The Withered Arm

Awoman and a man . . wards al love
whispered.on a summar nighl, Later, there
5 & child, but no wadding=ring. And than the
man leaves the lirst woman, linds g yournger
woman, marries her . ., [V's an ald stary,

Yes,it'san old, old story, It happans all the time - today,
tomorrow, 3 hundred years ago, People don't ehange, Bul
this.story, set among the grean hills of southeri England,
has samething differant about It, Perhaps it is anly a dream,
orperhaps it ls magie - a kind of stegnge datk magle thal
begins in the warld of draams and phanlams
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THE WITHERED ARM

Sometimes strange things happen, and dobody can
axplain why, & door upens in the night, bur there iy
nvhody there, A cold hand takes vouby the neck, bur you
are dlone, and ieis w warm day. You goinra homise, and
it is full of people. Y ou cannot see them, but vou can feel
them there, waiting in the dark,

Rhoda is a farm warker. She is tall, with beaniful dark
evis, aud works long houes for nay much money, Cerirude
does nor work. She is pretty, has swall whire hands, a
sweer stile, and beautiful dresses, Mr Lodge is a farmer,
with a big farmhouse, and many fine cows on his fch
Farm. Which of the two women is the wife ol Farmer
Lodge? Which woman did he love, which woman does he
levve, which woman is the mother of his ot ?

And which of these people has a withered apm? A poor,
thin, withered arm, an arm wich the marks of frgers on
i, an arto thal grows thinner and maore withered, weel
by week. How did those marks got there? Nobody knows,
nobody cun explain them, But reople say they are g
witch’s marles |
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The milkmaid and the wife

t was six o’clock on a warm April evening, milking
time for Farmer Lodee’s cighty cows. They stood
guietly in the dairy, and the milkmaids were all ar work.

‘They say Farmer Lodge is coming home with his new
wife tomorrow,” said one millkkmaid.

“Yes, And she’s young and prerey, [ hear,” a second girl
said.

She looked past her cow to the other end of the dairy.
There was another milkmaid there, a thin, elder woman,
about thirey vears old.

The first girl looked at the older woman too. ‘'m sorry
for ber,” she said quiecly ro her friend.

‘Ch ne,’ said the second girl. ‘That was years and
vears ago. Farmer Lodge never speaks to Rhoda Brook
these days.”

When the milking was finished, the milkmaids lefr che
dairy and went home. The thin woman, Rhoda Brook,
did not walk to the village wich che ocher girls, She went
up the hill behind the farm to a lictle house near the trees,
It was a poor house, of only twe rooms, and the roof did

not keep the rain out.




The Withered Ay

P'rz sorey for her,' the milkimad said to Fer friend.

At the door of the house the woman met her son, a boy
of about twelve, and they wenr inside.

‘1 heard something at the dairy today,” the woman
said. *Your father is bringing his voung wife home
tomorrow, [ want vou to go and look at her.’

Yes, mother,” said the bov, *Ts father married then®

4

The rilkmaid and the wife

“Yes ... You can go into town and do my shopping for
me. And when you sce her, there or an the road, look ar
her carefully.

Yos, mother.”

‘“What 1s she like? | want to know, [s she tall, is she
short? Are her eves blue or brown or green? Look ar the
colour of her hair, the colour of her dress. And look at
her hands. Does she have small whice hands, or che hands
of a milkmaid, a worker's hands? You must look at all
these things, and tell me.”

“Yes, mother,” the boy said again. He took a piece of
bread from the table and hegan to cart i,

His mother said nothing more, but turned her thin,
pale face to the open door, Her beautiful dark eyes stared
out at the trees, seeing and not seeing,.

®m R =
The next evening was warm and sunny, The road from
the town to the farm went up and down a number of
hills, and near the top of one big hill the boy saw a
carriage behind him. Tt was Farmer Lodge with his new
wife, She was a preery young thing, much vounger than
her hushand, wich a sweet, innocent face.

The boy carried a heavy bag, and was happy to stop
and stare for a minute. The carriage came slowly up the
hill, and the boy took a good long look at the farmer’s

wife. His eves never lofe her Face.

e
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The Witlrered Arm

The farmer did not look at the boy once, and at the top

of the lll the carriage wunt faster, leaving the boy behind.
Iow that poor boy stared ar me!” said the voung wife.
Yes, my love. | saw thar,” the farmer said.

“Is he a boy from the village?

The boy tonk a good lung look at the furmer’s wife.
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L b milthanaid and the wife

“No. | think he lives with his mother on ane of these
hills.”

“He: knows you, then.”

“Of course, And cvervone is going to stare at you at
first, my precey Gortrade.’

“Yes, [ know. But that poor boy had a very heavy bag.
Perhaps he wanted us to help him wath the bag,’

“‘Oh, these country boys can carry anything,” said her
husband. *They do 1t all the cme.’

The carriage went quickly on. Ateer a time the boy lefl
the road and went up the hill to his mother’s house.

She was home before him. She ook the heavy bag
from him and began to take the things out,

Weell, did vou see her?”

“Yes, | had a good look at her on the road.?

‘And what is she like#

“She’s mice.”

12 she voung?

“well, she's older than me?

‘O course she 1s. But 13 she older than sief’

Mo, she's vounger.

“Ah, What colour is her hair?'

‘It’s a brown colour, and her Face is very pretty,’

‘Are her eyes dark??

‘Mo, thev're blue, and her mouth is very nice and red.

and when she smiles, vou can sce white teeth.”

=y




Thre Withered Avem

"Is she tall?” said the woman, a lietle angrily,

I eouldn'e see. She was in the carriage.’

‘Then tomorrow you must go to church. Go carly,
before she and Mr Lodge arrive, and watch her when she
walks in. Then come home and tell me.?

