起舞来。盖伯瑞尔只得等托伊中士同芭丝谢芭跳完舞，才提醒他麦垛可能会遭受的损失。可是，托伊兴致正浓，盖伯瑞尔的话哪里听得进去。

“朋友们，”他说，“我为你们大家订了白兰地，大家可以尽情庆祝我的婚礼！”

“弗兰克，不行啊，别给他们喝白兰地，”芭丝谢芭央求道，“这对他们没好处！”

“你别犯傻！”托伊说，“朋友们，咱们把女人们送回家，留下咱们男人喝个痛快，喝个痛快！”芭丝谢芭生气地走了，后边跟着其他妇女们。

盖伯瑞尔随后也很快离开了。后来，他又去查看芭丝谢芭的羊是否安全，注意到那些羊显得很惊恐。它们在角落里挤成一团，尾巴翘向同一个方向。牧羊人一看就明白，这表明羊群知道暴风雨即将来临。他又去查看麦垛。这是农场的全部收成，至少也值750镑，能让它因为一个女人的软弱而毁于一旦吗？不能，我得设法保护！盖伯瑞尔想。

他返回谷仓，想请其他人帮他把麦垛盖上。但是，谷仓里只传来人们大声而有节奏的呼吸声，他进去发现人们都睡着了，包括托伊。出于礼貌而无法拒绝的白兰地很快就让他们醉倒了，因为他们并不习惯喝比啤酒劲儿大的酒。想叫醒他们是不行了。

盖伯瑞尔离开谷仓回到麦垛边，用农场上的遮盖布把其中两垛盖上。若想把其他六垛也盖起来，唯一的办法便是用稻草盖，可一个人单独干，既费时又费力。

月亮消失了，轻风缓缓刮起，仿佛垂死的人的呼吸。盖伯瑞尔爬上梯子，开始在第三垛上盖稻草。天上开始打闪，雷声大作。闪电划过的一刹那，盖伯瑞尔看到了四周的每一棵树；电光旋即消失，又把他淹没在漆黑的黑暗之中。他知道自己处境危险，但却认为他的生命不值得担心。

又一次闪电中，他看到一个女人的身影向麦垛跑来。难道是芭丝谢芭吗？

“是你吗，太太？”他向黑暗中大喊。

“谁呀？”是芭丝谢芭的声音。

“盖伯瑞尔，我在麦垛上盖稻草呢。”

“是你，盖伯瑞尔！我正担心这些草垛、麦垛呢！有办法吗？雷声把我惊醒了，我又找不到我的丈夫。他在这儿吗？”

“他没在。他——他在仓房睡着了。”

“他还答应要把麦垛盖上，可他并没有盖！我能帮你吗？我来帮你干吧。”

“你要不怕在这黑天里爬梯子，就给我往上抱稻草吧。”盖伯瑞尔说。

“只要能帮忙，我干什么都可以！”芭丝谢芭喊道。她开始在梯子上爬上爬下地递着稻草。在闪电的光亮里，盖伯瑞尔看见了他们两个身影夸张地映在面前的小山上。又是一声炸雷。

“太可怕了！”芭丝谢芭一边大叫，一边拉住了他的胳膊。一道电光闪过，跳着狂烈的死亡之舞，接着雷声从广阔天空的四面八方传来。这是罕见的暴风雨，很危险，芭丝谢芭和盖伯瑞尔看了，浑身直发抖。

他们看到面前的一棵大树似乎着了火，闪着白色的火苗。接着又是一声巨雷，在耀眼的亮光中，他们看见那棵树被闪电劈成了两半。

“这离咱们太近了！”盖伯瑞尔说，“咱们最好下去。”他们爬下来，在黑暗中站在一起。芭丝谢芭似乎只想着风暴，而盖伯瑞尔却只想着她。

最后，他说：“风暴像是过去了，不过雨很快就会来的。我上去把麦垛盖完吧。”

“盖伯瑞尔，你对我真好！哎呀，其他人在哪儿呢？不说我也知道，都醉倒在仓房里了吧？都怨我丈夫。盖伯瑞尔，我想告诉你。”闪电将尽，柔和的亮光照亮了她的脸，在黑色天空的映衬下显得非常苍白，“你觉得我好，我十分在意，所以我想对你解释那一晚我去巴斯的原因。我并不是去嫁给托伊的，而是想去和他断绝关系。可能你纳闷我为什么又嫁给了他吧？这个，我想我必须告诉你。他告诉我他看到一个比我漂亮的女人，如果我想让他做我的丈夫，我就必须立即同他结婚！我爱得发狂，嫉妒得要命，就和他结了婚！”盖伯瑞尔没有说什么。

“我再给你抱些稻草，好吗？”她提议。

她又上下了几趟，他才注意到她的倦容。“我想你还是回屋里去吧，”他像母亲一样温柔地说，“我一个人把活儿干完。”

“如果我没用，我就走，”芭丝谢芭说，“可你要是觉得……”

“你不是没用，你是累了。你干得挺好的。”

“你干得更好，”她感激地说，“我对你感激不尽，盖伯瑞尔！晚安。”

她消失在黑暗中。盖伯瑞尔继续盖稻草，像在做梦一样。比起她未婚时和自由自在地热情交谈时，今晚她的态度可热情多了。

风向变了，风也更大了。与此同时，雨开始倾盆而下。盖伯瑞尔在麦垛上干着活儿，突然记起八个月前他也曾在这儿奋力救火，正如他现在拼命救灾一样——为了同一个他爱的女人，而这个女人却并不爱他。

直到早上7点，盖伯瑞尔才从最后一堆麦垛上下来。他筋疲力尽，浑身湿透。他看到有人从仓房中出来，缓慢、痛苦地走回家去。他们都面带愧色，可托伊却不，他兴高采烈地吹着口哨回到房里。他们谁也没想到要看麦垛一眼。

盖伯瑞尔在回考根家的路上，遇到了伯德伍德。

“你好吗，先生？”盖伯瑞尔问道。

“是啊。下雨天。噢，我挺好的，谢谢。”

“你看上去有点儿异样，先生。”

“没有，奥克，你说错了。我还是那样。没什么让我不高兴的。不过你看起来倒是很疲劳。”

“我一整夜都在给麦垛盖稻草。一辈子还没干过这么狠呢！你的麦垛没事吧，先生？”

“嗯，挺好的。”伯德伍德沉默了一会儿，又说：“你问什么来着？”

“你的麦垛都盖好了吗？”

“没有，一垛也没盖。我忘记对他们说了。估计我的大部分麦子都让这场雨给毁了。”

“忘记了。”盖伯瑞尔自语道。难以相信这一带最细心的农场主会因一时疏忽而毁掉全部收成。这种事在伯德伍德爱上芭丝谢芭以前是绝不可能发生的。

伯德伍德显然想说说话，尽管天还下着大雨。“奥克，你知道我曾想结婚吧。”

“我本以为我的女主人会嫁给你的，”盖伯瑞尔同情地说，“可是我们预料的事情没有发生。”

他说话时语气平静，就像一个饱经灾患的人。

“可能村民们都在嘲笑我吧。”伯德伍德故作轻松地说。

“没有吧，我觉得不会。”

“但事实上我俩从未订过婚，所以她也从未违背婚约，你看是吧。”可伯德伍德无法继续保持平静，“盖伯瑞尔啊，”他激烈地说，“我又软弱，又蠢，我觉得活着还不如死了好！”沉默片刻之后，他恢复了常态，接着又说：“我接受了她的拒绝，当然，我很遗憾没有一个女人曾经支配过我的生命。好吧，就这样，再见。”
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Bathsheba discovers the truth

Summer turned into autumn and one Saturday evening in October Bathsheba and her husband were riding home from Casterbridge market.

'Yes, if it hadn't rained so hard, I'd have won two hundred pounds easily, my love,' Troy was saying. 'The horse I put my money on fell over in the mud, you see. Such bad luck!'

'But Frank,' said Bathsheba miserably, 'do you realize you've lost more than a hundred pounds in a month with this awful horse-racing? It's foolish of you to spend my money like that! You'll promise not to go to the next race, on Monday, won't you?'

'It doesn't matter whether I go or not. I've already put money on an excellent horse in the Monday race. Don't cry, Bathsheba! If I'd known you were so cautious, I'd never have—'

He did not finish what he was saying. Just then they noticed a woman walking towards them. Although it was almost dark, they could see that she was poorly dressed.

'Please, sir, do you know what time the Casterbridge workhouse closes?' she asked in a voice of extreme sadness.

Troy jumped in surprise, but kept his face turned away from her before replying, 'I don't know.'

When the woman hear him speak, and looked up to his face, her expression showed both pain and happiness. She gave a cry, and fell to the ground, unconscious.

'Oh poor thing!' cried Bathsheba. 'I'll help her!'

'No, stay on your horse, and take mine!' ordered Troy, jumping down. 'Take the horses to the top of the hill.'

Bathsheba obeyed, and moved away. Troy lifted up the woman.

'I thought you were far away, or dead!' he told her, in a strangely gentle voice. 'Why didn't you write to me, Fanny?'

'I was afraid to.'

'Have you any money? No? Here's all I have, it's not much. I can't ask my wife for any more at the moment.' The woman said nothing. 'Listen,' continued Troy, 'I'll have to leave you now. You're going to the Casterbridge workhouse? Well, stay there for tonight and tomorrow anyway, but I'll find somewhere better for you. I'll meet you on Monday morning at ten o'clock on the bridge just outside town. I'll bring you all the money I can. Goodbye!'

At the top of the hill Bathsheba turned and saw the woman walking slowly on towards Casterbridge. Troy soon caught up with his wife. He looked very upset.

'Who is that woman?' Bathsheba looked closely into his face.

'She's not important to either of us,' he replied coldly.

'I think you know her,' Bathsheba went on.

'I don't care what you think!' he answered, and they continued their ride in silence.

The two miles to Casterbridge seemed a very long way to the woman, who was tired and ill. Sometimes she walked, sometimes she rested a little, beside the road. All through the night her eyes were fixed on the lights of Casterbridge, the end of her journey. At six o'clock the next morning she finally fell in front of the door of the workhouse, and the people there took her in.

Bathsheba and her husband did not speak much that evening, or the following day. But on Sunday evening Troy said suddenly, 'Bathsheba, could you let me have twenty pounds? I need it.'

'Ah!' she said sadly, 'for the races tomorrow. Oh, Frank, only a few weeks ago you said I was far sweeter than all your other pleasures! Now won't you stop risking money on horses, which is more a worry than a pleasure? Say yes to your wife, Frank, say yes!' Her beautiful face would have persuaded most men, including Troy if he had not been married to her, but he no longer loved her enough to agree to anything she wanted.

'Well, the money isn't for racing anyway,' he said. 'Don't keep me short of money, Bathsheba, or you'll be sorry.'

'I'm sorry already,' she replied, 'sorry that our love has come to an end.'

'Love always ends after marriage. I think you hate me.'

'No, not you
 . I only hate your faults.'

'Then why not help me to improve? Come, let's be friends. Just give me the twenty pounds.'

'Well, here's the money. Take it.'

'Thank you. I expect I'll be away before breakfast tomorrow.'

'Must you go, Frank? Stay with me! There was a time when you used to call me darling. Now you don't care how I spend my time.'

'I must go,' said Troy, taking out his watch. He opened the back of the watch case, and Bathsheba, who happened to be looking, saw that there was a curl of hair hidden inside.

'Oh Frank!' she gasped. 'A woman's hair! Whose is it?'

