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introduction

Thomas Hardy was born on June 2, 1840, in Brock- hamp-
ton, Dorset, England. At the time of his birth, the old family of
Le Hardy, as it was then called, was poor and barely above the
status of the labouring class. He was taught first by his mother
before, at the age of eight, entering the village school. At six-
teen, Hardy was apprenticed to an architect in Dorchester. At
twenty-one, he entered the employ of a prominent ecclesiastical
architect in London. It was on an architectural mission to St Juliot
in Cornwall in 1868 that Hardy met Emma Gifford, whom he was
later to marry.

Hardy’s wife often encouraged him to renounce architec-
ture in favour of writing. Hardy wrote eleven novels between his
first success with Far from the Madding Crowd in 1874 and-the
publication of Jude the Obscure in 1896. His most well-known
novels include The Return of the Native (1878), The Mayor of
Casterbridge (1886) and Tess of the D’ Urbervilles (1891). Crit-
ics regarded Hardy’s later novels as pessimistic and immoral
and, as a result, he abandonded the novel, form for ever. For
the remainder of his life he devoted himself to poetry, pub-
lishing his first collection of verse, Wessex Poems, in 1898.
Emma died in 1912. Hardy married again and from then on,
spent most of his time at his house in Dorchester. During the
last years of his life, he started writing his autobiography. It
was published after his death in 1928 and it was passed off as
the work of Hardy’s second wife, as he intended it should be.
Thomags Hardy.is buried in Poets’ Corner at Westminster Abbey.
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Description of Farmer
Oak — An Incident

Farmer Oak’s Christian name was Gabriel, and on working days he
was a young man of proper dress and general good character. On
Sundays; he went to church, but instead of listening to the sermon
he yawned and thought of what there would be for dinner.

Mr Oak carried what may be called a small silver clock; in other
words, it was a watch s to shape and intention and a small clock as
to size. This mstrument being several years older than Oak’s grandfa-
ther, had the partlculanty of going either too fast or not at all

He had just reached the age at which “young” ceases to be the
prefix of man; he had passed the time during which the influence of
youth indiscriminately mingles intellect and emotions, but not yet ar-
rived at the stage wherein they become united again. In short, he was
twenty-eight and a bachelor.

The field he was in t}us mormng sloped to a 11dge called Nor-
combe Hill. Oak saw coming down the hill before him an ornamen-
tal spring waggon drawn by two horses, a waggoner walking along-
side holding a Whlp perpendicularly. The waggon was full of house-
hold goods and wmdow plants, and on the top sat a woman, young
and attractive. Gabnel had not seen the Slght for more than half a
minute when the vehicle was blought to a stop just beneath his
eyes.

“The back piece of the waggon is gone, Miss. ” said the waggon-
er. “I"1l run back and get it. ”

“Do, ” she answered.

The sensible horses stood perfectly still, and the waggoner ran
off.
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The girl sat motionless. Then she turned her head to see if
the waggoner were coming. He was not yet in sight; her eyes fell
back to a package. She put the article on her lap and unwrapped
it; a small looking-glass was disclosed, in which she proceeded to
look at herself attentively. She parted her lips and smiled.

The waggoner’s steps were heard returning. She put the glass in
the paper, and the whole package back into its place.

When: the waggon had passed on, Gabriel moved away but
continued looking at the vehicle. It had stopped for the payment of
toll. About twenty steps still remained between him and the gate,
when he heard a dispute. The man at the toll-bar wanted an extra
twopence. '

“The lady won’t pay any more. ” These were the the waggoner’s
words.

k4

“Very well; then the lady can’t pass,” said the man closing the
gate. i

Oak looked from one to the other of the disputants. “Here, ” he
said, stepping forward and handing twopence to the gatekeeper; “Let
the young woman pass.” He looked up at her then; she heard his
words, and looked down. k

The gatekeepér watched the vehicle depart. “That’s a handsome
lady; ” he said to Oak. ' ‘

* “But she has her faults, ” said Gabriel.

“What do you mean?” the man asked.

Gabriel, perhaps a little angry by the traveller’s indifference,
looked back to where he had seen her opening the package and said,
“Vanity. ” :

Night — The Flock— An Interior —
Another Interior

It was nearly midnight on the eve of St Thomas’s, the shortest day in the
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year. The sky was clear. The North Star was directly in the wind’s eye.
A difference of, colour in the stars was really percep-tible here. The
sovereign brilliancy of Sirius pierced the eye, the star called Capella
was ‘yellow, Aldebaran and Betelgueux shone with a fiery red.