“Very well, mother. But why don’t ¥o# go and loock at
her#

‘Never! I don'o want to sce her. She was with Mr Lodge,
of course, Did he look at vou or speak to yvou?®

i T

The next day the boy went to church, and waited and
watched, When Mr and Mrs Lodge arrived, cverybody -
not just the boy — scared at the new wife with incerest.

When the boy reached home, his mother said, “Well®

*She’s not tall. She's share,” the boy said,

*AhY said his mother, pleased.

‘But she’s very pretey — very. She had a beautiful white
dress on, and it made a lot of noise when she moved. Mr
Lodge looked very happy with her.*

‘No more now,” said the woman. *You can rell me
maore later.

In the next days, Rhoda Brook heard more and more
from her son about the new wile. The boy often saw Mrs
Lodge around the farmhouse. bur his mother never saw
her, and never went near the farmhiouse.

At the dairy che other milkmaids talked a lot about

Tleer sanillesmeaicl amel the wife
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M Locdpe lookad very bappy with beor the bov said.

the new wite. They usually stopped when Rhoda was near,
hut she heard same of it. She remembered everything, and

[orgot nothing.
And slowly Rhoda Brook made a picture in her head

of the voung Mrs Lodge — a picture as good, as true as a

photograph.

~1



The dream

ne ight, two or three weeks later, whon the bov was

in bud, Rhoda Brook sar by the dyving tire in her

lirtle house. She stared ar the fire for a long time, but she

sy only the picture in her head of the new wife. At last,
tired from her dayv’s work, she wenr oo bed.

But the picture of Gertrude Lodge did not go away.
When Rhada slept, the voung wife was seill chere in
Bhoda's dreams. She sat on Rhoda’s body in the bed,
staring into Rhoda’s Dee. er blue eves were cold, and
with a cruel laugh, she put her left hand in fronr
of Rhoda's eyes. Thore, on the third finger, was her
wedding-ring. And che phantom of Gertrode Lodge
langhed agwin.

Rhoda rorned chis way and that way, but the phantom
was still there, Ie sae, heavier and heavier, on Rhoda’s
hody, and now Rhods could not move. Alwavs in her
cars was that eruel laugh, and alwars in front of her cyes
was that lefr hand with its wedding-ring,

A last, half-dead wich terror, Rhoda suddenly put our
her right hand. took hold of the phantony’s lefe arm, and

pulled 1t hard.

The dream

The phantom fell off the bed oniwn the floor, and
Rhoda sarup.
‘Trcar God! she cried. She felt cold, so cold, “That was

nota dream  she was here??

Aty in ber eaes vas thal ernel lagh, and always
i frout af ber eves weas bt lefl Pasd itk dts wedding-ring,

4



Lhe Withered Arm

She could scill feel the voung woman’s arm under her
hand — a warm, living arm. She looked on the floor for
the woman’s bady, but there was nothing there.

Rhoda Brook slept no more thae night, and at the dairy
carly the next morning, she looked pale and ill. She could
not foreer the feel of that arm under her hand.

When she came home for breakfast, her son asked her,
“What was that noise in your room last night, mother?
Did vou fall off the hed

*Noise? What time did vou hear it

‘whout two oclock. But what was it, mother? Somerhing
tell, T heard 1t Was it vou?’

Rhoda did not answer, and after breaklast she began
to do her waork in the house. At about midday she heard
something, and lnoked out of the window, At the bottom
of the garden stond a woman — the woman from her
deeam. Rhoda stood still, and stared.

The boy came to look our of the window too.

“Oh, there's Mrs Lodge,” he said. *She told me—~

‘Told you? said his mocher. She looked angry. “Why
did you speak to her? 1 told you not 1o’

‘She spoke to me first. T met her in the road .’

When was (this?’

Yesterday.”

“What did vou tell her#

“Nathing, She began to talk to me, and then she saw

10
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I he dream

my old shous, She said, “Do they keep the rain out?” And
I said, “No, they don’t, but mother and [ have no money
for new shoes.” Then she said, *1 can give vou some
better shocs.™ She's bringing: them now, I think, Perhaps
they're in her bag, She's very nice, mother — she gives
things to lots of people.”

By now Mrs Lodge was at the door. Rhoda wanted to
run away, but there was no back door in her lirtle house,

5o she waited, and the boy ran to open the door,

]
L
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The by rane to open the door.
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The Withered Arm Phe drean:

“This is the right house then,” said Mrs Lodge, smuling
arthe boy, *And this is vour mother, is it?

The Face and body woere the same as those af the

phantom in Rhoda’s dream. but there was nothing cruel
in this Tace. The blue eyes were warm. and the smile was
sweet and kind.

The young woman ook the shoes out of hor bag, and
cave them to the boy. She smiled and talked in a warm
and friendly way.

‘How kind she is? thought Rhoda. *lHow young and
sweel and innocent! Why did [ have that bad dream
about her? She's a friend, not an cnemy.’

s 2R
Two days later Mrs Lodge came again, wich a new shirt
for the bov, and twelve davs alier chat she visited Rhoda
a third ome. The boy was our that day.

‘1 like walking up here on the hilly Mres Lodee old
Rhoda. “And vour house is the only one up here?

They talked abour che weather and the village, then
Mrs Lodige got up 1o leave. “Are vou well, Rhoda? she
asked. “You look pale.”

“Oh, I'm alwavs pale,” said Rhoda. *Buc what abour
you, Mrs Lodger Arc vou woell??

"Yes, | am, but . . . there is something . . _ 10s nothing

viry had, but | don’t underseand 1t

“Ihere is soencthing . Ty nothing very bad,
She uncovered her lefe hand and arm. Thoere were | bl 1 dorn’t wuderstand 4, srid Mes Lodyge,

8 13




The Withered Arm

marks on the arm, vellowy-brown marks, like marks
made by fingers. Rhoda stared at them.

‘How did it happen?’ she asked.