Troy closed the watch immediately and replied carelessly, 'Why, yours of course. I'd quite forgotten I had it.'

'You're lying, Frank. It's yellow hair. Mine is darker.'

'Well, all right, if I must tell you, it's the hair of a young woman I was going to marry before I met you.'

'Tell me her name! Is she married?'

'I can't tell you her name, but she's single.'

'Is she alive? Is she pretty?'

'Yes to both questions.'

'How can she be pretty, poor thing, with hair that colour?'

'Her hair has been admired by everybody who's seen her. It's beautiful hair! Don't be jealous, Bathsheba! You shouldn't have married me if you didn't trust me!'

'This is all I get for loving you so much!' cried Bathsheba bitterly. 'I would have died for you when I married you, and now you laugh at my foolishness in marrying you! But you'll burn that hair, won't you, Frank, to please me?'

Troy only answered, 'I have a duty to someone in my past. Mistakes were made which I must put right. That's more important than my relationship with you. If you're sorry you married me, well, so am I!'

'Frank, I'm only sorry if you love another woman more than me,' said Bathsheba in a trembling voice. 'You like the woman with that pretty hair. Yes, it is pretty! Was she the woman we met on the road last night?'

'Well, yes. Now you know the truth, I hope you're happy.'

'You haven't told me everything. Tell me the whole truth,' she said, looking bravely into his face. 'I never thought I'd beg a man to do anything, but my pride has all gone!'

'Don't be so desperate!' said Troy crossly. He left the room.

Bathsheba was in deep despair. She knew that she had lost her independence as a woman, which she had been so proud of. She hated herself for falling in love so easily with her handsome husband, who, she now realized, could not be trusted.

The next morning Troy left the house early. Bathsheba was walking in her garden, when she noticed Gabriel Oak and Mr Boldwood deep in conversation in the road. They called to Joseph Poorgrass, who was picking apples, and soon he came along the path to Bathsheba's house.

'Well, what's the message, Joseph?' she asked, curious.

'I'm afraid Fanny Robin's dead, ma'am. Dead in the Casterbridge workhouse.'

'No! Why? What did she die from?'

'I don't know, ma'am, but she was never very strong. Mr Boldwood is sending a cart to bring her back to be buried here.'

'Oh, I won't let Mr Boldwood do that! Fanny was my uncle's maid, and mine too. How very sad to die in a workhouse! Tell Mr Boldwood that you
 will drive my new cart over to Casterbridge this afternoon to fetch her body. And Joseph, put flowers on the cart for poor Fanny. How long was she in the workhouse?'

'Only a day, ma'am. She arrived, ill and exhausted, on Sunday morning. She came on foot through Weatherbury.'

The colour left Bathsheba's face at once. 'Along the road from Weatherbury to Casterbridge?' she asked eagerly. 'When did she pass Weatherbury?'

'Last Saturday night it was, ma'am.'

'Thank you, Joseph, you may go.'

Later that afternoon Bathsheba asked Liddy, 'What was the colour of poor Fanny Robin's hair? I only saw her for a day or two.'

'She used to keep it covered, but it was lovely golden hair, ma'am.'

'Her young man was a soldier, wasn't he?'

'Yes, and Mr Troy knows him well.'

'What? Mr Troy told you that?'

'Yes. One day I asked him if he knew Fanny's young man, and he said he knew him as well as he knew himself!'

'That's enough, Liddy!' said Bathsheba, her anxiety making her unusually cross.




mud
 n. soft wet earth.
 泥；淤泥。


race
 n. (in this story) when horse-riders compete to see whose horse is the fastest.
 竞赛；比赛。


workhouse
 n. a home for very poor people.
 济贫院。


upset
 adj. depressed.
 不安的；不适的。


risk
 v. expose (sb/oneself) to danger.
 使（某人）面临危险。n. possibility of meeting danger.
 危险；风险。run the ～ (of doing sth)
 冒可能做（某事）的危险。


hate
 v. feel hatred towards (sb/sth).
 憎恨；憎恶。


duty
 n.
 1
 moral or legal obligation.
 责任；义务。2 ～ (on sth)
 tax charged on certain goods, esp. on imports.
 税；关税。


bury
 v. place (a dead body) in a grave or in the sea.
 埋葬。


anxiety
 n. troubled feeling in the mind caused by fear and uncertainty about the future.
 焦虑；担忧。anxious
 adj.
 ～ (about/for sb/sth)
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 　芭丝谢芭发现真相
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夏去秋来。十月份一个星期六的傍晚，芭丝谢芭夫妇俩从卡斯特桥市场骑马回家。

“真是的，如果不是下大雨，我可以轻轻松松地挣200镑，亲爱的，”托伊说道，“我下注的那匹马在泥地上摔倒了。真是背运！”

“可是，弗兰克，”芭丝谢芭痛苦地说，“你有没有想过，一个月内你就在这要命的赛马场输掉100多镑？你这样花钱太愚蠢！你得保证不去下星期一的赛马会，行吗？”

“我去不去都没关系，我已经把钱押在星期一参赛的一匹好马身上了。别哭啊，芭丝谢芭！如果我早知道你这么谨小慎微，那我决不会——”

他没有把话说完。就在这时，他们看到一个女人向他们走来。虽然天已快黑了，可他们还是能看出她衣着破旧。

“请问一下，先生，您知不知道卡斯特桥济贫院什么时候关门？”她问道，声音中透出极度的悲伤。

托伊吃了一惊，扭过脸避开她，然后才答道：“我不知道。”

那个女人听到他说话，又抬头看看他的脸，显得既痛苦又幸福。她叫了一声，倒在地上不省人事了。

“啊，可怜的人！”芭丝谢芭喊道，“我得帮帮她！”

“别去，你骑在你的马上，把我的马拉住。”托伊一边发令，一边跳下马来，“把马牵到山顶去。”

芭丝谢芭听从吩咐走了。托伊把那女人扶了起来。

“我还以为你远走高飞了，或是死了呢！”他对她说，话语中奇怪地透着温柔，“你为什么不给我写信呢，范妮？”

“我不敢写。”

“你有钱吗？没有？我身上的钱都在这儿，不多。我现在不能再向我妻子要了。”那女人一言不发。“听着，”托伊接着说，“现在我得走了。你是要去卡斯特桥济贫院吗？好吧，就先在那里过了今晚和明天，完了我给你找个好点儿的地方。星期一上午10点我在城外桥上等你。我会尽可能多带钱。再见！”

到了山顶，芭丝谢芭转过身来，看见那女人缓缓地向卡斯特桥走去。托伊很快追上了他的妻子，脸上显得忐忑不安。

“那个女人是谁呀？”芭丝谢芭仔细端详着他的脸问。

“她对我俩都无关紧要。”他冷冷地答道。

“我想你认识她吧。”芭丝谢芭又说。

“你爱怎么想就怎么想！”他答道。接着他们默默地向前骑着。

那个女人既劳累，又生着病，对她来说，到卡斯特桥的两英里似乎特别遥远。她沿着大道停停走走。一整夜，她的眼睛都盯着目的地卡斯特桥的灯光。早上6点，她终于倒在济贫院门前，那儿的人们把她接了进去。

那天晚上，或者说第二天，芭丝谢芭和她丈夫之间都没怎么说话。但是，到了星期天晚上，托伊忽然说：“芭丝谢芭，我需要20英镑，你能给我吗？”

“啊，”她伤心地说，“准备明天的赛马吧？弗兰克，你不是说我比你的其他乐趣更令你快活吗？这才几个星期啊！你能不能不再赌马，多让人提心吊胆啊！答应你的妻子，弗兰克，说你不去了！”她那美丽的面庞能劝服大多数男人。如果托伊没有结婚，他也会动摇，但是现在，他对她的爱已有所减弱，不再对她言听计从了。

“好吧，我不用这钱去赌马，”他说，“别让我缺钱花，芭丝谢芭，要不你会遗憾的。”

“我已经有遗憾了，”她答道，“遗憾我们俩的爱情已经到头。”

“爱情总是随着婚姻而结束。你恨我了吧。”

“我不恨你，我只恨你犯的错误。”

“那干吗不帮我改正呢？来吧，咱们是好朋友。就给我20镑。”

“好吧，钱在这儿。拿着。”

“谢谢。明天早饭后我得出去。”

“你必须走吗，弗兰克？留下陪我吧！过去你总叫我亲爱的，现在你并不在乎我怎样打发时光了。”

“我必须走。”托伊说着，取出他的表来。他打开表的后盖，芭丝谢芭恰巧看见了表里藏着一绺头发。

“哎呀，弗兰克！”她叫道，“那是女人的头发？谁的呀？”

托伊赶紧合上表盖，漫不经心地答道：“怎么了，你的呗。我都快忘了这头发了。”

“你撒谎，弗兰克。那是黄头发，我的头发是深色的。”

“好啦，好啦，如果一定要说，我告诉你。那头发是我见到你以前准备娶的一个年轻姑娘的。”

“告诉我她的名字！她结婚了吗？”

“我不能说出她的名字，不过，她还是单身。”

“她还活着吗？漂亮吗？”

“活着，漂亮。”

“那可怜的人儿长着那样的头发怎么能好看呢？”

“她的头发人见人爱，真漂亮啊！别嫉妒呀，芭丝谢芭。你要是不信任我，就不该嫁给我！”

“我那么爱你，这就是你对我的报答！”芭丝谢芭痛苦地哭道，“我嫁给你的时候，愿为你而死，现在你却笑我嫁你是犯傻！你愿不愿意为了让我高兴，把那绺头发烧掉，弗兰克？”

托伊只是说：“我对以前碰到的人负有责任。我必须纠正过去所犯的错误，这比我俩之间的关系更重要。如果你后悔和我结婚，好，我还后悔呢！”

“弗兰克，我只是遗憾你爱另一个女人胜过爱我，”芭丝谢芭声音颤抖着说，“你喜欢长着漂亮头发的女人。是，很好看！她是不是昨晚咱们在路上碰到的那个女人？”

“没错，是的。现在你知道真相了，高兴了吧。”

“你并没有告诉我全部经过。快把全部真相告诉我，”她说，大胆地盯着他的脸，“我从未想过我会求一个男人做什么事，我的自尊全没了！”

“别这么不顾一切嘛！”托伊怒冲冲地说着离开了。

芭丝谢芭陷入深深的绝望之中。她知道她已失去作为一个女人的独立自主，这曾经是令她引以自豪的。她恨自己那么轻率地爱上了这位英俊的丈夫，现在她意识到这人并不可靠。

次日一早，托伊早早就离开了家。芭丝谢芭正在花园里散步，忽然注意到盖伯瑞尔·奥克和伯德伍德先生正埋头说着话。他们叫约瑟夫·普格拉斯过去，正在摘苹果的普格拉斯很快沿着通向芭丝谢芭房屋的小路走来。

“喂，约瑟夫！什么事？”她好奇地问。

“好像范妮·罗宾死了，死在卡斯特桥济贫院里了。”

“是吗！怎么死的？”

“我也不知道，太太。不过她身体本来就不结实。伯德伍德先生准备派一辆马车把她拉回来葬在这儿。”

“啊，不能让伯德伍德先生派马车，范妮是我叔叔的女仆，也是我的。死在济贫院多惨哪！你去对伯德伍德先生说，你今天下午赶我的新马车去卡斯特桥把她的遗体拉回来。还有，约瑟夫，在马车上给可怜的范妮放些花。她在济贫院待了多久了？”

“刚一天，太太。她星期天上午到那里时就有病，又累得要命。她步行穿过威瑟伯里。”

芭丝谢芭脸上立刻失去了血色。“沿路从威瑟伯里到了卡斯特桥？”她急切地问道，“她什么时候路经威瑟伯里的呢？”

“上星期六晚上，太太。”

“谢谢你，约瑟夫，你可以走了。”

下午晚些时候，芭丝谢芭问利蒂：“可怜的范妮·罗宾的头发是什么颜色？我只见过她一两天。”

“她那会儿总把头发包起来，是漂亮的金发，太太。”

“她的那个年轻男人是个士兵，对不？”

“对，托伊先生和他很熟。”

“你说什么？托伊先生对你说过吗？”

“对呀。有一天我问他认不认识范妮的男人，他说他和那人熟得不得了。”

“够了，利蒂！”芭丝谢芭说，她的焦虑不安使她异乎寻常地发起脾气。
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Fanny's revenge

That afternoon Joseph Poorgrass was bringing Fanny's coffin back from Casterbridge. Feeling a little frightened of the dead body behind him in the cart, and depressed by the autumn fog, he stopped for some beer at a pub, where he met Jan Coggan and Laban Tall. There Gabriel Oak found the three men, completely drunk, two hours later. As Joseph was clearly incapable of driving the cart, Gabriel drove it to Weatherbury himself. On the way into the village, the vicar stopped him.