Suddenly an unexpected series of sounds began to be heard in
this place up against the sky. They were the notes of Farmer Oak’s
flute. The tune came from the direction of a small dark object under
the plantation hedge — a shepherd’s hut.

It was only recently that people had. begun to call Gabriel “Farm-
er” Oak. During the twelve month preceding this time he had man-
aged, by virtue of his own efforts, to lease the small sheep-farm of
which Norcombe Hill was a portion and stock it with two hundred
sheep.

Gabriel was keeping watch. With his lantern, he walked among
the sheep. His motions had a quiet energy and were slow. Then he saw
a newborn lamb; he picked it up and quickly returned to his hut where
he placed the small animal on some hay before a small stove. The
hut’s furnishings were very simple and few: they consisted of the
stove, a few medications and ointments, some food and the flute.
Oak instantly fell asleep on his bed. Soon the warmth restored the
lamb, which began to bleat. Gabriel got up instantly and carried it
back to its mother. The stars told him, his small clock having failed
as usual, that scarcely an hour had passed.

Perceiving a faint light on the horizon, Gabriel went to the
edge of the plantation to check. The light came from a hut built into
the slope. As he looked through some openings in the roof, the light
illuminated two women taking care of a sick cow, and a second cow
just delivered of a calf. ‘

“There, now we’ll go home, ” said the elder of the two. “Both

of the animals seem to be doing well. ”

“I wish we were rich enough to pay a man to do these things,” said







y
(©) B isesiein st b 5 5 s
the young woman. “And my hat is gone too! ”

“I think we had better send for some oatmeal,” said the elder
woman.

“Yes, aunt; I’ Il ride over for it as soon as it is day. I’ Il look for
my-hat on my way.”

Oak, upon hearing these remarks, became more curious to observe
her features but he couldn’t because she had thrown her cloak over her
head as a covering. But suddenly, by a strange coincidence, the girl now
dropped her cloak, and black hair covered the shoulders of her red
jacket. Oak knew her instantly as the heroine of the yellow waggon, as
the woman who owed him twopence.

Gabriel returned to his flock.

A Girl on Horseback — Conversation

The sluggish day began to break. Oak heard the steps of a horse at
the foot of the hill, and soon there appeared in view a pony with a girl
on its back, ascending by the path. She was the young woman of the
night before. Gabriel instantly thought of the hat she had mentioned as
having lost; possibly she had come to look for it. Gabriel walked a
short distance and luckily found it among the leaves. He took it in his
hand and returned to his hut. Here he hid, watching the girl’s move-
ments.

The girl looked around for a moment, as if to assure herself that
all humanity was out of view, then dropped backwards flat upon the
pony’s back, her head over its tail, her feet against its shoulders, and
her eyes to the sky. The pony seemed unconcerned by her strange
way of riding. Then Gabriel came out of his hut.

“I found a hat, ” said Oak.

“It is mine, ” she said sitting up straight on the pony and trying not

to laugh. “It flew away last night. You are Farmer Oak, are you not?”
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“Yes, ” he replied, but all of a sudden, the girl had gone.'And
with an air between that of Tragedy and Comedy Gabriel returned to
his work.

Five mornings and evehings passed. The young girl came regular-
ly to milk the healthy cow or to attend to the sick one, but never once
looked in the direction of Oak’s person.

One afternoon it began to freeze. The wind came in at the bottom
of the door of the hut, and to prevent it, Oak laid a sack there. The
wind came in at a ventilating hole — of which there was one on each
side of the hut. Gabriel closed it.

He had always known that when the fire was lighted and the door
closed one of these vents must be kept open. But he was so tired that
he fell asleep before remembering to perform this task.

How long he remained unconscious Gabriel never knew. His dog
was barking, his head was hurting him terribly — someone was pulling
him. On opening his eyes he found that the young girl was beside
him. His head was on her lap, his face and neck were disagreeably
wet, and her fingers were unbuttoning his collar.

“What is the matter?” asked Oak vacantly.

>

“Nothing now,”’ she answered, “since you are not dead. You should
not have been so foolish as to leave the slides of the ventilator closed.”
She made him sit up. “How can I thank you?” he said gratefully.
“Oh, never mind that, ” said the girl smiling. \ :
“I don’t know your name. I know your aunt’s, but not yours. ”
“I’ d rather not tell you. There is no reason why I should, as you

probably will never have much to do with me.” And she left.

Gabriel’s Resolve — The Visit — The Mistake

Young Farmer Oak was extremely atiracted to the girl. By making