‘I don’t know," said Mrs Lodge. ‘One night, when [
was in bed, T had a dream . . . and then suddenly, my arm
hure very badly. Perhaps 1 hit it on something in the
dayrime, but | don’t remember 1. She laughed. ‘My dear
hushand says it’s nothing very much, and he's righe, af
course,”

“Yes . .. Which night was that?' said Rhoda.

Mrs Lodge thought for a moment. ‘It was two weeks
ago today. It was two o’clock in the night — I remember,
hecause | heard the clock.”

It was the same night, the same hour, as Rhoda’s
dream of the phantom. Rhoda remembered the terror of
it, and felt cold.

‘How can this be? she thought, when Mrs Lodge lefi.
‘Did I do that? But why? She is innocent and kind — T
don’t want to hurt her. And how can a thing like that
happen? Only witches can do things like thac. . 2

1
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The face in the glass

Thc days went past, and Rhoda Brook was afraid to
meet Mrs Lodge again. She liked her, and did noc
want to remember the strange dream or the strange
marks on the young wife’s arm, But she could not stop
thinking abour them.

One day they met on the road from the village. They
hegan to talk, and after a minure or two Rhoda said,
‘How is vour arm, Mrs Lodge? Is it better now?

Mo, itistw't, It's worse than before. Sometimes it hurts
very badly,’

“What does the doctor say about it? asked Rhoda.

*He doesn’t understand it, He just says, “Put the arm in
hot water for five minutes twice a day.” Well, [ do that,
but 1t doesu't help.”

*Can I look at your arm? asked Rhoda.

Once again, the younger woman uncovered her arem,
and Rhoda stared at it

The arm was thinner, and a lictle wicthered. And the
marksy looked more and morc like marks made by fingers.
Rhoda remembered her dream, and the fecl of the arm
under her hand — in just the same place,

13



The Withered Arm

‘It Tooks like the marks of fingers,” Gertrude Lodge
said. She tried o laugh. ‘My husband says they are a
witch™s marks. A witch put her hand on my arm, he says,
and it’s killing the flesh .’

‘No., no,” said Rhoda quuckly. She felr cold and atraid.
“Dron't listen to those old stories.”

The voung wite's face was unhappy. *No, but .. . you
see, 1 think he begins to . . . to love me less, because of
these marks on my arm. Men always like their wives 1o
be pretty, don’t they?”

Some men do.” sad Rhoda, *Bue don't show him the

arm. Cover it all the time, and then he can’t see it,”

Rilada corddd see ihe tears in Fer enes,

16
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The face in the glass

‘AR, but he knows the marks are there” Gertrude
lnoked away, but Rhoda could see the tears in her eves.

T hope your arm is better soon, Mrs Lodge,” she said
quiethy.

She said goodbye and began to walk home. She felc
sorry for the poor, innocent young wife, and did noc
want to hart her, But she did noc feel sorry Tor the
husband. She walked home, thinking aboot him, 5o,
Farmer Lodge,” she thought. *You loved me once, but
then vou left me, and did noching to help me, You wanted
a new, younger and pretticr woman for your wife. Bue she
i5 Not 50 prewty now, is shed

#om o
The next day Rhoda walked home from the dairy after
cvening milking at the usual time. She was nearly at her
house when she saw Gertrude Lodge behind her. Rhoda
went down the hill to meet her.

*Oh, Rhoda!” ealled Gererude. T wanted to see vou — to
ask you o7 1 ler face was pale and worried, and she held
her left arm with her other hand, “Somebody told me,
she said, *about a man at Egdon Heath. 'L hey don’t know
his name, bur they sax he is a famoos Wise Man, and can
help people with . . . swich things like this.’

she looked down at her left arm, and then looked at
Rhaoda, with hope in her eves, “They say you know about

hirmy this Wise Man, Do vou know his name?’

i




The Withered Avem

‘Perhaps they mean Mr 'Lrendle,” Rhoda said slowly,
She teleill. This man rendle, people said, could do many
strange things. He could understand dreams. he could
drive phantams out of houses, he could stop the work of
witches . .. flam soi a witch,” she thoughe, ‘Tam #at! Ldo
not believe in these things,”

Ciertrude watched her, “You know him,” she said.
can sec it in vour face. OF course, | don’t believe in Wise
Men, What can they doz But .. . well, T ean just zo and
see hum. Is it far to his house??

"Yes about five miles,” said Rhoda,

Well, 1 must walk there. T cannot tell my hushand
about this. Can vou come with me, Khoda, to show me
the way? Perhaps tomorrow afternoonn?

‘Ohno,it's. .. 1., . Rhoda began.

Please!’ said Gertrude.

And in the end Rhoda could not say no. Mrs Lodge
was good and kind, and she needed a friend's help. But
perhaps o Wise Man could sce into people’s dreams.
Rhoda did not wane to meet this man | rendle, and she
way afraid | . .

"R
The next afternoon she mer Gerrrude by the trees near
her house, and they began the long walk across the hills
to Hgdan Feath, It was a cold day, and the sky above the

hills was dark and unfricndly.

1%

They bepan the long wallk across the Mlls to Fadon Heath,
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The Withered Armr The face in the glass

They found Mr Trendle’s house outside the village.
He was at home when they arrived. He was an old man
with grey hair, and he looked Tong and hard ar Rhaoda
when he saw her. Mrs Lodge rold him about her arm, and
]II‘.: ][H]ki."’.] At 'it L::-i'l'l'.."FU”‘rl.".

N, doctors can’t do anyehing for this,” he said. “This
1s the work of an enemy.’

Rhoda moved away a licrle.

“An enemy? What enemy?’ asked Mres Lodge.

I don’t know,' said the Wise Man, looking at her. *But
perhaps vou do. T can show the person to vou. Do you
want e tor o that?’

Yes,' vaid Gerorude, *Yes, please show me!”

Mr Trendle took Gertrude inta anocher raom, but the
door was apen, and Rhada could see into the raom.

The Wise Man took an egg, and did something to it
Then he put a glass of water om the rable, and carcfolly
broke the cge open, The white of the ceg went down mro
the water, changing to a milky white colour, and moving
slowly round and round.