'I'm afraid it's too late now for the burial,' he said, 'but I can arrange for the body to be buried tomorrow.'

'I could take the coffin to the church for the night, sir,' offered Gabriel, hoping to prevent Bathsheba from seeing it.

But just then Bathsheba herself appeared. 'No, Gabriel,' she said. 'Poor Fanny must rest in her old home for her last night. Bring the coffin into the house.'

The coffin was carried into a small sitting-room and Gabriel was left alone with it. In spite of all his care, the worst had happened, and Bathsheba was about to make a terrible discovery. But suddenly he had an idea. He looked at the words written simply on the coffin lid—Fanny Robin and child
 . With a cloth Gabriel carefully removed the last two words. Quietly he left the room.

Bathsheba was in a strange mood. She felt lonely and miserable, but she had not stopped loving her husband, in spite of her anxiety about his past. She was waiting for him to come home, when Liddy knocked and entered.

'Ma'am, Maryann has just heard something...' she hesitated a little. 'Not about you or us, ma'am. About Fanny. There's a story in Weatherbury that...' Liddy whispered in her mistress's ear.

Bathsheba trembled from head to foot.

'I don't believe it!' she cried. 'There's only one name on the coffin lid! But I suppose it could be true.'

She said no more, and Liddy went quietly out of the room. Bathsheba felt almost sure she knew the truth about Fanny and Troy, but she wanted to be certain. She entered the sitting-room where the coffin lay. Holding her hot hands to her forehead she cried, 'Tell me your secret, Fanny! I hope it isn't true there are two of you! If I could only look at you, I'd know!'

After a pause, she added slowly, 'And I will.
 '

A few moments later, she stood beside the uncovered coffin. Staring in, she said, 'It was best to know the worst, and I know it now!' Her tears fell fast beside the dead pair in the coffin, tears for Fanny and for herself. Although Bathsheba, not Fanny, had married Troy, in death Fanny was the winner. She was taking her revenge now on Bathsheba for the difficulties she had experienced in her life.

Bathsheba forgot the passing of time as she looked at Fanny's cold white face and yellow hair, and did not realize Troy had arrived home. He threw open the door and came in. He did not guess who was in the coffin.

'What's the matter? Who's dead?' he asked.

Bathsheba tried to push past him. 'Let me out!' she cried.

'No, stay, I insist!' He held her arm and together they looked into the coffin.

Troy stood completely still when he saw the mother and baby. Little by little his shoulders bent forward, and his face showed deep sadness. Bathsheba was watching his expression closely, and she had never been more miserable. Slowly Troy knelt to give Fanny Robin a gentle kiss.

Bathsheba threw her arms round his neck, crying wildly from the depths of her heart, 'Don't, don't kiss them! Oh Frank, no! I love you better than she did! Kiss me too, Frank! You will kiss me too, Frank!'


Troy looked puzzled for a moment, not expecting this childlike cry from his proud wife. But then he pushed her away.

'I will not kiss you!' he said.

'Can you give me a reason?' asked Bathsheba, fighting to control herself. Perhaps it was unfortunate that she asked.

'I've been a bad, black-hearted man, but this woman, dead as she is, is more to me than you ever were, or are, or can be. I would have married her, if I'd never seen your beautiful face! And I wish I had
 married her!' He turned to Fanny. 'But never mind, darling,' he said, 'in the sight of God you are my wife!'

At these words a long, low cry of despair and anger came from Bathsheba's lips. 'If she's—that, what—am I?'

'You are nothing to me, nothing,' said Troy heartlessly. 'A ceremony in front of a vicar doesn't make a marriage. I don't consider myself your husband.'

Bathsheba wanted only to get away from him and his words. She ran straight out of the house. She stayed out all night, wrapped in a cloak, waiting for the coffin to be taken for burial. As soon as the men had taken it away the next morning, she re-entered the house, very cautiously to avoid Troy, but her husband had gone out very early and did not return.




coffin
 n. a long box in which a dead person is placed before burial.
 棺材。


fog
 n. thick mist.
 雾。


pub
 n. public house.
 酒馆。


revenge
 n. deliberate punishment or injury inflicted in return for what one has suffered.
 报复；报仇。take ～ on (sb) (for sth)



mood
 n.
 1
 state of one's feelings or mind at a particular time.
 心境；情绪。2
 fit of bad temper.
 发脾气；情绪低落。(be) in the mood for (doing) sth/to do sth
 有做某事的心思或兴致。


bend
 v. (cause sb/sth to) bow or stoop (in a specified direction).
 （使某人）弯腰；弯身。


in the sight of sb
 in sb's opinions.
 依某人的意见；在某人看来。


ceremony
 n. formal act performed on a religious or public occasion.
 仪式；典礼。
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 　范妮的复仇
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那天下午，约瑟夫·普格拉斯把范妮的棺木从卡斯特桥运回。身后的马车上放着的尸体让他觉得有点儿害怕，秋雾也使他感到压抑，他便停下马车进一家酒馆喝啤酒。在酒馆他遇到了简·考根和拉班·托尔。两小时后，盖伯瑞尔在酒馆找到这三个人时，他们都已醉得不省人事了。约瑟夫是没法赶车了，于是，盖伯瑞尔便自己把车赶回威瑟伯里。在进村的路上，牧师拦住了他。

“现在天太晚了，恐怕不能埋了，”他说，“不过，我可以安排明天下葬。”

“我把棺木放到教堂过夜吧，先生。”盖伯瑞尔提议道，他不想让芭丝谢芭看见。

就在这时，芭丝谢芭出现了。“不行，盖伯瑞尔，”她说，“可怜的范妮应该在她的老家过上最后一夜，把棺木抬进房里吧。”

于是，棺木被抬进了一间小起居室，盖伯瑞尔独自留下守灵。尽管他小心翼翼，最糟糕的事情还是发生了，芭丝谢芭即将发现真相，这可太糟了。突然，他有主意了。他看着简简单单写在棺木盖上的字——“范妮·罗宾及孩子”，用一块布小心地把最后三个字盖住，然后悄悄离开了房间。

芭丝谢芭心情很怪。她既觉得孤单、痛苦，对丈夫的过去颇为担扰，但仍未停止对她丈夫的爱，她正在等待他回家，这时利蒂敲门进来了。

“太太，玛丽安刚刚听到点儿风声……”她犹豫了一下，“不是关于你或我们，是有关范妮的事。威瑟伯里的人们传言……”利蒂俯在她的女主人耳边耳语起来。

芭丝谢芭从头到脚都颤抖起来。

“我不相信！”她叫道，“棺材盖上只有一个名字！可这传说也可能是真的。”

她不再说什么，利蒂悄声出了门。芭丝谢芭几乎已确信范妮和托伊的事，可她还想证实一下。她走进停放棺木的那间起居室，把发烫的手放在额头，喊道：“把你的秘密告诉我，范妮！希望这不是真的，不是两个人！我要是能看你一眼，就会知道的！”

停了一会儿，她又缓慢地说：“我要看看你！”

又过了片刻，她站在揭开盖子的棺木边，一边向里看，一边说：“最好还是知道最坏的情况，现在我知道了！”她的眼泪落在棺木里那死去的两个人身边，这泪水是为范妮而流，也是为自己而流。虽然是芭丝谢芭嫁给了托伊而不是范妮，可死去的范妮才是获胜者。她活着时遭受了种种磨难，现在正在向芭丝谢芭复仇。

芭丝谢芭看着范妮那张凉冰冰的、惨白的脸，看着那黄头发，忘记了时间，也没有意识到托伊已经回家。他推开门进来，没弄明白棺材里是谁。

“怎么啦？谁死了？”他问道。

芭丝谢芭想从他身边挤过去。“让我出去！”她喊道。

“不行，待在这儿，我要你留下！”他抓住她一只胳膊，和她一起往棺木里看。

托伊看到那母亲和婴儿，呆立不动。然后他才一点一点地弯下身，脸上显出深深的悲伤。芭丝谢芭仔细观察他的表情，他可从没这样伤心过。慢慢地，托伊跪下，给范妮·罗宾轻轻一吻。

芭丝谢芭双手搂住他的脖子，从心底里大声狂喊：“别！别吻她们！噢，弗兰克，别！我比她爱你！你也得吻吻我，弗兰克！你得吻吻我，弗兰克！”

一时间，托伊十分迷惑，他没料到自己这位高傲的妻子会这样孩子般地叫喊。随后，他把她推开了。

“我不会吻你的！”他说。

“你能给我个理由吗？”芭丝谢芭问道，努力克制着自己。也许她并不该问。

“我一向是个黑了心的坏蛋，可是这个女人，这个死去的女人，对我来说比你更加重要，过去是，现在是，将来也是。我要不是看到你这张漂亮的脸，早就娶了她了！我真应该娶了她！”他转向范妮。“不过别在意，亲爱的，”他说，“在上帝的眼里，你才是我的妻子！”

听到这些话，芭丝谢芭发出一声长长的绝望而愤怒的叫声：“如果她——是，那我——是什么？”

“你什么也不是，什么都不是，”托伊狠心地说，“仅仅在牧师面前举行个仪式并不能缔造婚姻，我并不认为我是你的丈夫。”

芭丝谢芭此刻只想从他身边跑开，不去听他说的那些话。她径直跑到房子外面，身上裹着一件斗篷，在外面待了一整夜，等着棺木被抬出下葬。次日清晨，人们刚把棺木抬走，她便重新回到屋内，小心地躲避着托伊。但是，她的丈夫一大早便外出了，没有回来。
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Sergeant Troy leaves

When Bathsheba ran out of the house the previous night, Troy first replaced the coffin lid, then went upstairs to lie on his bed and wait miserably for the morning.

The day before, on Monday, he had waited for Fanny, as arranged, on the bridge just outside Casterbridge, for over an hour. He had Bathsheba's twenty pounds and seven pounds of his own to give Fanny. When she did not come, he became angry, remembering the last time she had failed to arrive, on her wedding day. In fact she was at that moment being put in her coffin at the workhouse, but he did not know that. He rode straight to the races at Budmouth and stayed there all afternoon. But he was still thinking of Fanny, and he did not risk any money on the horses. Only on his way home did he suddenly realize that illness could have prevented her from meeting him, and only when he entered the farmhouse that evening did he discover that she was dead.

