
m,

THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE

back
;
and I took down the boards from the \^indows.

and helped him inside. " AVhat, Whittle," he said, " and
can ye really be such a poor fond fool as to care for such
a wretch as I

!
" Then I went on further, and some neigh-

bourly woodmen lent me a bed, and a chair, and a few
other traps, and we brought 'em here, and made him as
comfortable as we could. But he didn't gain strength,
for you see, ma'am, he couldn't eat—no, no appetite at
all—and he got weaker; and to-day he died. One of
the neighbours have gone to get a man to measure
him.'

' Dear me—is that so !
' said Farfrae.

As for Elizabeth, she said nothing.
' Upon the head of his bed he pinned a piece of paper

with some writing upon it,' continued Abel Whittle. ' But
not being a man o' letters, I can't read writing: so I
don t know what it is. I can get it and show ye.'

They stood in silence while he ran into the cottage •

returning in a moment with a crumpled scrap of paper'On It there was pencilled as follows :

'Michael Henchard's Will.

'That Flizabeth-J .ne Farfrae be not told of my death, or
made to gri-ve on account of me.

•& that I be not bury'd in consecrated ground.
' & that no sexton be asked to toll the bell.
'& that nobody is wished to see my dead body.
' & that no murners walk behind me at my funeral.
* & that no flours be planted on my grave.
' & that no man remember me.
' To this I put my name.

'Michael Henchard.'

'What are we to do?' said Donald, when he liad
handed the paper to her.

She could not answer distinctly.
« O Donald ' ' she

said at last through her tears| « what bitterness lies there .'
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