He pur the glass in front of Gercrude. *Look doswn inw
the water,” he said. ‘Look (ora face.”

Ceertrude stared down into the wataer.

130 vou see a Tace? the Wise Man asked guictly.

CGoerrrude whispered somoething, but Rhada could not

_h{;:{]_" Sh;: Tu[ﬂﬁ.'d awav fr@!.'ﬂ thL' l:l{:'lDr. ok g i Hee weater Tonk _.‘l.fil.r i J‘:Trjf".,
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The Withered Arm

When Mrs Lodge came out, her face was pale — paler
than Rhoda’s. Mr Trendle closed the door behind her,
and the two women began to walk home. Bur things were
not the same becween them.

‘Did he — did he ask for money?* Rhoda said quictly.

‘Oh no, nothing, He did not want a penny,’ said
Gertrude,

*And what did you see?” asked Rhoda.

‘Nathing ., ., I=Idon't want to speak abour it

Gererude did notlook at Rhoda, Her precoy voung face
looked ren vears older, and was now more like the face of
the phantom in Rhoda’s dream.

They did not speak for a long time, then Gerrrude said
suddenly, ‘Did you seant me to come here and see this
Wise Man? How strange of you!

‘Nuy, [ didn't. But now, 1 am not sorry we came.’

For the firse time since her dream Rhoda felt a liedle
pleased. Life was crucl, she thought, and Gertrude Lodse
must learn that lesson too.

On the long walk home rhey did not speak again about
their visit to the Wise Man. But other people did, and
whispered stories about it in all the farms and dairies.
Mrs Lodge could no longer use her withered arm to do
anything, and people began to put the word *witch® in
front of the name *‘Rhoda Brook’.

Rhaoda said nothing to anyhody about the phantom of

22

The face in the glass

her dream, but her face got thinner and paler. And in the
spring she and her bov left their house and went away

ince the hills in the west.

They wenl away into the Fdlls i1 the west,




The cure for a curse

i% years want past, and Mreand Mrs Lodge™s married

life was not happy. The farmer said lictle, and did

not often smile. His wife had a withered arm, and there

wore no children to call him “father’, and to run laughing

around the farmhouse. [ 1e thought of Ehoda Brook and

her son. His som. But that was the past, and he could not
change 1t now.

Certrude Ladge was a different woman too, She was
only twenty-five, bur she looked older. Once a happy,
smiling woman, she was now sad and worried all the
rme. She loved her hushand, but he no longer loved her,
and she knew it 'Six years of married life, and only a fow
months of love,” she sometimes whispered.

Her left arm was no becter. She tricd one thing afrer
anather, but nothing helped it. Some of the things were a
little strange, and her hushand did nor like them.

“You think too much about vour arm,” he said. *You
need somebody to talk 1o — somebody to he around the
house. At one time there was a boy . .. L wanted him o
come and live with us, bur he is oo old now, And he

wenl away. 1 don’t know where.”

24

Lhe curve for a curse
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Vo think doo pmee b abon your aem,” Farmey Todne said

Gertrude knew about this boy now, and all of Rhoda
Brook’s story, bur she and her husband never spoke
about ic. And she never said anyrthing to him about her
visil 1o the Wise Man of Egdon Heath, or about the face
in the glass.

She wanted so much ro find a cure Tor her arm. My

25




The Withered Arm

hushand cannot love me because of this arm,’ she
thought, 50 T must find a cure for ic, I must. The Wise
Man helped me before. Perhaps he can help me again.’

So one day she walked to Egdon Heath. She did not
know the way, buc at last she found the house.

“You can send away other things, 1 ktow,” she simd to
Trendle. *Hair om women's faces, and things like that.
Why can’t you send this away s’ She uncovered her poor,

wi T]'! T [.] ATTI,

Tstheve nocuve, apvieberes ashed Certrde sadls
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The cure fora curse

‘No, I'm sorry, but T can't help vou.” said Trendle,
Your arm is withered because of a curse. 1t not casy to
tind a cure for that,'

*1s there no cure, anywhere? asked Gertrude sadly.

“I'here is one ching . . " U'rendle began slowly, “Bur it's
not casy for a woman to do.’

‘Oh, tell me!’ said Certrude, ‘Please!”

“You must put the withered arm on the neck of a
hanged man. You must do it before he's cold — just after
they take his body down.’

Gerrrude's tace was pale. "How can that do sood?’

‘It can turn the blood. and that changes many things
in the body. You must go to the jail when they hang
somenne, and wait for the body when chey bring it in, [n
the old days lots of people did it; chese days, not so many
do it. But it is still the best cure for a curse.”

oo e
Back at home Gertrude thought abaur this for a long
time. She tried to forget it, but she couldn’t, She wanred
i be pretry again, she wanted her husband o love her
again. Yes, she must try this care, she must.

‘But how do | do it?* she choughr. *Where is the nearcst
jail? How can T get there? How often do they hang
peaple? And when there is a hanging, how can I lcarn
about it before it happens#

So many questions. ['here was no one to help her, but
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slowly she began to find the answers. She asked careful
guustions in the village, because country people always
know ceervthing.

Cme old man was very helpful. “Lhe nearest jail is at
Casterbridge, fifteen miles away,) he told Gererude.
“I'hey have trials there every three months, and there's
usually a hanging after the trials. Some poor man or boy
takes a cow or a sheep, ar just some bread, and they hang

.
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“Thare's usseally o banging afler tpe irigls!

The cisre for a curse

him for it. Lots of peaple go to warch the hangings. 1
don't know why.'

“I'he next trials were in |uly, Gertrude learnt, She asked
her hushand aboat them, but Lodge said very lictle. He
was colder to her than usual, and she did not ask him
ﬂgﬂin. HL‘I Wk (_}FTCT' H 'lr'lf':-l}" t]'l"..‘.‘}l;,.‘ d:-l:r“\', S0k ."ﬁht' d1d ol See
much of him.