On Tuesday morning Troy got up and, without even thinking about Bathsheba, went straight to the churchyard to find the position of Fanny's grave. He continued on foot to Casterbridge to order the best gravestone available for twenty-seven pounds, which was all the money he had. Having arranged for it to be put on the grave that afternoon, he returned to Weatherbury in the evening, with a basket of flowering plants. The new gravestone was already in place, and he worked solidly for several hours in the churchyard, putting the plants carefully into the soft earth of her grave. When it started raining, however, he decided to spend the rest of the night in the shelter of the church, and finish his planting in the morning.

The rain that night was unusually heavy, and water began to pour from a broken pipe on the church roof straight on to Fanny's grave. As the earth there had only recently been dug, the grave became a kind of muddy pool. Soon the plants were floating on top of the grave, and then were washed away in the stream of water flowing through the churchyard.

When Troy woke up, stiff and still tired, he went out of the church to finish work on the grave. The rain had stopped, and the sun was shining through the red and gold autumn leaves. The air was warm and clear. As Troy walked along the path, he noticed it was very muddy, and covered with plants. Surely these could not be the ones he had planted? He turned the corner and saw the damage the heavy rain had done.

The new gravestone was stained with mud, and there was a shallow hole in the grave, where the water had poured in. Nearly all the plants had been washed out of the grave.

This strange accident had a worse effect on Troy than any of his troubles, worse even than Fanny's death. He had tried to show his love for her, knowing that he had failed to do so when she was alive. Planting the flowers was also a way of softening his feelings of sadness and guilt at her death. And now his work had been destroyed! He was too depressed to start work on the grave again. He left it as it was, and went silently out of the churchyard. A minute later he had left the village.

Meanwhile Bathsheba had spent a day and a night as a willing prisoner in a small bedroom in her house. Except when Liddy brought her food or messages, she kept the bedroom door locked so that her husband could not come in. Liddy knew there was trouble between husband and wife, but did not know the reason. On Wednesday morning she brought breakfast up to Bathsheba.

'What heavy rain we had in the night, ma'am!' she said.

'Yes, and there was a strange noise from the churchyard.'

'Gabriel thinks it was water from a broken pipe on the church roof, and he's gone there to see. Are you going to the churchyard, ma'am, to look at Fanny's grave?'

'Did Mr Troy come in last night?' Bathsheba asked anxiously.

'No, ma'am, he didn't. And Laban Tall says he saw Mr Troy walking out of the village towards Budmouth,' replied Liddy.

Budmouth, thirteen miles away! At once Bathsheba's heart felt lighter. 'Yes, Liddy, I need some fresh air. I'll go to see Fanny's grave,' she said, and after breakfast she walked almost cheerfully to the churchyard.

She saw the hole in the grave and the expensive new gravestone, but did not think it could be Fanny's. She looked round for a plain grave. Then she noticed Gabriel reading the words on the gravestone, and her eyes followed his:


This stone was put up by Francis Troy in loving memory of Fanny Robin, who died on October 9, 1866, aged 20


Gabriel looked anxiously at her to see if she was upset, but she remained calm. She asked him to fill in the hole, and have the broken water pipe repaired. Finally, to show she did not hate the woman who had caused her such bitterness, she replanted the flowers herself, and cleaned the muddy gravestone, so that the words could be read clearly. Then she went home.

Troy, meanwhile, was walking towards the south. He could not decide what to do next. All he knew was that he had to get away from Weatherbury. At the top of a hill he saw the sea, stretching for miles in front of him. Now he felt more cheerful, and decided to swim. So he climbed down the cliffs, undressed on the beach and jumped into the sea. The water was so smooth that he swam confidently out to where it was very deep. Here he was surprised and a little frightened to find that he was being carried further out to sea. He suddenly remembered that the Budmouth coast was famous for the number of swimmers drowned there every year, and he began to be afraid that he would soon be one of them. However strongly he swam, the sea pulled him further away from the coast, and he was already beginning to feel tired and breathless.

Just then he saw a small boat moving out to sea, towards a ship. With his right arm he swam, and with his left he waved wildly, shouting as loudly as he could. The sailors saw him at once, and rowed over to rescue him.




previous
 adj. coming before in time or order.
 （时间上）先的；前的。


replace
 v.
 1
 put (sth) back in its place.
 将（某物）放回原处。2
 take the place of (sth／sb).
 代替；取代。replacement
 n.
 replaceable
 adj.
 可更换的。


pool
 n. small area of still water.
 水池；水坑。


float
 v. stay on or at the surface of a liquid and not sink.
 漂浮；飘。


stain
 v.
 ～ sth (with sth)
 change colour of sth; make dirty marks on sth.
 染污；沾污。


prisoner
 n. a person kept in prison, as a punishment or awaiting trial.
 犯人。prison
 n.
 监狱。


plain
 adj.
 1
 ordinary and simple.
 简单的；普通的。2
 clear.
 清楚的；明白的。


cliff
 n. steep, usu high, face of rock.
 峭壁；悬崖。


wave
 v.
 ～ (at/to sb)
 (of a person) move one's hand to and fro or up and down.
 挥手；招手。


row
 v. propel (a boat) by using oars.
 划（船）。


rescue
 v. save or bring away sb/sth from danger.
 搭救或救出某人。
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 　托伊中士离家出走

[image: alt]


前一天晚上，芭丝谢芭跑出屋子后，托伊把棺木重新盖好，然后上楼躺下，痛苦地等待早晨到来。

再前一天是星期一，他如约在卡斯特桥城外的那座桥上等待范妮，等了一个多小时。他拿着芭丝谢芭给的20镑和他自己的7镑，准备给范妮。她没有来，他便生气了，想起婚礼那天她也未到的情景。实际上，她此刻正在济贫院被放入棺材，而他却一无所知。他径直骑马去了巴德茅斯的赛马场，在那里逗留了一个下午。但是，他心里仍旧惦记着范妮，于是没有在赛马身上下注。走在回家的路上，他才意识到她正生病，很可能无法赴约。那天晚上他回到家后才发现她已经死了。

星期二早晨，托伊起了床，想也没想芭丝谢芭，便到教堂墓地找到了范妮的坟墓。然后，他又继续步行前往卡斯特桥，用他所有的27镑订了一块最好的墓碑并请人于那天下午送到墓旁。傍晚时，他带着一篮花苗回到威瑟伯里。他回去时，新墓碑已经安放到位。他在教堂墓地连续干了几个小时，把那些花苗栽到她坟上松软的土里。然而，天下起了雨，他决定在教堂里过夜，第二天早上把花苗继续栽完。

那晚，雨下得异常大，雨水从教堂顶上的一截破管子里径直倾泻到范妮的墓上。由于坟墓上的土是刚刚挖过的，所以坟墓变成了一个泥浆池。花苗很快漂了起来，接着又被流经墓地的雨水冲走了。

托伊一觉醒来，浑身僵直，疲惫不堪。他走出教堂准备把活儿干完。雨已停了，阳光透过金红色的秋叶。天气温暖、清爽。托伊走在小路上，看到路上很泥泞，而且满是花苗。这些花苗不会是自己栽的那些吧？他拐过弯，看到了大雨所造成的损失。

新墓碑上沾满泥土，坟墓上有一个坑，里面灌满了水。几乎所有的花苗都被冲走了。

这一异常事件对托伊的影响超过他所遇到过的任何困难，甚至超过范妮的死对他的影响。他本想表明一下自己对她的爱意，因为这点在她生前他没有能做到。栽种花苗也可以缓解一下她的死给他带来的伤感和内疚。现在他的努力竟这样毁于一旦！他沮丧至极，无法重新在墓地干活儿了，只好听其自然，默默走出了墓地。不一会儿，他便离开了村子。

与此同时，芭丝谢芭将自己在房内的一间小卧室里关了一天一夜。除了利蒂送饭、捎信外，她一直锁着卧室房门，以防丈夫进门。利蒂知道这夫妻二人在闹别扭，可又不知道为了什么。星期三早上，她又给芭丝谢芭送来了早饭。

“昨晚的雨下得可真大，太太！”她说。

“是啊，教堂墓地那边也有奇怪的声响。”

“盖伯瑞尔猜想是教堂顶上破管子里流水的声音，他到那儿察看去了。太太，你要去墓地看看范妮的墓吗？”

“托伊先生昨晚回来过吗？”芭丝谢芭急切地问道。

“没有，太太。拉班·托尔说他看见托伊先生出村向巴德茅斯去了。”利蒂答道。

巴德茅斯？13英里远哪！芭丝谢芭立刻觉得心情轻松了。“利蒂，我去。我需要新鲜空气。我要去看看范妮的墓。”她说道。吃完早饭，她几乎是心情愉快地到了教堂墓地。

她看到墓上的坑，也看到了那块昂贵的新墓碑，不过觉得那不会是范妮的。她四下观看，想找到一座简朴的坟墓，却注意到盖伯瑞尔正在念墓碑上的字，她的眼睛也跟着看下去：


谨立此碑怀念可爱的范妮·罗宾。



她于1866年10月9日逝世，年20岁。



立碑人弗兰西斯·托伊


盖伯瑞尔担忧地望着她，怕她心烦意乱，但她却保持着平静。她让他把坑填上，让人把破管子修理好。最后，为了显示她对这个使她如此痛苦的妇女并无怨恨，她亲自重栽了花苗，清洗干净满是泥土的墓碑，这样，上面的字便看得清楚了。干完这些事，她便回了家。

这时，托伊正向南面走去。他难以确定下一步该干什么，他只知道自己必须离开威瑟伯里。他在一座山顶看到了大海，在他面前绵延数英里。此刻，他的心情好了一些，于是决定去游个泳。他从山崖上下去，到海滩上脱掉衣服跳进海水里。海水十分柔滑，他信心十足地游到了很深的地方。这时，他发现自己被冲向大海，觉得既意外，又有点恐惧。他忽然记起巴德茅斯海边每年淹死的人数之多，是出了名的，他害怕自己也成为其中的一员。但是，无论他多么用力，大海还是把他推离海岸，他已经觉得疲乏、呼吸急促了。

就在此时，他看到一条小船出海驶向一艘轮船。他一边右手划水，左手狂乱地挥舞，一边大声呼喊。水手们立刻发现了他，于是划船过来把他救起来。
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Farmer Boldwood begins to hope

When Troy did not return, Bathsheba felt neither happiness nor sadness. She had no hope for the future. She was sure that one day he would return, and spend the rest of her money. Then they would have to sell the farm. She could do nothing to prevent it.

One Saturday at Casterbridge market, a stranger came up to her. 'I must tell you, ma'am,' he said, 'your husband is dead.'

'No, it can't be true!' gasped Bathsheba. Darkness came over her eyes, and she fell. But not to the ground. Boldwood, who had been standing in a corner watching her, ran forward to catch her.

'Tell me more,' he said to the stranger, as he held the unconscious girl gently in his arms.

'The police found her husband's clothes on the beach. He must have been swimming, and drowned off the Budmouth coast.'

There was a strange excitement in Boldwood's face, but he said nothing. He carried her to a private room at the hotel, where she could rest until she felt well enough to ride home.

When she arrived home, still feeling weak and confused, Liddy had already heard the news. 'Shall we get some black clothes made for you, ma'am?' said the maid, hesitating a little.

'No, Liddy. It isn't necessary. You see, I think he may still be alive. I feel—I think I'm sure he's alive!'