July came, and Gerrrude went to sce the helptul old
man in the village again, “Just one hanging this ome,” he
teld her. *It's for arsan, 1 think. They're going to hang
hirm next Satorday”

Gertrude walked slowly home. I cannot tell my
husband abour this . . this core,” she thaoght. *And how
can I be away from home for two nights? What can T say
to him?*

But in the end it was easy. On the Thursday bofore the
hanging, Lodge came to her. ‘I'm going away far chree
nights,” he said. *I0s about farm work, so you can'’t come
with e’

“That's all right,” Gertrude said guietly. *Fm happy w
stay at home,”

They said nothing more, and on Thursday Laodgc

drowve away.in the carriage.
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The hangman

he nexr morning Gertrude got ready to leave for

Casterbridge. She did not want to go by road because
she did not want to mect any of her hushand’s friends. 5o
she took one of the heavy horses from the farm, and rode
wist avross the hills.

She was afraid of riding with a half-dead arm, but che
tarm horse was quiet and slow, and casy to ride. He
carried her uphill and downhill, past rivers and through
trees, moving west all the tme,

The sun slowly went down in the sky, and it was
nearly eight o'clock when Gertrude stopped lor a
mament at the top of a hill It was the last il before the
town, and she could see the roals of Casterbridiee below.
There was a big building on 2 hill at the end of the town,
with a white roofl. She knew this was the jail, and she
could see a lot of workmen on the roof,

“What are they doing?' she thought. * ['hey're building
something up there on the roof . . OhY

Suddenly, she understood, and quickly torned her eyes
away, It was a warm summer evening, but she shivered

with cold.
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Glertrnde conld see the vonls of Casterbridee belor.

‘Tomaorrew they're roing to hang a man on chat raof,’
she thought. ‘And when he 1s dead . . °

She shivered again, but then she remembered her
husband’s cold words and his unsmiling face, and she

rade on down into cthe tosn.
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The Witherad Aren

She found a room to stay for the night, and then went
out into the town,

“What do | do now?' she thowght, *How can I get into
the jail tomorrow? Who muse I talk to? 'The men at the

jail. or the hangman?’

Woho are youd® the man called oul, "What do vow wanl?’

a2

The bargman

She was afraid to o to the jail, so she went to find the
hangman. He had a2 house down by the river, a boy in che
towen told her,

When she found che house, she stood outside for some
minutes, afraid 1o go to the door. Then the door opened
and a man came out.

Who arc voud he called pue. *What do you want?”’

I want to sprak to voo for a minute,”

He came nearer, and looked at her. “Well, well, that’s a
pretuy face,” he said, “‘Come into the house.”

They went inside, Davies {that was his name) was a
hangman on some days, bue a gardener on other days.

‘Is it abont gardening works® he asked Gertrode. 'l
can't do any tomorrow, because I'm working at the jail.”

“Yes, ves, [ know. That's why P'm here.”

“Ah! I thoushe so, Is the poor man one of vour family
then? Perhaps vour vounyg brother? No,’ — Davies looked
at Gertrode’s dress —‘Tdon’t think so, Was he one of vour
farm workers perhaps?’

‘Mo, What time is the hangings®

“The same as vsual — vwelve o'clock.”

‘Anditis., .. iris going to happen, yes?”

‘Oh yes, nothing can stop the hanging now,' said
Davies. 'But I'm sorry for this voung man, | cruly am.
He's only eighteen. They say it was arson, bot | don't

Jenow, 1le was there when che fire began, but there were
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twenty other men there too. So how do they know? 1
think they just wane to hang somconc . . . anyone, Bur

what can I do for vou, my pretiy #

‘I need a cure,” Gerrrude said, *a cure for a curse, And a

Wise Man told me about the hanged man, and — and

turning the hlood | . .

‘Oh ves, miss! Now | understand. People sometimes
come for that, But not prerey young things like vou, Well,
well. What's the cure ford

10 this,” Gerrrude uncovered her lefe arm.

"Ah!It's all withered,” said the hangman, looking ac it

Vi, she said,

Well, a hanged man's neck is the best cure for that,” he
said. “Your Wise Man was vighe.

“So can you help me¥ Gertrude whispered.

‘Usually people go to the jail, and take their doctor
with them, and give rheir name and address . . . But yes, |
can help you — lor a lictle money, perhaps.”

‘Oh, thank you!” Gertrude said. ‘It's betrer like this. |1
don’t want people to know abour it

‘Dom't want your lover to know, eh?

‘No - husband.’

‘Ahal Very well. You can touch the body.”

“Where is it now? she said, shivering.

Iti — He, vou mean: he's still alive tonight, He's in the
jail, a liccle room right ac the wp.”

34

The hﬂ'ﬂgm;m

‘And whar muse [ do comorrow?” Gertrude said.
“| here’s a little door at the back of the jail. Be chere ac
one o’clock, no later, | can open the door from inside,
and can take you to the body when they bring him in.
Goodmght, Don't be late. And vou don’t want peaple to
see you, so cover vour face. Goodnight, my pretty!”
Gertrude wene away, and walked up to the jail on the
hill. $he wanted eo find che lictle door at che back. o
know it for tomorraw. Then she went back down mro

the town and went to her room, and waiced for the

MOTTITLE,

There's a little doar ar the bacl of the jafl’
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The bleod turns

t half past cwelve on Saturday Gertrude Lodee
walked ap the hill to the jail. She went there by the
small back streets, because there were so trany people in
the town. They were there Tor a holiday, to watch the
hanging,
At one o'clock she was inside the jail. The hangman
took her to o long dark room with a table. *Wair there,"

he told her, *Two or three minutes, no more.”

Fowe wren came tnio te room with g losg box.
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The blood turns

He went away, and Gertrude waited. She had a veil
over her face, and her left arm was uncovered, ready. She
stood still, with her eyes closed, Tistening, and shivering
with terror.