But the following Monday Troy's death was reported in the local newspaper. A witness had seen him in deep water, shouting and waving for help. And when his clothes and his watch, found on the beach, were delivered to the farmhouse, Bathsheba began to doubt that he was alive. She opened the back of his watch case and took out the curl of golden hair.

'He was Fanny's and she was his,' she said to herself. 'They should be together. I mean nothing to either of them. Why should I keep her hair?' She held the curl over the fire. 'No, I won't burn it, I'll keep it in memory of her, poor thing!'

Through the autumn and winter Bathsheba's life was more peaceful. She no longer took such an interest in the farm, and very sensibly appointed Gabriel Oak her farm manager. He had already been doing the job unofficially, and now would be paid for it. At last his good qualities were being recognized. Gabriel's luck had certainly changed. Boldwood could not concentrate on farming these days either. His wheat and hay had all been so damaged by the rain that it was worthless. Weatherbury people were shocked by the changes they had noticed recently in Farmer Boldwood. Soon he himself realized that something must be done, and arranged for Gabriel to manage his farm too. So Gabriel was responsible for both the important farms in the area, while their owners sat alone in their lonely farmhouses.

After a time Boldwood started to hope that one day, if Bathsheba remarried at all, she would marry him. He tried to maintain a friendly, businesslike relationship with her, keeping his love for her out of sight, until the right moment came to propose again. He had no idea how long he would have to wait to marry her, but he was prepared to wait for the rest of his life.

The right moment did not come until the following summer when most of the Weatherbury people attended the great sheep fair at Greenhill. Gabriel was there with Bathsheba's and Boldwood's sheep, and so were both his employers. This year a travelling circus put up its tent and offered the public a horseriding show. Most of Bathsheba's farm workers were already in the tent, when Bathsheba herself arrived to see the show. At the back of the tent, behind a curtain, were the circus riders, and one of them, pulling on his boots, was Sergeant Troy.

After being rescued, Troy had decided to stay on the ship and work as a sailor, but he was not happy with this travelling life, and finally returned to England. He hesitated to go back to Bathsheba and a comfortable life on the farm. Perhaps Bathsheba would fail at farming and then he would be responsible for her. And anyway, perhaps she would not welcome him back. For the moment he was working as actor and horserider with the circus. So it was with no plans for the future that Troy found himself at Greenhill fair, dangerously close to Weatherbury.

When he looked through a hole in the curtain to see the audience, he was horrified to see his wife. She looked more beautiful than he remembered. Perhaps she would laugh at him, a nobleman's son, working in a circus! As he rode into the tent, he was careful to keep his face away from her, and remain wrapped in his cloak. She did not seem to recognize him.

When the show was over, Troy went out into the darkness. In the large tent where meals and drinks were being served, he saw Bathsheba talking to a man. Was she forgetting her husband so soon? thought Troy angrily. He decided to listen to their conversation, and knelt down outside the tent, making a little hole with his knife in the heavy cotton so that he could see the two people inside.

She was drinking a cup of tea, which Boldwood had just brought her. Troy watched her every movement. She was as handsome as ever, and she belonged to him. After a few moments Troy got up and walked slowly from the tent. He was considering what to do next.

Meanwhile Boldwood had offered to ride back to Weatherbury with Bathsheba, as it was getting late, and she accepted. Her pity for the man she had hurt so deeply made her behave more kindly towards him than was perhaps sensible. Her kindness made poor Boldwood dream of their future marriage, and suddenly, unable to stop himself, he said, 'Mrs Troy, will you marry again someday?'

'You forget that my husband's death has never been proved, so I may not really be a widow,' she said, confused. 'I've a feeling he's alive, and I'm not thinking of marrying anyone else.'

'Do you know, Bathsheba, that according to the lawyers, you can remarry seven years after your husband's supposed death, that is, six years from now? Could you—promise to marry me then?'

'I don't know. Six years is too far away. I'm bitterly sorry I behaved so stupidly towards you, but—I can promise I'll never marry another man while you want me to be your wife, but—'

'You could put right the mistake you made by promising to be my wife in six years' time!' There was wild hope in his eyes.

'Oh, what shall I do? I don't love you, but if I can give you happiness by just promising, then I will—consider—and promise—soon. Shall we say, by Christmas?'

'You'll promise at Christmas. Well, I'll say no more.'

As Christmas came nearer, Bathsheba became more anxious, and one day she confessed her difficulty to Gabriel.

'The saddest reason of all for agreeing to his proposal,' she said, 'is that if I don't, I'm afraid he'll go mad. His feelings are so extreme. I don't say that because I'm vain, but I believe I hold that man's future in my hands. Oh Gabriel, it's a terrible worry!'

'Then why don't you promise, ma'am? I don't think people would think it wrong. The only thing that makes it wrong in my view is that you don't love him.'

'That is my punishment, Gabriel, for playing that foolish trick with the valentine on him.' Gabriel had given her a reasonable, sensible answer, as she knew he would, but she felt annoyed with his cool advice. Not once had he spoken of his
 love for her, or said that he
 could wait for her too. She would have refused him of course, but at least it would have shown that he still admired her.




drown
 v.
 1
 die in water (or other liquid) because one is unable to breathe.
 淹死。2 ～ sth (in sth)
 flood or drench sth.
 淹没；浸透。


appoint
 v. choose sb for a job or position of responsibility.
 挑选；任命。


maintain
 v.
 1
 keep sth in existence at the same level.
 保持；维持。2
 keep (sth) in good condition or working order.
 保养；维修。


circus
 n. a travelling show of animals and performers.
 马戏团。


curtain
 n. piece of material hung to cover a window.
 窗帘。


audience
 n. group of people who have gathered together to hear or watch sb／sth.
 观众；听众。


widow
 n. a woman whose husband has died.
 寡妇。


extreme
 adj. (of people and their opinions) far from moderate.
 偏激的；极端的。


trick
 n. thing done in order to deceive or outwit sb.
 诡计；花招。
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 　农场主伯德伍德开始盼望

[image: alt]


托伊出而不归，芭丝谢芭既不觉得高兴，也不感到伤心，她对将来没有什么期望。她确信他总有一天要回来，接着花她的钱。到了那时，他们只得把农场卖掉，她无法避免此事发生。

一个星期六，她正在卡斯特桥市场，一个陌生人向她走来。“我得告诉你，太太，”他说，“你丈夫死了。”

“没有，不可能！”芭丝谢芭气喘吁吁地说。她眼前一黑，倒了下去，但没有倒在地上。原来伯德伍德一直站在拐角看着她，此时跑上前来扶住了她。

“告诉我，还有什么其他消息。”他一边对那陌生人说，一边把失去知觉的姑娘轻轻揽在怀里。

“警察在海滩上发现了她丈夫的衣服，他准是在巴德茅斯岸边游泳时淹死了。”

伯德伍德脸上出现一丝不可思议的激动，但他什么也没有说。他把她抱到旅店的一间僻静房间，让她在那里休息，直至她能够骑马回家。

她到家时，仍觉得虚弱与惶惑。利蒂已经听说了这件事。“我们给你定做黑衣服吧，太太？”她有点儿犹豫地说。

“不用，利蒂。没必要。你知道吧，我觉得他可能还活着。我感觉——我想我确信他还活着！”

但是，到星期一，当地报纸报道了托伊的死讯，一个目击者曾看到他在深水中呼喊并挥手求救。人们把在海滩上发现的衣服和表送回农场时，芭丝谢芭开始怀疑他是否还活着。她把表的后盖打开，把那一绺金发取了出来。

“他属于范妮，范妮也属于他，”她自语道，“他们应当在一起的。对于他俩来说，我什么都不是。我干吗保留她的头发？”她把那绺头发举到火上，“不行，不能烧掉。我得留着纪念她，可怜的东西！”

整个秋天至冬天，芭丝谢芭的生活都较以前平静。她已不很关心农事，因为她的农场经理人盖伯瑞尔·奥克把农场经营得井井有条。他早已干起了经理人的工作，而且即将拿经理人的工资。他的好品质终于得到承认，他时来运转了。这些日子，伯德伍德的心思也集中不到农事上。他的麦子和干草遭受大雨破坏，已经一文不值了。威瑟伯里的人们对农场主伯德伍德身上发生的变化都感到震惊。很快，他自己也意识到必须采取措施了，于是他让盖伯瑞尔来替他经营农场。就这样，盖伯瑞尔经营起了这一带的两个大农场，而农场的主人们则在他们的农舍里独自端坐着。

过了一段时间，伯德伍德开始希望有那么一天芭丝谢芭如果再婚，会选择嫁给他。他努力与她保持一种公事公办式的友好关系，把自己对她的爱意掩藏起来，直至等到求婚的好时机再次到来。他不清楚要等多久才能娶她为妻，但是，他已经准备守候终生了。

直至第二年夏天，威瑟伯里的大部分人都到格林希尔参加盛大的绵羊集市时，好时机才姗姗来到。盖伯瑞尔带着芭丝谢芭和伯德伍德的羊到了集市上，他的两位雇主也来了。这一年，一个流动马戏团支起了帐篷给人们表演跑马节目。芭丝谢芭的雇工们差不多都已进了帐篷，她才赶来。在帐篷后部的幕布背后站着马戏团的骑手，其中一个正在穿靴子的，正是托伊中士。

托伊被救以后，决定留在船上当一名水手，但他又不愿过那种漂泊的生活，于是最终返回了英格兰。对于回不回芭丝谢芭身边过那种舒适的农家生活，他很是犹豫。也许芭丝谢芭不善于务农，那么他还得负责养她。无论怎样，芭丝谢芭都不会欢迎他回去的。眼下，他在这家马戏团当跑马演员。就这样，在对未来一无所知的情况下，托伊来到了格林希尔集市，处于距离威瑟伯里很近的危险境地。

他从幕布上的洞看了一眼外面的观众，却看到了他的妻子，令他颇感惊恐。她比他记忆中的更漂亮了。她如果看到他这个贵族人家的儿子在马戏团工作，一定会嘲笑他的！他骑马进入帐篷时，一直裹着斗篷，小心地把自己的脸避开她，她似乎并没有认出他来。

节目结束后，托伊来到暗处。在大帐篷里供应饭食饮料的地方，他看到芭丝谢芭在和一个男人交谈。她这么快就把丈夫忘了？托伊气愤地想。他决定听一听他们在说些什么，于是在帐篷外面跪了下来，用小刀在厚布上面割了个小洞，他便可以看到帐篷里的人了。

她正在喝茶，茶是伯德伍德刚给她端来的。托伊注视着她的一举一动。她还像以往那样好看，她属于他。过了一会儿，托伊站起身来离开帐篷，他正在考虑下一步该怎么做。

此时，伯德伍德提议与芭丝谢芭一道骑马回威瑟伯里，因为天慢慢黑了。芭丝谢芭同意了。她曾深深伤害过这个男人，因而对他怀有怜悯，于是她对他的言谈话语十分和气，或许有些失了分寸。她的和气使可怜的伯德伍德幻想起他们二人将来结婚的事。突然间他无法控制自己了，说道：“托伊夫人，你会再婚吗？”

“你忘了吧，我丈夫的死从未得到证实，所以，我可能还不是寡妇呢，”她迷茫地说，“我有一种感觉，他还活着。所以我还没有考虑嫁给任何人。”

“你知道，芭丝谢芭，依据法律，假定你的丈夫已死，那么七年之后你便可以再婚，也就是说从现在起六年以后。能不能——答应到时候嫁给我？”

“我不知道，六年的时间太长了。我十分后悔那样愚蠢地对待你，可是——我可以保证只要你还想让我做你的妻子，我就决不嫁给他人，可是——”

“你可以用保证六年以后做我的妻子来改正你所犯的错误！”他的双眼里显现出急切的希望。

“唉，我怎么办呢？我又不爱你，不过如果我保证一下就能让你幸福，那我愿意——考虑——尽快对你作出保证。到圣诞节前，怎样？”

“你要在圣诞节作出保证，好吧，那我就不再说什么了。”

随着圣诞节临近，芭丝谢芭更加忧虑起来，于是有一天，她向盖伯瑞尔坦露了她的难处。

“我接受他的求婚，最让我伤心的原因就是，”她说，“如果我不接受，那他就有可能发疯。他的感情太过狂热。我这样说并不是因为我自负，而是因为，这个人的未来掌握在我的手中。盖伯瑞尔，这事可真让人揪心哪！”

“那你为什么不答应他呢，太太？我想人们不会觉得这有什么错的。我觉得这件事情唯一不合适的一点就是你并不爱他。”

“这是对我的惩罚，盖伯瑞尔，因为我在情人节跟他开了那种愚蠢的玩笑。”盖伯瑞尔给了她一个合情合理的回答，她知道也会如此。但是，他这种冷静的忠告令她感到恼火。他不只一次地对她谈及他的爱，还说过他也可以等她。当然她也会拒绝他的，不过，至少那样会表明他仍然爱慕她。
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Mr Boldwood's Christmas party

For months Weatherbury people had been discussing the party that Mr Boldwood was going to give just before Christmas, and now the day had finally arrived. Bathsheba was getting ready for it.

'I'm upset, Liddy, it's foolish of me, I know,' she said. 'I wish I didn't have to go to the party. I haven't spoken to Mr Boldwood since the autumn, when I promised to see him at Christmas, so I'll have to go. My black silk dress, please.'

'Surely you don't need to wear black tonight, ma'am? You've been a widow for fourteen months now. That's a long time.'

'No, if I wear a bright dress, people will say I'm encouraging Mr Boldwood. How do I look, Liddy?'

'I've hardly ever seen you look so lovely, ma'am.'

'I risk offending him if I don't go. Oh, I wish I could have continued as I've been for the last year or so, with no hopes or fears, and no pleasures and no sadness.'

'If Mr Boldwood asked you to run away with him, what would you say, ma'am?' said Liddy with a smile.

'Now, Liddy, no joking. This is far too serious. I won't marry anyone
 for a long time. Get my cloak. It's time to go.'

At the same time, in his farmhouse, Boldwood was also dressing. He was trying on a new coat which had just been delivered. Tonight he wanted to look his best.

Just then Gabriel entered, to report on farm business.

'Oh, Oak,' said Boldwood. 'You're invited to the party tonight, of course.'

'I'll try to come, if I'm not too busy,' said Gabriel quietly. 'I'm glad to see you looking happier, sir.'

'Yes, I confess I'm cheerful tonight. But my happiness depends on a hope. Oak, my hands are shaking. Could you help me with the buttons on this coat?' And as Gabriel came forward to help, he went on feverishly, 'Oak, does a woman keep her promise to become engaged? You know women better than I do—tell me.'

'I don't think I understand women well at all. But if she wants to put right a mistake, she may keep a promise like that.'

'I think she will,' whispered Boldwood. 'She says she can think of me as a husband seven years after Troy's disappearance.'

'Seven years,' said Gabriel, shaking his head. 'A long time.'

'But it isn't seven years!' answered Boldwood impatiently. 'It's only five years, nine months and a few days now!'

'Don't build your hopes on her promise, sir. Remember, she disappointed you once. And she's young.'

'She never promised me that first time, so she's never broken her promise to me yet. I trust her to keep her word. But let's talk business for a moment, Oak. You work so hard as my farm manager that I want you to have a larger share of the profits. I know a little about your secret. You have warm feelings for her too, but you've let me succeed in courting her! I want to show you how grateful I am for that.'

'Oh, that's not necessary, thank you,' said Gabriel hurriedly. 'I must get used to my disappointment as other men have.' He left, rather worried by Boldwood's strange manner.

Outside the front door of Boldwood's house a group of men were talking quietly.

'Sergeant Troy was seen in Casterbridge this afternoon,' said Billy Smallbury. 'His body was never found, you know, neighbours.'

'Should we tell the mistress?' asked Laban Tall. 'Poor woman! What a mistake she made in marrying him!'

Just then Boldwood came out and walked to the gate. He did not notice the men, who were standing in the darkness.

'I hope to God she'll come!' he whispered. 'Oh, my darling, my darling, why do you make me wait like this!'

They all heard his words clearly. The sound of wheels came from the road, and Bathsheba arrived. Boldwood took her into the house, and the door closed behind them.

'I didn't realize he was still in love with her!' said Billy.

'Poor Mr Boldwood, the news will be hard for him,' said Jan Coggan. 'We'll have to tell the mistress her husband's still alive. We'll go in and find the right moment to speak to her.'

But the right moment never came. Bathsheba had planned to stay at the party for only an hour, and she was in fact preparing to leave when Boldwood found her alone in an upstairs room.

'Mrs Troy, you can't go!' he said wildly. 'We've only just begun!'

'I'd like to go now. I think I'll walk home.'

'You know what I want to say to you?' Bathsheba looked silently at the floor. 'You do give it?' he said eagerly.

'Give what?' she asked, although she knew well what he meant.

'Your promise! Just a business arrangement between two sensible people who no longer think of love. To marry me in five to six years! You owe it to me!'

'I have no feeling in that matter at all,' she replied, hesitating. 'But if I must, I promise—if I'm really a widow.'

'You'll marry me in five and three-quarter years' time?'

'Let me think! I'll marry nobody else. Oh, I don't know! Is Frank really dead? Perhaps I should ask a lawyer!'

'Say the words, my dear one, and I won't speak about it anymore. A long engagement, then marriage—Oh Bathsheba! Promise yourself to me!' he begged wildly, forgetting his cool, businesslike manner. 'I've loved you so much and for so long!'

'Very well,' she said after a pause, 'I'll marry you six years from now if we're both alive and if my husband doesn't return.'

'Then wear this ring for me.' Boldwood took from his pocket a diamond engagement ring, and held it out to her.

'No, no, I can't, I don't want anyone to know!'

'Just wear it tonight, to please me!' Bathsheba could say no more, and weakly let him put it on her finger. He left her.

In a few minutes she was calmer. She put on her cloak and went downstairs. She paused at the foot of the stairs. Boldwood was standing near the fire, and he had just noticed that a group of villagers were whispering among themselves.

'What's the matter, men?' he asked cheerfully. 'Is anybody engaged or married, born or dead? Tell us the news, Tall.'

'I wish somebody was
 dead,' replied Laban Tall in a whisper.

'What was that, Tall?' asked Boldwood. 'Speak out, if you have anything to say.'

At that moment there was a knock on the front door. One of the men opened it. 'A stranger wants to see Mrs Troy,' he said.

'Ask him to come in,' said Boldwood.

The message was given, and Troy, wrapped up to his eyes in the cloak, stood in the doorway. Those who knew he was in the area recognized him immediately. Boldwood did not. He said, 'Come in, stranger, and have a Christmas drink with us!'

Troy entered, threw off his cloak and looked Boldwood in the face. But it was only when he laughed that Boldwood recognized the man who had destroyed his hope and happiness once and was about to do it again.

Troy turned to Bathsheba. She had dropped miserably on to the lowest stair. Her mouth was blue and dry, her eyes empty and staring. He said, 'Bathsheba, I've come here for you!' She did not reply. 'Come home with me, do you hear!' He went towards her.

A strange, thin voice, full of despair, came from the fireplace. 'Bathsheba, go with your husband!' said Boldwood.

She did not move, and when Troy stretched out his hand to pull her towards him, she fell back with a quick, low scream.

A second later there was a loud bang, and the hall was filled with smoke. At Bathsheba's cry, Boldwood's despair had turned to anger. From the wall above the fireplace he had taken a gun and shot Troy, who now lay very still. Boldwood turned the gun on himself, but was stopped by one of his men.

'It doesn't matter!' Boldwood gasped. 'There's another way to die!'

He crossed the room to Bathsheba, and kissed her hand. Then he went out into the darkness before anyone could prevent him.




invite
 v. ask sb in a friendly way to go somewhere.
 邀请；约请。


depend
 v.
 1 ～ on/upon sb/sth
 be sure, or confidently expect, that sth will happen.
 坚信；信赖。2
 be decided by sth.
 取决于……


share
 n. part of a large amount which is divided among several or many people.
 一份；份额。


profit
 n. financial gain.
 利润；收益。


lawyer
 n. a person who is trained and qualified in legal matters, esp. a solicitor.
 律师。


ring
 n. a small circular band of precious metal, often set with a gem or gems, worn esp. on the finger.
 戒指。


fireplace
 n. an open space for a fire in a room, usu. made of a brick or stone and set into a wall.
 壁炉。


scream
 n. a loud shrill piercing cry or noise.
 大而尖的声音。
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 　伯德伍德先生举办圣诞宴会

[image: alt]


几个月来，威瑟伯里的人们一直在谈论伯德伍德先生将在圣诞节之前举行的宴会，现在这一天终于来到了。芭丝谢芭正为赴宴作准备。

“我挺心烦的，利蒂。我真蠢，我知道，”她说，“真希望我能不去。去年秋天我答应圣诞节去见他，从那以后我就没和他说过什么话，所以，我是得去。请帮我穿上黑绸裙子。”

“你今晚用不着穿黑色吧，太太？你守寡已经14个月了，时间够长的了。”

“不行，我要是穿上鲜亮衣裙，人们会说我在鼓励伯德伍德先生。我看起来怎么样？”

“我还没见过你这么漂亮呢，太太。”

“如果我不去，就会得罪他。唉，真想继续过这种日子，这一年多来，既没有希望，也没有恐惧，既没有欢乐，也没有哀愁。”

“如果伯德伍德先生要你和他远走高飞，你会说什么，太太？”利蒂微笑着说。

“利蒂，别开玩笑了。这可是严肃的事。我嫁给谁都长不了。给我拿斗篷，该走了。”

这时，伯德伍德也在房里穿衣打扮。他正在试穿刚刚送到的一件新上衣。今晚，他想以最佳状态出场。

就在这时，盖伯瑞尔进来了，汇报农事进展情况。

“来，奥克，”伯德伍德说，“你今晚是一定要参加宴会的。”

“如果我不太忙，就尽量来，”盖伯瑞尔平静地说，“看到你快活起来我真高兴，先生。”

“你说得对，今晚我是快活。不过，我的快活取决于一个希望。奥克，我的手在抖。你能帮我系一下扣子吗？”盖伯瑞尔走上前来，伯德伍德接着热情地说：“奥克，女人答应订婚以后还会守约吗？你比我更了解女人——给我说说。”

“我觉得我并不十分了解女人，不过，如果她想纠正错事，可能会遵守那诺言的。”

“我想她会的，”伯德伍德轻声说道，“她说在她的丈夫消失七年以后，她可以考虑我成为她的丈夫的。”

“七年哪，”盖伯瑞尔说着摇了摇头，“时间太长了。”

“可现在不是七年了！”伯德伍德急切地说，“现在只剩五年九个月零几天了！”

“别把你的希望建立在她的许诺上面，先生。记住，她曾使你失望过一次，而且她还年轻。”