Soon she heard noises, and could hear heavy feet on
the stairs. Lhe heavy feet came nearcr, and four men
camis into the raom with a long bax. It was open, and in
it was the body of a young man, with a cover over his
face, The men put the box down on the table.

Now!” said a voice in Gertrude’s ear. *Now!

But the voung woman was half-dead wath terror, and
at lirst she could not move. Then she opencd her eves and
came up to the table. She could hear other noises ourside
the room. | here were more people coming,

Davies the hangman sas by her side. He uncovered the
body’s face, took Gertrude’s hand, and pur her arm
across the dead man®s neck.

Gertrude screamed.

And at once chere was a sccond scream. & woman’s
seream, but not Gerrrude's. Gertrude turned round.

Behind her stond Rheda Brook, her face pale, and her
eves Ted with erving. Behind Rhoda stond Gerrrude's
husband. e looked old and sad, bue there were no tears
in his cves,

“You! What in God's name are yor doing here? he

whispered angrily.
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*Cth, cruel, cruel woman!” eried Rhoda, “Why do you
come between us and our child now? This is the true
meaning of my dream! You are like that cruel phancom at
last!”

When Gerrrade saw her husband with RRhoda, she
krew ar once thar the dead voung man was Rhada’s son.
She stared ar Rhada, with terror io her eves,

Then Rheda ran o Gertreude, closed ber hand round
the younger woman's arm, and pulled her away from che
table. When she let go of the arm, the voung wife fell
dowetr, at her husbands feet.

She never opened her eves again, They carried her out
of the jail into the town, bur she never got hame alive.
Perhaps 1t was the ‘turning of the blood’, perhaps it was
her withered arm, perhaps it was her terror in the jail
when she turned and saw Rhoda behind her. Docrors
came and looked ar her, but they could do noching to
hﬂ]l?‘ hl'_'r_._ F]”".] 1.'h'|'[..‘L: (]:-l:r'&. lﬂrk‘.r Ei]_'_l_(: f_{i[‘d.

B
In those davs che unhappy parents of a hanged man came
and toolk the body away after the hanging. That was why
Farmer Lodse was at the jail with Rhode thar day. Trwas
not his fiest visit Lo the jail. With Rhoda, he went many
times to visit his son that summer, and chat was why he
was away from the farm so often.

But afrer his voung wife died, nabody ever saw

B T}

Rhoda var to Gertrrede, and pralled ber aiway from ibe fable,




L he Withered Arm

Farmer Lodge in Casterbridge again. He went home o
his farm, but he did not stay there long. After a short Lime
he sold the farm and the farmbouse, and all the cows and
sheep and horses, Then he went away to live in a small
towyn by the sca. He hived very quictly, without any friends
or family ncar him.

When he died two vears later, he lefr a lot of money.
Mosrt of it went to a home for poar bovs, hut there was
money for Rhada Broak tan.

For some time nobody could find Rhoda. Then one
day she came back to her old house near the dairy, But
she never took a penoy of Farmer Lodge’s money. She
woent back to work in the dairy, and worked there for
many long vears, milking the cows in the morning, and
again in the evening. Her dark hair turned white, and her
sad pale face looked chin and old.

Most people knew Rhada’s story, and sometimes they
watched her ar milking time, What did she think abour,
all those long days. at morning and evening milking?

But nobody ever asked her, and nobody ever knew the

AllSWOT,

GLOSSARY

arson  the crime of setting hre to a building

belicve tothink thar something is true or real

blood che red liguid inside the body

cartiage @ kind of ‘var’ that is pulled by horses

cow afarmanimal chat gives milk

cruel not kind; giving pain or unhappiness o ather people

cure (1, sotmething to moke an illness go away

eurse {1 asking for aomething had (o happen to someone

dairy 2 place where cows are milked, milk is kep, e1¢.

drearn (#) a picture inyour head when vou are slecping

egp a round thing laid by a chicken, which we cat

enemy  a person who hates you; the oppasice of “friend’

Fall {pnust tense Fell) to go down quickly; te drop

farmer 2 persan who owns a farct (o place o keep animals and
grow food}

flesh the saft part of your body under the skin

God (dear God)  waords vou say when you ace surprised or
afraid

hang to kill somebody by holding them above che ground by a
porpe atound the neck

hangman a person whaose joh iz to hang criminals

heavy difficnlt to move or carry

horse an anirmal thar vou can ride, or that can pull carriages

inmocent  an innccent person has done noching bad or wrong

jail o prison

kind friendly and helptul

mark &} if you touch a piece of papet with o wet, dirty Anger,

vanl leave a marle on the paper
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marded having a husband or a wife

milkmaid 1 woman who works in a dairy, milking cows

pale with no colour in the face

phantom 1 ghost; a ‘person’ who 1s oot real

poar with very little money: also. g word vou use when vou feel
sorry for somcone or something

pretty nice to look at

ride {1} (o sit ona hoese’s back when it moves

sad not happy

scream () to make a loud high cry when vou are afraid or huee

shiver {11} 1o shake with cald, or fear

stare {1} to lool at someching fora long cime

strange  very unasnal o1 surprising

sweet  kind and gentle

tears water thar cames from che eves when you cry

terror wvery great fear

thin not fat

trial atime when a judge decides it a criminal has dane
sometching wrong or not

uncover  to take sumething from the top of another thing

veil a piece of marerial that a woman purs over her head and
face

wedding-ring 2 ring on the third finwer, to show vou are married

whisper o speak very, very quietly

wise lonowing and understanding many things

witch a woman who can make bad things happen to people
withered chin and weak, looking old and drey and dead

worricd  afraid that something bad is going to happen

The Withered Arm
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ACTIVITIES ACTIVITIES

Before Reading _ While Reading
i Read the story intreduction on the first page of the book, Read Chapters 1 and 2, then circle the correct words in cach
and the back cover. What do you know now about the story? sentence,

Tick one box for each sencence.