“那一次她本来就没答应过我什么，所以她也说不上违背诺言。我相信她会说话算话的。咱们还是来说说正事吧，奥克。你为我经营农场，干得这么卖力，我想让你多拿一点儿利润分成。你的秘密我也知道一点儿，你对她也怀有热情，可你却让我去追求她！我想对你表示我由衷的感激！”

“嗨，那没必要，谢谢你了。”盖伯瑞尔匆忙说道，“我也必须像其他男人一样，学着习惯这种失意。”他离开了，伯德伍德奇怪的表现令他十分担心。

伯德伍德房子的前门外，一群男人正在悄声议论。

“今天下午有人在卡斯特桥看到托伊中士了，”比利·斯莫伯里说，“没有人见过他的尸体，乡亲们。”

“咱们应不应当告诉女主人呢？”拉班·托尔问道，“可怜的女人！她嫁给他就是个大错误！”

这时，伯德伍德出来向大门走去。他并没有注意到那些人，因为他们站在暗处。

“上帝保佑，让她来吧！”他悄声自语，“哦，亲爱的，我亲爱的人，你干吗让我这样等待呢？”

他的话他们听得清清楚楚。路上传来车轮声，芭丝谢芭到了。伯德伍德将她领进房内，并关上了门。

“真没想到他还爱着她。”比利说。

“可怜的伯德伍德先生，那消息可够他受的，”简·考根说，“我们总得告诉女主人他的丈夫还活着。咱们进去，找个合适的时机告诉她吧。”

可是这合适的时机却没有出现。芭丝谢芭本来打算只待一个小时，伯德伍德在楼上房间发现芭丝谢芭一人独处时，她正准备离开。

“托伊太太，你不能走！”他狂热地说，“我们才刚刚开始啊！”

“我想现在就走，我准备走着回去。”

“你知道我想对你说什么吗？”芭丝谢芭默默地看着地面。“你真的给我吗？”他很急切地说。

“给什么？”她问道。其实她知道他所指的是什么。

“你的诺言呀！就当两个不再思想爱情的理智的人对一件事情进行安排吧。五、六年以后嫁给我！你理应这样的！”

“这件事我完全没有感觉，”她犹豫着回答，“但如果我必须保证，那我就保证——如果我真正成了寡妇的话。”

“你将在五年又九个月后嫁给我吗？”

“让我想一下！我不会嫁给别的人。唉，我也不知道！弗兰克真的死了吗？我也许应该找个律师问一问！”

“把那句话说一遍，我亲爱的人，以后我就不会再提这事了。长长的订婚期，然后再结婚——芭丝谢芭啊！答应把你给我吧！”他狂热地恳求道，忘却了他那冷静而公事公办的作派，“我真爱你，爱了这么久！”

“那好吧，”她停了一会儿后说道，“如果咱们两人六年以后都还活着，如果我丈夫到时没有回来，我就嫁给你。”

“那你就把这个戒指戴上。”伯德伍德从衣兜里摸出一个订婚钻戒，举在她的面前。

“不行，不行，我不能戴，不能让任何人知道这事！”

“就今天晚上戴一戴，只让我高兴一下！”芭丝谢芭不能再说什么，无力地让他给自己戴上了戒指。然后他便走开了。

过了一会儿，她镇静一点儿了。她披上斗篷下了楼，先是在楼梯下停了停。伯德伍德站在炉边，刚刚注意到一群村民在一旁窃窃私语。

“什么事啊，伙计们？”他兴高采烈地问道，“是不是有人订婚了，要么是结婚了？生孩子了还是有人去世了？给我们讲讲新鲜事吧，托尔。”

“我倒希望有人真的死了。”拉班·托尔低声答道。

“你说什么，托尔？”伯德伍德问道，“大点声说出来。”

正在此时，前门传来敲门声。一个人去开了门。“有个陌生人要见托伊太太。”他说。

“请他进来。”伯德伍德说。

话传了出去，托伊用斗篷齐眼遮挡着脸站在门口。知道他在这一片活动的那几个人马上便认出了他，但是，伯德伍德没有认出他来。他说：“请进来，这位陌生的人，跟我们喝一杯圣诞喜酒吧。”

托伊进了门，脱掉斗篷，盯着伯德伍德的脸。但是，直到他哈哈大笑起来伯德伍德才认出了这个人，这个毁了他的希望和幸福，现在又要来毁他的人。

托伊转向芭丝谢芭，她早已痛苦地跌倒在最后一级楼梯上。她的嘴又青又干，眼睛茫然地瞪着。他说：“芭丝谢芭，我回来找你了！”她没有回答。“跟我回家吧，听见我的话了吗！”他向她走了过去。

壁炉边传来一个奇怪的细细的声音，充满了绝望：“芭丝谢芭，跟你丈夫走！”是伯德伍德在说话。

她一动不动，托伊伸手去拉她时，她迅速发出一声低沉的叫声，向后倒去。

刹那间，只听得“砰”的一声，大厅里顿时充满烟味。原来，伯德伍德听到芭丝谢芭的叫声，心中的绝望变成了愤怒。他从壁炉上方的墙上摘下一支枪来，向托伊开了一枪。此时，托伊一动不动地躺在地上。伯德伍德又把枪对准自己，但是被一个人拦下了。

“没关系的！”伯德伍德气喘吁吁地说，“别的死法也行！”

他走到房间另一边的芭丝谢芭身边，吻了吻她的手。然后，他出门走进黑暗之中，没有人能拦得住他。
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Bathsheba and Gabriel

Gabriel arrived at Boldwood's house about five minutes after the shooting. The villagers were all shocked and silent, but Bathsheba was sitting on the floor, calmly holding Troy's head.

'Gabriel,' she said simply, 'I'm afraid it's too late, but ride to Casterbridge for a doctor. Mr Boldwood has shot my husband.' Gabriel obeyed at once, and while riding along was thinking so hard about the shooting that in the darkness he failed to notice a man walking along the road to Casterbridge. That man was Boldwood, on his way to Casterbridge to confess to his crime.

Bathsheba ordered the body to be removed to her house, and by herself she washed and dressed her dead husband for burial. But when the doctor, the vicar and Gabriel arrived, and she no longer needed to be strong, her self-control finally broke, and she became very ill. On the doctor's advice she was put to bed, and her illness continued for several months.

At his trial the following March Boldwood was found guilty of murder, for which the usual punishment was death. However, Weatherbury people began to protest publicly that he should not be held responsible for the crime. Over the last few weeks the villagers had noticed how his moods changed from wild despair to feverish excitement. He had forgotten his farm and even lost the previous year's harvest. And a pile of carefully wrapped parcels of dresses and jewels was found at his house, addressed to 'Bathsheba Boldwood' and dated six years ahead. These were accepted by the judges as signs of his madness, and in the end Boldwood was sent to prison for life. Gabriel knew that Bathsheba blamed herself for Troy's death, and would have blamed herself even more for Boldwood's.

Her health improved only very slowly. She hardly ever went out of the house or garden, and did not discuss her feelings with anyone, even Liddy. But by the summer she was beginning to spend more time in the open air, and one August evening she walked to the churchyard. She could hear the village children inside the church practising their singing for Sunday. She went straight to Fanny's grave, and read Troy's words on the large gravestone:


This stone was put up by Francis Troy in loving memory of Fanny Robin, who died on October 9, 1866, aged 20


Underneath, on the same stone, were the words she had added:


In the same grave lies Francis Troy who died on December 24, 1867, aged 26


As she listened to the sweet voices of the children coming from the church, and thought of the pain she had experienced in her short life, tears came to her eyes. She wished she were as innocent as those children again. She was still crying when she suddenly noticed Gabriel Oak, who had come up the path on his way to the church, and was watching her sympathetically.

'Are you going in?' she asked, trying to dry her tears.

'I was
 ,' he replied. 'I'm one of the church singers, you know, and tonight's my practice evening. But I don't think I'll go in now.' There was a pause, while they both tried to think of something to say. At last Gabriel said slowly, 'I haven't seen you, to speak to, for a long time. Are you better now?'

'Yes, I am,' she replied. 'I came to look at the gravestone.'

'Eight months ago it happened!' said Gabriel. 'It seems like yesterday to me.'

'And to me it seems like years, long years ago.'

'There's something I must tell you,' said Gabriel, hesitating. 'The fact is, I won't be your farm manager much longer. I'm thinking of leaving England, and farming in America.'

'Leaving England!' she cried in surprise and disappointment. 'But everyone thought you would rent poor Mr Boldwood's farm and manage it yourself!'

'The lawyers have offered it to me, it's true. But I'll be leaving Weatherbury next spring. I have my reasons.'

'And what shall I do without you? Oh Gabriel, we're such old friends! You've helped me so much in the past, and now that I'm more helpless than ever, you're going away!'

'It's unfortunate,' said Gabriel unhappily. 'It's because
 of that helplessness that I have to go,' and he walked so quickly out of the churchyard that she could not follow him.

In the next few months Bathsheba noticed miserably that Gabriel communicated with her as little as possible, and then only by messenger. She could not avoid thinking that he, the last friend she had, had lost interest in supporting her, and was about to desert her. On the day after Christmas she received the letter from him which she had been expecting. In it he explained that he would leave the farm in three months' time.

Bathsheba sat and cried bitterly over this letter. She was deeply hurt that Gabriel no longer loved her. She was also worried about having to manage the farm by herself again. She thought about it all morning, and was so depressed by the afternoon that she put on her cloak and found her way to where Gabriel lived. She knocked at the door.

'Who is it?' said Gabriel, opening the door. 'Oh, it's you, mistress!'

'I won't be your mistress much longer, will I, Gabriel?' she said sadly.

'Well, no, I suppose not.'

Because these two people, who knew each other well, were meeting in a strange place, they felt like the strangers they were when they first met, and neither spoke for a moment.

'Gabriel, perhaps I shouldn't have come, but I—I thought I must have offended you, and that's why you're going away.'

'Offended me! You couldn't do that, Bathsheba!'

'Couldn't I?' she said gladly. 'But then why are you going?'

'I'm not going to America, you know. I decided not to, when you seemed against the idea. No, I've arranged to rent Mr Boldwood's farm, and I could have been your farm manager as well, if—well—if people hadn't said things about us.'

'What?' said Bathsheba, surprised. 'What things?'

'Well, if you must know, that I'm just waiting and hoping for the chance to marry you some day.'

'Marry me! That's too foolish—too soon—to think of!'

'Yes, of course, it's foolish. I certainly agree.'

'"Too soon" were the words I used.'

'I'm sorry, but I think you said "too foolish".'

'I'm sorry too,' she replied with tears in her eyes. '"Too soon" was what I said. But it doesn't matter a bit, not at all—but I only meant "too soon". Indeed, you must believe me!'

Gabriel looked into her face for a long time. 'Bathsheba,' he said, coming closer, 'If I only knew one thing—whether you'd allow me to love you, and marry you after all—if I only knew!'

'But you never will know,' she whispered.

'Why not?'

'Because you never ask.'

'Oh!' said Gabriel delightedly. 'My darling—'

'You should never have sent me that cruel letter this morning. It shows you don't care a bit about me!'

'Now Bathsheba,' he said, laughing, 'you know very well that I had to be very careful, as a single man working for you, a good-looking young woman. I've been so worried about your good name. That's why I was going to leave.'

'And that's the only reason? Oh, I'm so glad I came!' she cried thankfully, as she got up to leave. 'I've thought so much more about you since I imagined you didn't even want to see me again. But Gabriel, I shouldn't have come to visit you! I
 seem to be courting you
 ! How awful!'

'Well, I've courted you, my beautiful Bathsheba, for a very long time, so one visit from you isn't much to ask.'

As he walked back to the farmhouse with her, they talked of his plans for Boldwood's farm. They spoke very little of their feelings for each other. They were such old friends that expressions of love were probably unnecessary. Their shared interests and their long, friendly relationship had given them a complete understanding of each other's character, and this finally developed, after their wedding, into a love that nothing could destroy.




body
 n. dead body; corpse.
 尸体。


trial
 n. examination of evidence in a lawcourt, by a judge and often a jury, to decide if sb is guilty.
 审讯；审判。


judge
 n. a public officer with authority to decide cases in a lawcourt.
 审判官；法官。


in the open air
 not inside a house.
 在户外。


innocent
 adj.
 1
 knowing nothing of evil or wrong.
 单纯的。2
 not guilty.
 无辜的；清白的。


dry
 v. (cause sb/sth) become dry.
 （使某物）变干。dry (sth) out,
 完全变干；干透。


communicate
 v.
 ～ (with sb)
 exchange information, news, ideas, etc.
 交流情况；交换消息。


messenger
 n. a person carrying a message.
 送信者；报信者。


mean
 v.
 1 ～ sth (to sb)
 (intend to) convey sth; signify sth.
 意指某事。2
 be a sign (that).
 意味；包含。


awful
 adj. extremely bad or unpleasant.
 可怕的；糟糕的。


develop
 v.
 ～ (sb/sth) (into sth)
 (cause sb／sth to) grow gradually.
 发展；发育。development
 n.




19
 　芭丝谢芭与盖伯瑞尔
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枪击事件过去约五分钟后，盖伯瑞尔赶到了伯德伍德的家。村民们都被吓住了，一言不发。芭丝谢芭坐在地上，平静地捧着托伊的头。

“盖伯瑞尔，”她淡淡地说，“恐怕太晚了，请你骑马到卡斯特桥给请个医生来。伯德伍德先生向我丈夫开枪了。”盖伯瑞尔立即遵命行事，他一边骑马前行，一边满脑子考虑枪击托伊的事，所以没有注意到黑暗中有个人也在沿着大路走向卡斯特桥。那个人便是伯德伍德，准备去卡斯特桥坦白自己的罪行。

芭丝谢芭吩咐人们把尸体抬到她家，然后独自给死去的丈夫洗净、穿衣，准备埋葬。然而，等医生、牧师和盖伯瑞尔来到时，她已用不着再硬撑了，她再也无法克制自己，一病不起。遵照医生吩咐，人们把她抬到床上。她连续病了几个月。

三月份，经过审判，伯德伍德被判犯有杀人罪。这种罪通常是要处以死刑的。然而，威瑟伯里的人们公开抗议，认为他并不应对此罪行负责。在事发前几星期，人们便已经注意到他情绪的变化，原先是绝望之极，后来又激动不安。他完全置农场于不顾，甚至连头一年的收成也损失掉了。在他家，人们找到几个精心包好的包裹，装着衣服和首饰，上面写着“给芭丝谢芭·伯德伍德”，日期则是六年以后。法官们认为，这表明他已精神失常，因而伯德伍德最终被判终生监禁。盖伯瑞尔明白，芭丝谢芭在为托伊的死而自责，如果伯德伍德死了，她甚至会更加自责的。

她康复得非常之慢，几乎从未出门，也从未同任何人谈起过她自己的感情问题，包括利蒂。不过，夏天到来时，她在户外的时间多起来了。八月的一个傍晚，她走到了教堂墓地。她听见村里的孩子们正在教堂里练习星期天的祷歌。她径直走向范妮墓边，念着大大的墓碑上托伊的话：


谨立此碑怀念可爱的范妮·罗宾。



她于1866年10月9日逝世，年20岁。



立碑人弗兰西斯·托伊


在同一墓碑的下方，刻着她加上的字：


同一墓穴中安息着弗兰西斯·托伊，他于1867年12月24日逝世，年26岁。






她听着教堂里传来的孩子们甜美的歌声，想着自己这短短的生命中所经历的痛苦，不禁热泪盈眶。她真希望自己也能像那些孩子一般天真无邪。她正哭着，突然注意到盖伯瑞尔·奥克已在向教堂走来，正同情地注视着她。

“你要去教堂吗？”她边问，边把泪水擦干。

“我本来要去的，”他答道，“我是教堂唱诗班的，今晚轮到我排练。不过，我现在不想进去了。”两人都顿住了，都在尽力找话说。最后，盖伯瑞尔缓缓地说：“我好长时间没有见你，也没有和你说话了。你现在好些了吗？”

“好些了，”她回答，“我来看看这墓碑。”

“八个月以前的事了！”盖伯瑞尔说，“可我觉得好像是昨天一样。”

“我可觉得像好多好多年以前似的。”

“我有话得告诉你，”盖伯瑞尔犹豫地说，“我不能再为你经营农场了，我在考虑离开英国，去美国种地。”

“离开英国！”她喊道，既感到意外，又觉得失望，“可人们都以为你会租下伯德伍德的农场自己经营呀！”

“没错，律师们向我提过，可我到春天就要离开威瑟伯里。我有我的理由。”

“没有你我怎么办呢？盖伯瑞尔啊，咱们做了这么长时间朋友了。过去你给了我那么多帮助，现在我比任何时候都需要帮助，可你却要走了！”

“真是不幸，”盖伯瑞尔不快地说，“就是因为这种无援无助我才不得不走的。”说着，他快步走出墓地，她想跟却没能跟得上他。

接下来的几个月，芭丝谢芭痛苦地注意到，盖伯瑞尔一直尽量减少与她直接交往，最后只与她保持书信往来了。她不由得认为这个最后的朋友已不想再帮助她，并准备遗弃她。圣诞节后的一天，她收到了他的信。与她的预料一样，信中，他解释说，他将于三个月后离开农场。

芭丝谢芭拿着信坐在那里，伤心地哭了起来。盖伯瑞尔不再爱她，使她深受伤害。同时她也因自己又要管理农场而感到担忧。整个上午她都在考虑这件事情，直到下午，她深感沮丧，于是披上斗篷向盖伯瑞尔的住处走去。她敲了敲门。

“谁呀？”盖伯瑞尔一边开门，一边问道，“啊，是你呀，主人。”

“我当不了几天主人了，是不是，盖伯瑞尔？”她悲伤地说。

“嗯，是的，我想是吧。”

此时，这两个彼此相熟的人在新的地方相会，因此，他们都觉得像彼此初次见面时那样陌生，两人都一时无话。

“盖伯瑞尔，也许我本不该来，可我——我想肯定是我得罪你了，所以你才想要离开。”

“得罪我！你不会得罪我的，芭丝谢芭！”

“我不会吗？”她高兴地说，“那你为什么要走呢？”

“我不去美国了。我看你似乎不赞成我去，我就决定不去了。我已经打算租下伯德伍德先生的农场，而且，要不是人们说咱俩的那些话，我还可以给你经营农场。”

“什么？”芭丝谢芭诧异地问道，“说咱俩什么？”

“呃，如果你真要知道，我告诉你。他们说我在等待并盼望有一天找机会娶你。”

“娶我！这太愚蠢——太快了——简直无法想像！”

“当然了，是太愚蠢，我同意。”

“我是说‘太快了’。”

“对不起，我还以为你说的是‘太愚蠢’呢。”

“我也对不起你，”她两眼含着泪回答道，“我说的是‘太快了’，不过这没关系，一点儿关系都没有——我的意思只是说‘太快了’。真的，你得相信我！”

盖伯瑞尔长时间地望着她的脸。“芭丝谢芭，”他说着走近了她，“我真想知道一件事——你让不让我爱你，让不让我娶你——我真想知道！”

“可你绝不会知道的。”她悄声说。

“为什么不会？”

“因为你从来不问。”

“啊！”盖伯瑞尔喜悦地说道，“亲爱的——”

“你今天早上怎么能把那封残酷的信送给我！那说明你一点儿也不把我当回事！”

“芭丝谢芭，”他笑着说，“你非常清楚，我必须十分小心行事才行，我是个给你干活儿的单身男人，你却是个漂亮的年轻女人。我一直为你的好名声而担忧，所以我才准备走的。”

“就为这个原因？啊，我真庆幸我来了这儿，”她欣慰地喊道，说着起身准备离去，“自从我以为你不想再见到我以来，我一直在想你呀！可是，盖伯瑞尔，不应该是我来看你！倒像是我在追你！这太可怕了！”

“不对，是我在追你，漂亮的芭丝谢芭，追了你好久，所以请你来看我一次也不算多。”

他陪她走回屋去。一路上，他们谈论着他经营伯德伍德农场的打算，而关于彼此之间的感情却谈得很少。他们二人已相知很深，互相表述爱情或许已无必要。他们二人的共同利益、相互之间的长久友谊已经使他们对彼此的性格十分了解，而这种了解在他们结婚之后，又发展成了一种无坚不摧的爱情。


Exercises

A Checking your understanding


Chapter 1–5
 How much can you remember? Check your answers.


1 Where was the sheep farm that Gabriel rented?

2 How much was the toll that Bathsheba refused to pay?

3 What was the name of Bathsheba's aunt?

4 How many of Gabriel's sheep died in the chalk-pit?

5 Name two of Bathsheba's farm workers at Weatherbury.

6 What was the name of the missing maid?

7 What were the words on the seal Bathsheba used for the valentine?






Chapter 6–9
 Are these sentences true (T) or false (F)?


1 Gabriel had a shepherd's hut at Weatherbury.

2 Boldwood believed that Troy would marry Fanny.

3 Fanny could have married Troy if she had arrived at the church on time.

4 Boldwood declared his love to Bathsheba as soon as he received the valentine.

5 Gabriel always gave honest advice.

6 Seventy of Bathsheba's sheep died from eating clover.

7 Bathsheba first met Sergeant Troy in her garden.

8 Troy had sometimes helped Bathsheba's uncle on the farm.






Chapter 10–19
 Write answers to these questions.


1 How did Gabriel know that Troy never went to church?

2 Why did Bathsheba go to Bath?

3 Why did Boldwood offer Troy money?

4 Why did none of the farm workers help Gabriel save the wheat during the storm?

5 Why did Fanny die?

B Working with language

1 Complete these sentences with information from the story.


1 The peaceful routine of Boldwood's life was destroyed when...

2 Gabriel showed Fanny's letter to Boldwood although...

3 Gabriel warned Bathsheba not to...

4 Troy often asked his wife for money to...

5 Fanny took all night to walk to Casterbridge because...





2 Put together these beginnings and endings of sentences. Check your answers in Chapter 8.


1 So the next day she decided

2 They say you'll marry him

3 I cannot allow any man

4 They went on

5 You should never have

6 At last a rider could be





a sharpening their shears

b to accuse me of bad behaviour

c sent him that valentine

d before the end of the year, miss

e seen across the fields

f to ask his advice

C Activities

1 You are a newspaper reporter. Write a report either of the shooting at Boldwood's farmhouse, or of Boldwood's murder trial.

2 Write Bathsheba's diary either for the day she watched Troy's sword practice (Chapter 10) or for the day she discovered the truth about her husband and Fanny (Chapter 14).

3 What does this story tell you about farming life in England in the last century? Prepare a talk on this, with as many details as possible.

4 Compare the characters of the three men in Bathsheba's life, Boldwood, Troy and Gabriel.
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