_ YFs MO 1 The farmer's new wife was Qeriraede § Rioda,
1 Farmer Lodge marries his first love. EHy 2 The boy lived with his mother / father.
2 Farmer Lodge is married. 1 3 The boy met Farmer Lodge and his wife at the farm /
3 Only one of the women works. 1 [ on the voad ! at his bouse.
4 One of the women has a child, b oo 4 Rhoda was yousrger ! ofder and tafler / shorier than
5 The arm is withered because of an accident, = Ciertrude.
& The withered arm gets worse and worse, ) 5 In her dream Rhoda saw a phantom of Farmer Fodge !
7 The withered arm has the marks of reechonit, 1| Gertride.

5 & Rhoda met Gertrude before [ after the drcam.,
2 What can yon guess about the peoplc in this story? Use this -

To Rhoda, Gertrude looked like # friend ! an enemy.
tablc to make some sentences.

8 On Gerrrude’s #ighe £ feft arm, there were marks made

a withered arm, by teeth / fingers.
the wife.
Rhada ] , How do yon feel about the people in the story? Put a circle
the mother.
Cavivide il _ ' round one answer for cach person.
2 I a witch.
L'he boy it b Do vou feel sorry For
Mr LGdgE { 1 R.} d 5 . I,n' J J
a short life, Wdac vesda little/ no
| a long life. 2 the bay? ves falittle / no
i o 3 Gertrude?  yes/alittle fno

4 MrLodge? wves/alilde ! no
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AciviTies: While Reading

Before you read Chapter 3, can vou gucss what happens?
Choose some of these answers.

1 CGertrude’s arm does not get better.

Farmoer Lodge calls Rhoda a wicch.

REEI

Farmer Lodge begins to love Gerrrude less.
Farmer Lodge leaves his wife.

Gertrude asks Bhoda tor help.

Gertrude sees the face of her enemy.

Fhoda rells Gerrrude about her dream,

Do =] 3 Lh s

Rhoda’s son goes to live wich his father and Gertrude.

W

Rhoda and her son leave their house and go away,

Read Chapters 3 and 4, then put these sentences in the correct
order for the story, Begin with number 5.

Gertrude asked the country people abour hanging,

Things were different between Gertrude and Rhoda.

T PR

Gertrude went to see Mr Trendle again,

N

Farmer Lodge went away for three nights.
Rhoda and Gertrude went o see Mr Trendle.
People began to call Rhoda a wiech.

Certrude learnt about a hanging in July in Casterbridge.

e o FS = L |

Rheda left her house and went away.
9 Gererade saw a face inthe glass,

10 Six vears went by and Gertrode’s avm was still withered.

11 Mr'I'rendle told Gertrude abour the best core for a curse.
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ACTIVITIES: While Reading

Befare vou read Chapeer §, can you guess what happens?
Choose one ending for each sentence.

1 Gerirude . . .

a) mects one of her hushand’s fricnds on the road.
by meets Farmer Lodge in Casterbridge.

¢l meers the hangman in Casterbridge.

Mr Lodge . ..

a; rerurns home the next day befare Gertrude leaves.

bl goes away to meet Rhoda Brook somewhere,

=

¢} stops Gertrnde going o Casterbridge.

Read Chapter 5. You are Gertrude’s friend. What do you say
to her about tomorrow? Choose one idea,

1 “Go to the jail? 3 'Go home,”

2 *Don’t go to the jail? 4 ‘Goro church,

Before you read Chapter 6, look ar these ideas. Can you gness
how many arc true? Choose as many as vou like.

Afrer Gerrrude puts her arm on the hanged man’s neck . . .
... the hangman asks het {or a lot more money.
. she sces the hanged iman’s mother behind her.
. her withered arm gets becter at once.

1

2

3

4 ... her hair tuens white,

5 ...shedies three davs later.
B

. she goes home and lives happily wich her husband.




ACTIVITIES

After Reading

1 Use the clues below to complete this crossword with words
from the stery. Then find the hidden seven-letter word in the
crossword.

i ]
1
I |
4 4_|
|5 |

| .

[

7

2 L

1 Perhaps a put her hand on Gererude's arm.

2 Rhoda worked ina , milking the cows.

3 Rhoda thought, ‘Gererude is a friend, not an

4 Mr Trendle put water and the white of an egg ina

5 When Rhoda saw Gertrude at the jail, she
o

On Gerrrude's arm there were some yellowv-brawn

|

In BRhoda’s dieam a sat on hor hnd?.

o a

Gertrude hoped to find a for her arm at che jail.

The hidden word in the crossword is

44

Activeis: After Reading

2 Farmer Lodge and Gertrude never talked about Rhoda and

her son — bur imagine that they did. Here arc five questions
for Gertrude to ask, and ten answers for Mr Lodge. Match
two answers to each question.

I Why didn't you marry Rheda?
2 Why did you stop loving her?

Wl did she scay when | came?

[

Wl did’t you help your son?

Ly

Wl didi'L you tell me abour her?

& Becaose she did not have much money, and she had

waorle and a house here.

et |

Tiecause she was only a milkmaid.
B Tecause it was a long time ago, and it wasn™t important.

9 Because [ was voung, and voung love soom dics.

10 Because his mother didn’t want my money.

11 Because I wanted my wife to be rich and from a good
family.

12 Becanse T wantied vou ta be happy.

13 Because Twantod somebody new.

14 Docause she was interested in my new wife.

15 Because he had food, and a place to live, so Tdidn’t think

abour him.

Now look at the rwo answers for cach quesdion, Choose the
best answer for Farmer Lodge te make, and explain why you
think that answer is best.
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ActiaTies: After Reading

3 Here is a new illustration for the story, Find the best place in
the story to put the picture, and answer these questions.

The picture goes on page 5
1 Who are the two people in the picture?
2 What are they ralking about?

3 What does the woman do the next day?

Now weite a caption for the illustration.

Clapiiom:

AcTivinies: Afler Reading

4 Here are two different endings for the story, Use these words
o il in the gaps.

better, die, dies, dream, fingers, bappy, many, marries,
Itn'g.'rz?i!i"om, SgeE, T stirey

1 Gertrude does not and her arm gets | She '
and Mr Lodge live _ for many vears and they have
___<hildren. Nobody ever _ Rhoda again.
2 After Gerrrode MrLodge  Rhoda, bur they
arenot ., One night Rhoda has another
abouta | and the next day Mr Lodge sces the
marksof  onhisarm., .,

Which ending do you like best — the ending of the story in the
haok, or one of the endings above? Why?

5 How did you feel abourt the people in this story? Use these
names, and complete the sentences in vour own words.

Rhnda ! Gertrade { the boy { My Lodae

1 1 fele most sorry (or because
2 Tdidd nor feel sorey for because !
3 Talso felusorry for _because

& Some people believe that there are things ke phantoms and

witches and wise men, Why is that, do you think? Do vou
believe in them?




ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Thomas Hardy (1840 1%28) was born in the village of Higher
Bockhampton in Dorset, in the south of England, Al twenty-two
he went o London to worek as an architect, and there he started
writing poems and stories and novels,

[1is fourth novel, Far from the Madding Crowd {1874), was
very papular. and from this he carned cnough money o stop
working and also to get marricd. Other successful novels
followed, but when Tess of the d'Urbervilles and Fruee the
Obscure were published, readers did not like them at all, saying
they were dark and cruel, After this, Hardy stopped writing
novels and retorned to poetty,

Fuor most of his life he lived in Dorser weith Ms first wife Fmma,
and soon after she died he married again, After his death his heart
was huried in Emma’s grave.

When he was a voung man, Hardy loved listening to old
people welling storics of country life. Were the stories true? T lardy
ance described one of the old muosicians from his village as % man
who speaks neither truth or lies, but something halfway between
the two which is very enjoyable’.

Hardy used many of these old stories in his own writing, and
this was also true for 1'he Withered Arsn. He said that when he
was a boy, there was a very olld woman in his village, whe told
sluries about witches and wise men and strange dark dreams, In
those days many people believed in chings like that, Were there
ever owo women called Rhoda and Gertrude? Nobody knows,
but many people think thar The Withered Arm is one of
TTardy's best storics,
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--» past simple - coordinacion with ard, b, or —
subordination with before, after, when, because, jo ...
I knew him in Persia. He was a famous builder and 1
worked with him there. Tor a dme | was his friend, but
not for long. When he came to Paris. I came afier him —
I wanted ro wawch him. He was a very clever, very
dangerous man. The Phantow of the Opera

TAGE 2 = F00 HEADWORIS
- presenl pecfect — ol Sutore! - Sdoat) Baee fo, st o, comwld —
comparisen of adjectives — simple i dlanses — past concinuoms —

tag questions  asftel! + mlinitive
While | was writing these words in my diary, I decided what
to do. [ must try to escape, Ishall try to gee down the wall
outsidde. The window is high above the ground, hut T have
ter try, I shall rake some of the gold with me — if [ escape,
perhaps i will be helpful later, Dracsta
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STAGE 3 » [000 HRALRWORDS
v shrosld, mar presenc porfoct continuous resed to — past perfect -
cillzative — relative clonscs — idirect statements
Of course, it way maost important that 1o one should see
Colin, Mary, or Dickon entering the secret garden. So Colin
gave orders to the gardeners that they must all keep away
fram that part of the garden in furure, The Secret Garden

STAGE 4 #» T400 HEADWORDS
... st porfoer conlinuouy — passive (simple fooms) —
ol conditional clauses — indirect quescions —
relaeives with sberefteben - gernnds afrer propositions/phrases .
Twas glad. Now Flvde could not show his face to che warld
again. If he did, every honest man in London would be proud
tor report him to the police, O Jekylf and My Hyde

STAGE § » 180C IEADWORDS
oo [uture continuous — fulute perfect
passive (ossdals, comrinuons Forms) —
woneled bare conditional clauses — nodals = perfect infiniove .,
[f he had spoken Estella’s name, | would have hit him. 1 was so
anpey with him, and so depressed abont my future, that [ could
not cat the breakfast, Instead T wene srraight 1o the old house,

Creead Fxpectations

STAGE & » 2500 [IEADWOR I
ce- passive lolinitves, gerunds) — advanced modal meanings —
) clavses of concession, condition
When 1 stepped up to the piane, I was conhdent, e was as if [
knew that the prodigy side of me really did exist, And when |
started ro play, I was so caughe up in how lovely | looked chat
Fdidn't worry how | would sound, The fov Lack Club

L
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LPCHCRORMS - FANTASY & HORROR « STAGE |

The Phantom of the Opera

JENNIFER BASSETT

1L is 18A1, in the Opera House in Paris, Everybody is ralking about
the Phantam of the Opera, the ghost that lives somewheee under
the Opera House, The Phantom is a man in black clothes, He is 4
bodly without a head, he is a head without a body. ITe has 1 yellow
face, he has no nose, he has black holes lor eves. Everybody is alraid
af the Phantom — the sinpers, the dancers, the ditectors, the Stage
workers . . . :

I But who has acioally scon him?

BOOKREOEMS - TRUK S 1ORIES « STAGE |

Pocahontas
RETOLD BY TIM VICARY

A beautiful young Indian girl, and a brave Englishuman. Black cyes,
and blue eyes. & friendly smile, a laugh, a look of love . . . But this
is North Americg in 1607, and love is nor easy. The gidl s the
daughter of King Powhatan, and che Englishman is 4 whire man.
And the Indians of Virginia do not want the white men in their
beautiful country.

This is the Famous story of Pocahoncas, and het lave for the .
Englishman Joht Smich.
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